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PREFACE. 



The oame of don Sebastian immediately recaHs to eTery historical reader, a 
character, which youth, faolts, rirtnes, and misfortunes, have rendered highly 
interesting ; 1 selected sudh a one for my hero, from the wish of showing noH 
** sweet are the uses of adversity/* 

If I may be so fortunate as to instroct and to amuse at the same time, the 
utmost of my literary ambition will be gratified. 

It has been my aim to keep as close to historical records, as was consistent 
with a work wherein imagination is allowed to make up for the defieiencee 
of actual tradition. In some places I have been obliged to antedate an event, 
and to mix other motives of action with such as were avowed by the persons 
then acting on the great theatre of Europe ; but I have scrupulously avoided 
slandering tiie illustrious dead, and am not conscioua of having materially 
altered any well-known portrait 

Some xettden may l>e oflfended or wearied with the frequent use which I 
have made of religious tenets ; to them I can only offer one apoI<wy ;-■ -I had 
no other way of reconciling the conduct of catholic powers, with what 1 have 
been obliged to suppose, their conviction of don Sebastian's identity when he 
re-appeared at Veuice ; and as his chief calamity was the product of a bigotted 
attachment to the doctrinm of Rome. I could scarcely make that calamity 
effect the necessary revolution in hin general character, without changing alsv 
the nature of his religious opinions. 

In my delineation of countries, manners, &c., I have endeavoured to givt^ 
as fiiithful a picture as was posrible to one who describes after the accounts 
of others ; I consulted the voyages and tours of those days ; so that the mo- 
dern traveller, in journeying with me over fiarbary, Persia, arid Brazil, must 
recollect that he is beholding those countries as they appeared in the sixteenth 
century. 

By accident, I met with an andebt work upon South America, in which 
was the following sentence : *' twelye leagues southward from St Salvador, i^- 
pears rhe village uf Caclioeira, formerly belonging to an unknown Portuguese, 
who took great pains in reforming the savage people Guaymures to a civil 
life." This hint sug<e9ted to me the;idea of makmg the Portuguese, and my 
principal character, the same person. '^ .^ 

1 am told that there has been a novel written in French on the same story, 
which forms the ground work of mine, but 1 have not seen it. The materiyals 
with which I have worked, have been drawn from general history, accounts 
of particular periods, the Harleian Hfiscellahv, and a curious old tract published 
in 160S, contuning the letters of Texere, de Castro, and others witn minute 
details of the conduct and sufferings of the mysterious personage concerning 
whom it treats. 

1 trust tlie candid reader will excuse many defects in this romance, when 
be considers how long was the space of time to be filled up with events solely 
ima^nary, and which it was indispensable so to occupy, as to unite facts and 
to give the whole the semblance of probability: he will reflect also how difH- 
vult it was for me to find any historical action of suflldent weight and 
brilliancy, with which I might have earlier concluded the adventures of Se- 
bastian. 

If my unpresuming work should disappoint the reader, he must suffer mo to 
assure him that neither diligence in obtaining information, and selecting cir- 
cumstances, nor industry in using them, has be(>u spared. I may faul from 
want oi ability, but not from want of application. 

AUGUST, 1809. 



INTRODUCTION. 



KiYVB baa the pen of Urtory had to record a mora aifeetiiig OTant, than that 
whirh bore the hoase of Bragaosa to anotbar hemiBphara : aoiinated bj • 
noble disdain of submitting to foreign despotism, and bravely pladng his 
country not in the land of Portugal, but in the hearts of her pec^e, the prince 
reffent conquered in adyenity, and triumphed even at the moment of despair. 

Like the pious JEneas, who snatched from the flames of Troy, his fother 
and his household ffods, he hastened to save some relics of Portugal ; he has- 
tened to embark ms family and their adherents on board the nraonal fleet ; 
to launch with them on the hitherto untried deep, and to lead them under the 
protection of Oreat Britain, to found a new empire in a new world. 

It was on the morning of the 29th of November, 1807, that these patriot 
emigrants quitted the bay of Lisbon ; they looked back on their forsaken 
capital, with emotions too strong and too complicated for description : every 
individual had left behind him some aged, or Infirm, or timid relative, whom 
it was agony to abandon, and whom he quitted with the conviction of never 
seeing again; the scenes of their childhood, their vineyards, and their dties, 
nay even the shores of their native land, were never more to gladden their 
eyes! 

A solemn pause had followed the noise and distraction of their embarka- 
tion ; Lisbon was motionless : profound stillness, like that silence which sur- 
rounds the death bed of a mother, rested within her walls : every heart felt 
its impression. 

Advancing with majestic slowness down tha Tagus, the Portuffuase fleet 
crossed the bar, and entered between the lines formed by the navy of England : 
the cannons of the two fleets answered each other ; the sounds, doubled and 
redouUed by numerous echoes, were prolonged after the smoke had deared 
away, and discovered the ships of Portugal and of Britain mingled tcf eCher on 
the Atlantic ocean. 

Having exchanged gratnlation and fivewell with the ambassador and the 

dant admiral octhe rriendly squadron, the prince reffent gave a last long 
c to Portugal, and forcibly tore himself from the oeck of his vesseL lu 
the cabin, he found part of the rojral fiunily yielding themselves up to regret 
and anxiety : he suffered them to weep without interruption, till the moment 
in which lamentation made a pause ; he then took the united hands of Ids 
daughter, and of his nephew, the prince of Spain, and pressing them witUn 
Us own* held them with a look, serious, sad, yet collected. 

*' Let us dry our tears,'* he said, *' let us bravely submit to our fhte, and 
bless Ood for iiaving allowed us to ratabi that which ennobles every situation 
—freedom ! — We go, my childrtn, to seek a new world ; to found there a 
new empire ; it beionn to us to stamp the future character of an unborn na- 
tion :~May we feel the gratitude of such responsibility I As our example 
shall persoade, as our authority shiUl impel, so will vice or virtue prevail in 
trans-atlantic Portugal ; her existence, ner expansion, her dignity, her im- 
mortality, depend upon her princes and nobles. Be this truth engraven on 
your hearts ! may its awful voice resound for ever in your ears, influencing 
your lives to the exercise of all die sodal duties. 

** Among the state treasures, I have preserved one most precious ; tis the 
history of an illustrious ancestor, more unfortunate than ourselves, but for 
whom misfortune was a blesdng. 

** We will read this MS together ; the style and the arrangement mav offend 
a nice judgment, because they are the production of an humble pen ; but the 
story itself is interesting, ana the character of our ancestor may serve as an 
important lesson to ourselves : compose your spirits, my dear children, listen 
to me with attention." 

While the prince was speaking, he drew from his breast a large roll of 
written paper, and after such of ms fiunily. as were present, had seated them- 
selves eagerly around him, he read in a voice somewhat agitated by late emo* 
tion, the following narrative. 



DON SEBASTIAN, 



OR 



THE HOUSE OF BRAGANZA. 



CHAP. I. 



On the 12tli of January, 1554, Juan, prince of Portugal, 
breathed his last in the palace of Ribera at Lisbon. 

At that sad moment grief and dismay seized the hearts 
of his royal parents ; as thev alternately clasped his sense- 
less clay in their arms and thought of all he had been, they 
almost forgot their hope of soon possessing a memorial of 
his fair-promising youth. 

Ignorant of her husband's danger, his young consort had 
been removed to the palace of Xabregas in the suburbs ; 
there while he was struggling between life and death, she 
was impatiently awaiting the liour which was to bless her 
with the ilrst pledge of their happiness and their lore. 
Under such circumstances the concealment of prince Juan's 
death became an act of necessity : at least as it regarded 
the princess, whose life, and that of her unborn infant, would 
have been risked by a disclosure. 

She was now tenderly deceived by all arou)id her ; the 
king and queen painfully dissembling their affliction visited 
her as usual, daUy bringing with them Httle biUets from 
their son whose anxious love had early foreseen and pro- 
vided against this trying occasion. He had left behind him 
several letters without dates e^ressive of the fondest 
attachment and pathetically lamenting the slow progress 
of his recovery which alone kept him from her society ; he 
had ordered these to be given ner from time to time, until 
she should have safely brought into the world another heir 
to the crown of Portugal, after that period deception was to 
cease. 



2 DON SSBA8TIAN. 

Soothed by this sweet error the young princess yielded to 
the desire of her royal parents that she should not attempt 
returning to Ribera before the birth of her child: she 
yielded with tears, but they were not tears of apprehension, 
she wept only because her situation denied her the tender 
office pf watching her husband s returning health. Again 
and again she read his letters, again and again she dwelt on 
their blissful meeting when she should naye an infant to 
present him with : happily unconscious that the husband and 
ihe father, the young and beauteous prince was laid at rest 
for ever in the grave. 

Lisbon became now a scene of hope and sorrow. La- 
mentations for one beloyed prince were mixed with anxiety 
for the birth of another : solemn fasts were ordained, tows 
offered, pilgrimages undertaken, processions made. On the 
eighth day after Juan's decease, at the dead of the night 
precediiig the feast of St Sebastian, all the religious orders 
in Portugal were seen headed by the archbishop and cardinal 
Henry walking in awful silence, barefooted and dejected, 
bearing in their hands mourning torches to light them on 
their way to the grand church of Bethlehem : there mass 
for the soul of their departed prince was celebrated with all 
the pomp of that church whicn affects and overwhelms the 
heart by its powei^ul appeal to the senses. Images, relics, 
incense, music, all contributed to heighten pity and grief 
into madness, groans and prayers were for ai/mile the only 
sounds heard mingling with the wailing tones of the oi^n, 
at length even these ceased and the priests and the people 
remained in silence prostrate before the host. 

At that moment a shout from the multitude without 
broke the solemn pause, the next instant this cry was heard, 
^^ a prince! a prince is bom T The whole mass of suppliants 
started from tne earth, the organ burst into a loud swell, 
the priests and the people joined their voices, and the dome 
of the cathedral rang with hymns and thanksgiving. 

Thus in the midst of national hopes and fears was born 
the heir of Portugal. His grand-uncle the cardinal don 
Henry, soon afterwards named him Sebastian in honour of 
the saint's day upon which he was given to their prayers, 
and then rejoicings and illuminations took place all over 
the kingdom. 

When the princess Joanna s safety was thoroughly ascer- 
tainedy the mournful task of preparing her to hear the ac- 
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count of her husband's death was undertaken by the queen, 
she gradually presented less cheering letters firom her son, 
till at length venturing to pronounce the fatal truth, she 
called upon the princess to liye for her child and them. 
Joanna Heard not these exhortations, she swooned repeat- 
edly, reviving only to call with frantic cries upon him whose 
" ear was now stopped with dust." 

From that hour no human effort availed to comfort her : 
sdarcely sixteen, this heaviest of all mortal sorrows was the 
first suffering her heart had known: even her infiEmt son, 
though she loved him to agony, failed to reanimate her 
hopes : as she held him in her arms she would bathe him 
in tears and think but the more of his father. A curtain 
of adamant had fallen between her and the world : she felt 
it; and fearful of being urged into new engagements here- 
after, determined upon withdrawing to the sanctuary of a 
religious profession. 

While the widowed princess was inwardly revolving 
how best to compass this melancholy desire, she was sum- 
moned into Spain by her brother Philip II., then just . 
setting out for Flanders to negociate his nuptials with 
Mary of England. By accepting the regency during his 
absence, she hoped to find an opportunity for tranquillis- 
ing her mind previous to a renunciation of all sublunary 
tfes; and trusted, that when far from the scene of past 
happiness and future anxiety — when removed from the 
afflicting pleasure of her infant's smiles, she might succeed 
in giving up her whole soul to Christ and God. Aware of 
the opposition which would be made to this resolution in 
Portugal, the princess confined it to her own breast ; but 
while she took an affecting leave of the king. and queen, 
could not refrain firom exclaiming — ^ my parents ! we 
shall never meet again." These words were at the time 
ascribed to the forebodings of a heart which believed itself 
breaking, but were afterwards remembered as proofs of a 
steadily pursued resolution. 

From her child the youthful mother tore herself with 
difficulty: 'in the midst of its innocent endearments, she 
felt that all delightful emotions had not been buried with 
her husband. For the first time her heart whispered that 
she was not utterly desolate, since she had yet something 
precious to relinquish. 

Melted from her purpose, trembling, and bathed in tears, 

a2 



4 DON BXBASriAN. 

Joanna stink upon a seat: ^^Ah, my child T she exclaimed, 
straining it to her breast — '^ how can I leave thee to see 
thee no more T 

The king and queen not venturing to speak, folded their 
arms around her: their tremulous, yet strong pressure^ 
spoke a joyful hope of detaining her : at that instant she 
raised her eyes, overflowing with consent ; but they fell on 
the picture of Juan drawn in his bridal habit. At this 
piercing sight, she shrieked, covered her face, wildly re- 
peating — ^^O no, no; I shall but love him and lose him too." 

Impressed with this sudden dread of living to witness 
the premature death of her son, the princess broke from 
every attempt to detain her, and hurried through the 
palace. Her retinue waited at the gates: she threw herself 
into a carriage, and amidst guards and attendants left Por- 
tugal never to return. 

A destroying angel seemed at this period to be commis- 
sioned for the affliction of that unhappy country. The 
death of prince Juan had been followed by the voluntary 
departure of his interesting widow; and regret for the last 
misfortune, was absorbed in grief fpr the loss of Louis, 
duke de Beja, brother to the king: the king himself, sink- 
ing under sorrow and sickness, e^ortly afterwards termin- 
ated his exemplary life, leaving a monarch of three years 
old, whose long minority threatened many political cal- 
amities. 

The queen now unwillingly undertook the regency, a 
task imposed on her by her late husband. For awhile she 
administered the laws, and guided public nieasures, with a 
wise and impartial spirit: but at length wearied with 
groundless animadversions, . she grew timid of her own 
counsels, and gladly transferred the reins of government 
into the hands of cardinal Henry. 

The new regent possessed much ability and more in- 
tegrity; but he was a prelate of the church of Rome, 
and thought less of instructing his young sovereign in the 
art of governing well^ than of teacmng him to revere and 
defend all the superstitions of popery. He confided him to 
the care of four preceptors; two of these were zealous 
Jesuits, and were charged with his spiritual education ; the 
others were noblemen of distinguished reputation, who were 
to instruct their prince in history, philosophy, and moral 
excrcisea. 



DON 8BBASTIAN. 5 

Don Alexes de Meneses, the first of these nobleS) was 
allied to the Italian family of Medici, and had been nniv 
tured at Florence, under their auspices, in the newly-dis- 
covered leamiDg of the ancients: having a genius for active 
scenes, he devoured with avidity the works of their histo- 
rians and poets, while he coldly perused the peaceful 
theories of their philosophers. He came therefore to the 
task of education, with no other aim than that of making 
his pupn a conqueror. 

His coadjutor, Gonzalez de Camera, fiicilitated this aim. 
He had served in the wars of Germany, under Sebastian s 
maternal grandfather, Charles Y. and though no longer 
young, talked with youthful ardour of battles, and sieges, 
and victories. He f isdled not to paint every virtue in the 
justest colours; but when he spoke of those which brighten 
the crown of a hero, his language set his hearer in a blaze. 

That rapid, that resistless eloquence, which rouses the 
passions and impels the will, was ever at his command : he 
could touch every spring of the human heart. Sebastian's 
soon learned to move solely at his direction. 

From such governors the character of the young monarch 
received an impetus which was fatal to its excellence. 
Nature had given him ask excess of sensibility, requiring 
the rein rather than the spur ; his virtues were of them- 
selves too much inclined to tread a precipice : had he fallen 
into the hands of men of calmer feelings, and cooler heads, 
he might have risen with steady wing to the empyreal 
height of true glory: as it was, he became the prey of pas- 
sion and the slave of error. 

Years now rolled away: Portugal gradually recovered 
from her domestic losses, and began to anticipate with 
eagerness the end of her young sovereigns minority: the 
regent himself panted for a more tranquil station; and 
don Sebastian burned to seize the sceptre Providence had 
destined him to wield. At the age appointed by law, this 
was voluntarily resigned to him. 

The young monarch's coronation was as magnificent as 
his spirit; all the riches of the new world, tiie gold of 
Mexico, the diamonds of Brazil, the pearls of Ormutz, were 
displaved on the persons of the nobility. Their veiy horses 
proudly pranced under housings of cloth of gold and pre- 
cious stones. 

As the long procession passed from the palace to the 

A3 



6 BON SBBASTIAN. 

cathedral, crowds of spectators, lining the streets and 
windows, easily distinguished their prince by the superior 
nobleness of his air. In the very flower of his youth, 
Sebastian appeared mounted on a white Arabian, the trap- 
pings of which were studded with rubies: his own orna- 
ments were few ; the order of Ghristus alone sparkled in 
brilliants upon his majestic chest; the rest of his dress 
merely displayed, without seeking to decorate, the sym- 
metry of ms figure. While passing one of his ministers 
houses, some ladies showered flowers upon him from a bal- 
cony: at this act of female gallantry, he checked his horse, 
and looking up, lifted ofi^ his hat. The ur was immedi- 
ately rent with ^ long live our king Sebastian !" His en- 
chanting smile, the still sweeter smile of his eyes, his 
animated complexion and ingenuous countenance, seemed 
to promise a character which intoxicated the people : they 
shouted again, when again smiling with as much gaiety as 
graciousness, he threw away his hat, and rode forward 
uncovered. From that moment he became their idol. 
Such is the effect of youth, beauty, and urbanity, in high 
stations! 

At the gate of the cathedral, the cardinal Henry, attended 
by the archbishop of Lisbon and the rest of the clergy, 
received the king ; he was then conducted into the body of 
the church, where the three estates took the oaths of fidel- 
ity, and the crown was placed on his head. Immediately 
after, Sebastian went to tne monastery where his illustrious 
grandmother now lived retired, in order to receive her 
blessing, and to express a dutiful sense of her past kind- 
ness ; he then returned to his palace, where he directly 
assumed the functions of royalty. 

The first acts of the young monarch's government were 
calculated to inspirit the Portuguese : his administration of 
justice was so impartial, that not even those who suffered 
by this impartiality ventured a complaint : neither friend 
nor enemy expected from him the least bias on their side. 
In his domestic relations he was generous and forgiving ; 
but in his public character, inflexible. By presentmg the 
court of judicature with a copv of the laws, abridged and 
transcribed by himself, he early informed his people that 
nothing was so valuable in his eyes as their rights. 

Sebastian displayed much magnificence in his court, and 
infinite liberality in his gifts; yet he was not censurable 
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for extravagance. By giving splendour to his own appoint- 
ments, he believed himself honoring the nation over which 
he reigned ; and by rewarding talents, he gratified a mu- 
nificent spirit, while he secured important services io the 
community. 

Impressed with an exalted notion of the divine right 'o£ 
kings, he would not hear that authority questioned; though 
indeed, he prized absolute power, for the sake of being en- 
abled by it to succour and to bless others. Too keenly alive 
to the mipressions made by his tutors, some thirst for dis- 
tinction as a warlike king insensibly mixed with this laud- 
able motive ; religious prejudices united to stimulate him ; 
and the voice of glory resounding from the depths of time, 
at once invited' and commanded him to seize a crown of im- 
perishable structure. 

His was soon filled by visions of future greatness, and his 
heart fired with holy zeal : he meditated the conquest and 
the conversion of h^ the globe. To conquer from the mere 
mania for dominion, was abhorrent even to him who felt 
that war hereafter would be his element ; but when he as- 
sociated with the idea of conquest, the prospect of rescuing 
whole nations from ^^ the shadow of death,' from Mahomet- 
anism or Paganism, he gave way to military enthusiasm, 
and daily fired his fancy with plans of heroic enterprise. 

Every thing with Sebastian was a passion: his friendships, 
his love for his people ; nay, his religion itself; they were 
each so many internal fires which sometimes blazed out, 
and desolated instead of cherishing. But as it is said, that 
the most fertile regions are to be found in the neighbour- 
hood of volcanos, so the finest qualities were connected in 
Sebastian's nature, with a dangerous ardour. He would at 
any time have sacrificed his crown, his life, or what is dearer 
than life — ^his tenderest ties, ^' for the sake of adding one 
poise breadth to Christendom ;" he would have denied hunself 
any gratification, if he believed it reprehensible in itself, or 
injurious to aiK>ther ; he was at all times, and in all things, 
superior to self: his faults therefore, were the sole product 
of the age he lived in, and the education he had received i 
had he been born two centuries later, how different might 
biave been his character, how different his fate ! 

Embellished by many fine qualities, it was not wonderful 
that Sebastian, though tinctured with imperiousness- and 
impatience, should be generally idolised : his people knew 
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him only as a benefactor, and they were not wise enough to 
foresee the evils which the rashness of his disposition might 
produce. 

Amongst the nobility, he lived with the freedom of gay 
and ingenuous youth, trusting to the influence of his pecu- 
liar conduct for the preservation of their respect. He snared 
their amusements and other exercises, and without a single 
rebuke, purified their grosser habits, by his temperate ex- 
ample. The spirit of Sebastian needed no effort to rise su- 
perior to every debasing pleasure. 

As yet he Knew litue of the female character; but he 
would have disdained himself had he believed his heart cap- 
able of loving the bondage even of love; he could enjpy tne 
light of beauty without feeling its fire; and though courte- 
ous to all the ladies of his court, was particular to none. 

Shimning delicate amusements, he a£Pected those only 
which render the frame robust, and the spirit intrepid. By 
every bodily exercise he continued to accomplish niB per- 
sonal advantages, while he steadily fixed his eye upon the 
period in which those advantages of health and strength 
would become important. 

The first object he meditated, was an expedition to Goa, 
from whence he might carry conquest and Christianity over 
the whole of India : but towards so remote a country, even 
his governors Camera and Meneses, declared it would be 
madness to turn his arms; they exhorted him to weigh 
maturely the inadequacy of his present resources, and those 
evils which must result to Portugal from her sovereign's 
removal to such a diBtance : finally, they prevailed on nim 
to defer all military projects till a few more years had given 
authority to his opinions. 

Among the nobility by whom he was surrounded, Sebas- 
tian distinguished Antonio, prior of Crato ; who, though an 
illegitimate son of the late duke de Beja, was considered 
throughout Portugal as the king's acknowledged relation. 

In conformity with the customs of those times, Antonio 
had taken the vow of celibacy, in order to qualify him for 
holding the rich priory of Crato, and the grand mastership 
of the knights of Malta: in other respects he possessed nothihg 
of the priest. Nature had endowed him with an animating 
cheerfulness of disposition, to which every one resorted for 
pleasure : he was hberal of his purse, liberal even to care 
leflBQess in his judgments; naturally indolent and indifferen 



mmmm 



DON SEBASTIAN . 9 

in matters of importance; l;»ut capable of catching the fever 
of enthusiasm from another. This last quality gave him his 
influence over Sebastian. 

The king was flattered by the appearance of having roused 
Antonio from a degrading apathy: for, indeed, except in the 
priors attachment to him, he seemed devoid of any serious 
feeling. Eveiy impression left by beauty, by accomplish- 
ments, by goodness, by wisdom, by aflairs of the state or the 
church, passed off from his volatile mind like sand drifted 
by the wind. He laughed and trifled with Sebastian, alter- 
nately delighted and provoked him, for ever beguiled him 
with the prospect of improvement, and for ever disappointed 
him : but it was this unsubstantial character which fixed 
him in Sebastians he€U^. A character which received the 
best impressions with the most seducing facility, yet never 
retained, and always lamented them, was expressly formed 
to excite partial solicitude. Antonio became by degrees his 
constant companion, his most intimate confidant, and at 
length his chief counsellor. 

The deaths of Meneses and Camera, which happened in the 
coarse of the same year, greatly affected Sebastian, although 
these events left him more freely to the bent of hisown inclina- 
tion. He could now renew his resolution of plunging into a 
religious war, without apprehension of being restrained by 
opinions to which he was used to yield. The habit of be- 
lieving this resolution highly meritorious, had. given some 
imperiousness to his mode of carrying it into execution; and 
he could not always conceal his disdain for such persons as 
represented that no zeal for general good should make him 
ri^ the particular good of his own subjects. But towards 
Antonio he turned with redoubled favour; for Antpnio 
warmly embraced the revived projects,offering to accompany 
him into Africa, a country now become the object of his con- 
templation. 

The Moors, though driven out of Spain, still continued to 
increase in strength and dominion among the mountains of 
Barbary : they frequently attacked the fortresses belonging 
to Portugal, which remained to her upon their coast, and 
not only treated the prisoners made in these engagements 
with eJE:treme rigour, but terrified or seduced some of them 
into the profession of their impious faith. Sebastian medi- 
tated the destruction of this growing power : he communi- 
cated bis design to Antonio alone, who consented to become 
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his companion in a secret excursion to the fortress of Tangier, 
from wnence they might gather certain information of the 
nature and the resources of the Mauritanian states. 

As it was the young king's wish to avoid controversy with 
his ministers, by keeping the whole affair secret, till he had 
reconnoitred Africa, don Antonio was directed to make pri- 
vate arrangements for their conveyance beyond sea, while 
under the pretence of a hunting match he should draw 
together all the young lords likely to embrace their enter- 
prise. 

Gallantly provided, those favourite nobles met their 
sovereign in the province of Algarve, where he disclosed 
his project of crossing over immediately into Africa. Smit 
with the frenzy of chivabic adventure, every one con- 
sented to embark their fates with those of their king ; and 
rather to incur the chance of being taken prisoners by the 
Moors, than shrink from danger when it might lead to 
glory. 

They set sail in a single vessel badly manned and worse 
armed ; but to a band of rash young men whose leader was 
still younger and more adventurous than themselves, even 
hazard had charms. After a short voyage they landed 
safely at Tangier. 

Sebastian was no sooner upon African ground, than he 
began to prosecute his inquiries with equal vigour and 
ability ; he learned the military force and resources of the 
Moors, their points of weakness and of strength, their 
system of war and of government, the nature of their troops, 
and the topography of their coimtry ; he ransomed several 
Christians who had long languished in slavery, and from 
their accounts of the Moorish princes began to hope that in 
their contests for supremacy, he might reap solid advan- 
tage. 

Having thoroughly acquainted himself with these impor- 
tant subjects, the king hastened his re-embarkation: flushed 
with the conviction of being now able to bear down every 
cautionary suggestion of his counsellors, by arguments drawn 
from actual observation of the country he was goine to in- 
vade. After a short absence he set sail again with his fol- 
lowers for the shores of Portugal. 

In mid sea they met and engaged a Turkish vessel. The 
Turk was greatly superior in size and force ; but a band of 
brave spirits animated into heroes by the example of their 
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king, were not to be conquered Inr common e£Forts. Sebastian 
fought like a rouaed lion ; he fought for the first time ; he 
fought for the lives and liberties of men whom his rashuess 
had endangered; he fought too for honour; and he fought 
against infidels. After a long and fierce resistance, the 
Turk struck lus flag and Sebastian ordered the ensign of 
the cross to take its place. His heart hailed an omen 
which promised victory over Mahomet. 

Elated with conquest, the royal galliot proceeded direct 
for Lisbon : as they were entering the mouth of the Tagus, 
a sudden storm arose, and for some hours Sebastian beheld 
death approaching in a more appalling shape than when 
dimly seen among the flashing of. arms. But his courage 
did not desert him even then : nay, it shone with steadier 
brightness as the danger darkened. * By remaining undis- 
mayed himself, he recalled the energies of others. Every 
efibrt and activity were exerted ; and it proved ultimately 
successful : they rode out the storm in safety through a 
starless night, and the next morning were seen entering 
the Tagus in triumph with their prize. 

The return of their beloved prince thus accompanied cir- 
culated extreme joy throughout Lisbon : — ^in his safety and 
his conquest, the boyish imprudence of liis conduct was for- 
gotten, and exultation alone appeared on the faces of the 
Portuguese. But alas ! this exultation was quickly swal- 
lowed up in horror : for the plague which during the kings 
absence nad appeared in several provinces now broke out 
in the city, and swept away thousands with resistless fiirv. 

Sebastian 8 strenuous exertions were applied to stop the 
progress of this calamity; he refused to abandon his capital, 
confidently reposing on the protection of heaven, while en- 
gird in the perfi>rmance of a duty. Often was this youth- 
ful father of nis people seen passing from house to house, to 
witness the execution of the orders he issued for the relief 
of his suffering subiects : often was he seen to weep over 
domestic wounds, which not even the han.d of a magnificent 
prince could heal. 

When the contagion had exhausted its rage, and the few 
remaining inhabitants awoke from their stupefaction, the 
king's safety became a miracle in their eyes ; and Sebastian 
himself recollecting his conquest over the infidel and the 
tempest, believed lus life preserved for some admirable pur- 
pose. 
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It was with bittor regret that he now saw his African en- 
terprise frustrated for awhile; his dominions wasted by 
sickness and enfeebled by terror, were not capable of afford- 
ing him those supplies necessary to success; he therefore laid 
aside the plan and went with his consin Antonio, to recover 
from their fatigue and mortification among the romantic 
scenes of the priors residence near Crato. 

It was in this enchanting retreat that he was startled by 
a proposal from his first minister, for his marriage with a 
princess of France. Though Sebastian treated the idea of 
love such as he saw it amongst his young courtiers, with 
infinite scorn, and wondered how a man's heart could find 
room for any other passion than glory, he had at this mo- 
ment a confused idea, that preference at least was necessary 
to make the marriage yoke pleasant or light. He hastily 
caught np the miniature of the lady which had been sent 
with the proposal, and looked earnestly at it ; the next 
instant he threw it away e:^claiming with his usual impe- 
tuosity, ^*'tis a peevish, little sotiled face, and I would not 
marry the original if she had all France for her dowry." 

Antonio took up the picture, and eyed it with some ad- 
miration — ^^ And pray, my good insensible cousin," he said,, 
"what wouldst thou have? — here is a very pretty neck, a 
skin like roses and lilies, a delicate mouth, tolerable eyes !' 
— ^the princess is, I dare say, a charming little doll, with 
which a man might amuse himself very agreeably when he 
had nothing else to do." 

" But I shall always have something else to do," replied 
Sebastian, " I cannot bear the thought of having a contemp- 
tible play-thing for a wife; yet I should despise myself were 
I ever to be fascinated by any woman into the servile bon- 
dage of love, — ^no ; you must all wait my time : I shall 
marry some day, but I swear by heaven not before I have, 
combatted the infidels on their own ground." 

" That is a very foolish vow," observed Antonio, "and I'd 
have you recal it. ' 

"Never!" exclaimed the king, "never!" and while he 
spoke his eyes lightened with youthful ardour, " you know 
my character, Antonio, it is formed of tougher materials 
than yours, it does not easily bend even to necessity. Though 
our exhausted country now is fainting before us, she will 
revive, she will recover ; and then strong in a divine cause, 
conscious of no motive beyond the love of mankind, whose 
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bodies these accursed Mahometans torture in slavery, and 
whose souls they draw into everlasting perdition, I will ad- 
vance under the banner of the cross, confident of victory.— 
What is it I seek? — ^not dominion, not power, nor the mere 
name of conqueror? I combat for the eternal good of the 
human race; I pant after no earthly honour, except indeed 
the proud distinction of having extirpated the enemies of 
Christ/* 

" That is all very admirable, and very true, my royal 
cousin," replied the prior, '^ but as neither priests nor lay- 
men can pretend to read the will of heaven, we must not be 
quite so confident of success, at least you should conceive 
the poasibility of your being ordained, which God forbid, to 
fall in the very moment of triumph, purchasing with your 
blood the saintly distinction to which you aspire." The 
young king who was traversing the apartment, turned 
quicldy round at this; transported with the dazzling'thought 
his enthusiastic spirit blazed on his face, he looked at his 
cousin with rapture. " Such a death ! — ^Antonio, would you 
not envy such a death?" 

" Not in the least," replied the prior gaily, " you must 
excuse me if I pray for a very different end for us both. 
But }f you are bent upon thus expiring like the phoenix 
amidst the cloves and cmnamon of glory, sujBTer me to remind 
yon, that Portugal will then have reason to lament the 
princess of France's peevish countenance, and her monarch's 
imprudent vow." 

Sebastian was struck with the observation, after a pause 
he said, *' You are right, yet I am not inclined to retract. 
While I study the happiness of my people, surely it is not 
required of me to sacrifice my own? Though at this in- 
stant I could contentedly take the vow of celibacy to please 
them, if that were necessary for any good purpose, I do 
not find in myself a disposition to embitter my domestic life 
merely for the sake of leaving them an heir to my crown. 
I can imagine infinite happiness with a wife suited to my 
taste, consonant with my principles, and capable of catching 
some of my own wild-fire; and I feel a jealous something in 
my breast--call it pride, call it delicacy, what you will, but 
it is a sentiment of abhorrence at the thought of cherishing 
a woman who would have consented to fill the aims of anv 
other king that might have sat on the throne of Portugal. 
For this reason I cannot, I will not marry one to whom I 

B 
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am personally unknown — ^this is my determination, carry 
it to Alcocava, and let Mm manage the refusal with the cus- 
tomary decorum." 

After a little ffood-humoured raillery, Antonio prepared 
to set out for Lisbon, and the king, without suflPenng any 
one to attend him, motmted a hori^ and rode forth. 

His spirit was disturbed by that prevalent anxiety for hu 
marriage, which his ministry had wrged in support of their 
late proposal, and it was saddened by the small prosnect 
there was of his being speedily able to realise the darling 
wish that had grown n^ith his growth, and strengUiened with 
his strength. Disinterested'as he firmly believed himself^ 
and purely actuated by zeal for the holy faith, yet he could 
not conceal from his own conscience, -tliat a boundless am* 
bition of fame had its share in regretting the delay of his 
purposed expedition: the enfeebled state of hisdominions had 
prevented him from contributing any assistance to the grand 
coalition then forming against the Turks, and the splendid 
success of that coalition deepened his chagrin. The victory of 
Lepanto haunted his nightly dreams, he secretly repined at 
the thick laurels of don John of Austria, painfully contrast- 
ing that young admiral's tohievements, with his own blight- 
ed and withering hopes. 

"Hrearied with thought and motion, Sebastian threw him- 
self o£F his horse in a solitary spot surrounded by hills, and 
sufferinfi; him to graz^ at will, cast himself along under a 
shade of cork trees; there he mused over ten thousand new 
prospects in vain and impracticable enterprise. 

The sultry air was cooled and perfumea by the breathing 
of aromatic plants, kept all in tne greenness of spring by 
several rills which trickled almost unseen beneath them; 
not a breeze stirred the leaves of the cork trees, and the 
very birds were silent; the only sound to be heard through- 
out the valley, was the lulling murmur of bees coming to 
feed upon the flowers. A steady heat glowed in the air, 
Sebastian cast aside his mantle and his hat, and pushed 
away the hair from his forehead; all the summer burned 
upon his cheek, but a hotter fire, the fever of impatience, 
was in hb heart. By degrees the enervating warmth over-^ 
powered him, and he sunk into sleep. 

He had not reposed long, when his slumbers were dispers- 
ed by the sound of steps and a voice, he opened his eyes, at 
that instant a goat twisted with flowers, and dragging along 
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a half finished garland, bounded past with a saddenness 
which made the king start up. The wanton animal was 
swiftly followed hy a young yirgin, who stopt confounded 
at sight of a man; part of her veil was off, and filled with 
the flo\^ers she had heen employed in arranging, and a pro- 
fusion of bright golden hair, picturesquely d^rdered by the 
heat and the pursuit, was scattered on a neck that sparkled 
in the sun like alabaster. The eagerness of her feelings had 
heightened the lustre of her beauty to such perfection, that 
Sebastian almost believed the object before him a celestial 
vision. The blue glory of her eyes, the glittering bloom of 
her complexion, the gracefulness of her attitude, and the 
animation of hier whole person, gave him for the first time 
in his life a complete idea of female charms. 

Abashed and surprised by an exclamation which escaped 
him, the fisiir stranger turned blushing away, hastily endeav- 
onring to cover herself with her veil. 

Sebastian pointed to the goat now trailing his fantastic 
trappiogs along the ridge of a steep height — ^' You will not 
go, fiur creature \" he said, '^ till you have given me per- 
mission to attempt the recovery of yon runaway f 

Fresh beauty was diffused over the exquisite features of 
the lady, while she willingly essayed to thank him ; '^ I 
have imprudently ventured too far beyond my fathers 
park," she adde^ '^ or you would not see me thus unat- 
tended, sir. I ought not to remain here with a stranger per- 
haps^ but your countenance insures me respect, and I thmk, 
I hope, I am not wrong in accepting your services ! 

The king now led her to the shade, where she seated 
herself whue he ascended a neighbouring hill, and soon re- 
turned with the goat; at the playful chiding of its lovely 
mistress, the little animal lay down in seeming penitence 
beside her, suffering Sebastian to caress, and hold it prisoner. 
The panting fiitigue of donna Gonsalva, and the peculiar 
freshniess of the air in the valley, afforded him a plausible 
excuse for seeking to detain her; Gonsalva herself, flattered 
with the admiration she inspired, was in no haste to recover. 
She was struck with the noble air of her companion, and 
felt some womanish curiosity about his name and rank; but 
Sebastian desirous of concealing himself, without anticipat- 
ing any further acquaintance, avoided her questions. He 
found from her own account, that she was the only daugh- 
ter of the count Vimiosa, his envoy at the court of France^ 
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and was then inhabiting the family mansion, under the pro-, 
tection of a maiden aunt. 

An abundance of encjiianting gaiety led Gonsalva into 
unreserved conversation, she ralli^ the king upon the soli- 
tude in which she had found him, and with arch naivete 
told him she should never in future address her saint with- 
out remembering to pray for the gallant solitary. '^ But 
by what name shall I pray for him V asked she, rising to 
depart, the king hesitated, as he was bom upon the eve of 
the joint feast of two saints, he believed himself entitled to 
the name of either, so bid her remember him by the title of 
don Fabian. 

Donna Gonsalva repeated the words. *' I shall not forget 
you," said she, '*• remember me when you look at this flower, 
that will be just five minutes, for it is withering now.'' She 
threw him a lily out of her bosom with a smile of such 
magic beauty, that Sebastian could not refrain from snatch- 
ing the fidr nand which dropped the flower and printing it 
lightly with a kiss. Gonsalva drew away her hand in dis- 
pleasure. Would she have done so had she known that 
this was the first kiss those lips had given to beauty, and 
that it was the king of Portugal who eave it ? 

She disappeared the next moment, leaving Sebastian en- 
deavouring to rally himself upon so unusual an impulse of 
gallantry. 

The beautiful Portuguese had successfully dispersed the 
young monarch's gloom, it did not return, he loitered awhile 
longer in the scene where he had beheld her, then seeking 
his horse returned to Crato. 



CHAP. II. 

As Antonio had business to transact for the king with his 
cabinet, he did not return immediately from Usbon, and 
Sebastian having visited him without any of his favourite 
lords, was now thrown principally upon his own resources 
for amusement. The weather was too hot for hunting or 
tennis, reading stirred his ardent spirit too violently and he 
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-was not in the mood for general societv, the next day there- 
fore he naturally thought of the last oay's agreeable adven- 
ture, without absolutely proposing to do so, he rode out 
again unattended. 

On reaching the pass leading into the valley, he left liia 
horse in cham with a goatherd who was stationed there to 
"watch some flocks, and pursued his way on foot. The heat 
was moderated by a slight shower which had refreshed the 
Terdant landscape, and now the birds sung from every 
copse ; but the scene wanted the presence of Gonsalva ; she 
was not there. Sebastian mechanically followed the track 
be had seen her take, and descending the opposite side of a 
steep hill, saw stretched out before him a luxuriant and 
extensive vale, in which the villa and domain of Vimlosa 
were nobly conspicuous. 

Procee&ig through a thicket of evergreen oaks, the king 
soon found himself in a labyrinth of walks; he chose one 
at a venture, and fortune destined it should lead him to the 
entrance of a bower, where stood the fiEur subject of his 
thoughts occupied in reading a letter. 

At sight of nim roseate blushes succeeded by entrancine 
smiles, passed over her face. '' Don Fabian !" she exclaimed, 
** for heaven's sake what brings you here 1" 

The question was unlucky, as it was the only one per- 
haps, which the king could not answer satis&ctorily to 
himself he looked at her, hesitated, felt embarrassed and at 
length s£ud timidly, ^^ To ask forgiveness, I believe, for the 
feult I committed yesterday." 

Donna GU)nsalva now remembered that she had left him in 
anger. ^' So then you have the boldness to encrease Jhat 
feiJt by following me into a place where if you were to be 
seen, it might cost you vour life ; me my reputation and 
peace of mind ! — ^for pity s sake do not stay here — I expect 
—I expect one of my relations every instant— should he see 

you — a stranger ^go, for heaven s sake, go !"— As the 

beautiful Portuguese spoke she unconsciously grasped his 
arm with her hand, and impelled him towards the mountains. 

Sebastian's heart for the first moment in his life, throbbed 
with a tender emotion, nearly a-kin to love ; he understood 
nothing in this speech but a desire for his preservation;' and 
he knew himself unknown. It was not the king of Portu- 
gal then, but an obscure stranger, whom the daughter of 
the count Yimiosa was thossolicitous to save. ^^ Ah, charm- 
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itLf Gonsalya,** he cried, with an air of mental intoxication, 

" if you are as amiable as you appear, the wishes of 

my people he was going to add, but checking the indiscreet 
expression, he finisned the sentence with a sigh. 

An excess of pleasure brightened the beauty of Gonsalva ; 
she averted her eyes to conceal it, while she repeated an en- 
treaty that he would consider the impropriety of her being 
discovered in conversation with a young nobleman unknown 
to her family. Sebastian still lingered ; '^ You must not re- 
fuse me another meeting T — ^he said ; and he said it with 
the air of a man to whom command is habitual, and refusal 
a novelty. 

*'^ I must not !" repeated Gonsalva, laughing, '^ do you re- 
member, don Fabian, that you are speaking to a woman — 
and that woman the daughter of the count Vimiosa?— -our 
sex are not accustomed to yield, even the slightest favours 
at the mere expression of an ardent wish; we must be sued 
to submissively." 

'^ Submission is my abhorrence !" exclaimed the young 
monarch with vivacity, " I feel now, and for the first time 
in my life that I can admire, I can prize, I can love perhaps; 
but you must not expect me to renounce equality with the 
object. I must have heart for heart, I must excite as many 
tender apprehensions as I feel, or — " 

'^ And who are you that can never speak without an I 
must," exclaimed Gonsalva laughing excessively — ^^but I 
have not time to hear .your answer, leave me I say — we 
mav perhaps meet again, and then — I hear footsteps — ^fisure- 
weU, count." — She turned abruptly into a side path, and 
Sebastian desirous of i-emaining unknown, hastened out of 
the domain. 

He was no sooner at a distance from the villa Vimiosa than 
he began to muse over the confession of admiration into which 
he had been hurried, and to dwell with extreme pleasure 
on the concluding words of Gonsalva, as they certainly in- 
timated a wish to see him a^ain. In less than an hour, a 
complete set of new ideas had taken possession of his mind; 
the conversation with don Antonio, and the wish of his 
people, blending with the image of donna Gonsalva awak* 
ened in his bosom an emotion hitherto unknown ; but an 
emotion too sweet and subtle for rejection. The adventure 
itself had the charm of novelty ; as for the first time in his 
life he beheld a young and lovely woman who so far from 
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dreaming of his rank, believed herself his snperior. Amongst 
the ladies of the court he had seen beauty, but it was beauty 
divested of its most touching graces, the play of innocent 
freedom ; he had never met with one who did not appear 
emulous to attract the king's notice; and as he possessed too 
much/ delicacy to bear the thought of owing any thing to an 
exalted station, he despised and avoided their homage. 

Occupied solely with the romantic reveries of an amiable 
though erring ambition, he had hitherto felt without rea* 
soning upon the subject that he had no time for love ; con- 
scious that whenever he yielded to that sentiment it would 
influence his happiness entirely. Here now was the only 
opportunity that might ever present itself for acquiring a 
fenoale heaxt^ without the hateful aid of royalty ; here was 
an opportunity of gratifying his people without mortifying 
his own feelings. The prospect of arms and victories no 
longer filled the void of his capacious soul, and how could 
lie better console himself for this than by trying to accommo* 
date his private inclinations with those of his subjects ? 

The extreme beauty and graceful gaiety of donna Gon- 
salva delighted the senses of Sebastian; he hoped to find her 
equally charmiag in mind and heart : above all he passion- 
ately desired to make her love him. With the imperious- 
ness of a king, he resolved to reign absolute over her affec- 
tions, to have his power avowed and submitted to, or not to 
reign at all : he determined to be preferred as don Fabian 
before he should be known as Sebastian. Every thing pro- 
mised success to this romantic resolution ; and the more he 
reflected on it the more he was confirmed in the intention 
of concealing his real rank from Gonsalva; as she lived much 
secluded, and at some miles distant from Crato, discovery 
was unlikely, besides which, the clandestine nature of their 
intercourse rendered enquiries on her part almost impossi- 
ble 

Satisfied with these mental arrangements, the king rode 
gaily home, forgetful of the foolish vow he had taken; 
treading lightly on the delightful precincts of love, whose first 
prospects are like " the opening of heaven s everlasting gates, 
on golden hinges turning."— 

He finished the day amongst lus young nobles, with un- 
common animation. 

The prior of Crato was expected the next morning. Sebas- 
iiaiL saw day dawn, after passing a night of sweet wakefulness. 
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during which the image of donna Oonsalva had floated per- 
petually before him. Eager to behold her in reality, ere 
the return of his cousin, the king withdrew ^arly from his 
attending lords, and took the road to Vimiosa. 

As he was proceeding to enter the path through the 
thicket, he saw Gonsalva at a distance, in another part of 
the domain, walking on a terrace cut on the side of a hill 
that overlooked the house ; he hastened thither, but per* 
ceiving that she had a female companion, retreated and 
placed himself under the boughs of a tree. The ladies turned 
and walked towards him : as they approached, his heart 
beat with an anxiety that surprised himself; if Oonsalva 
should not see him ! he shook the branches 6f the tree with 
a trembling hand, at which she started and put aside her 
veil. The same bright glow of pleasure irradiated her efiul- 
gent beauty, the same smile that had charmed away the 
reason of Sebastian again transported him ; but she dropped 
her veil, and passed on without speaking. 

After taking several turns together, the ladies separated ; 
the aunt of Oonsalva descended a flight of steps over which 
the trees hung so thick, as soon to exclude her froni sight, 
while her fair niece at first advanced towards the grove which 
concealed Sebastian, and then capriciously struck into a 
path sloping directly from him. 

The impetuous monarch disturbed at the thought of her 
departure, sprang forward, entreating that she would stay. 
Oonsalva half turned round — ^" So, you are here again, mv 
good friend V — she said, in a tone of careless gaiety which 
her sparkling looks contradicted, — ^' are you come to teach 
me another lesson out of your new catechism of female sub- 
iection? — ^let me tell you that air of authority that you have 
is abominably provoking, and I should like vastly to break 
its neck : one ^rain of humility would make you — ^not abso- 
lutely hateful. 

" You shall find me humbler to you than to any other 
being in the world ;" replied Sebastian smiling, " if you will 
but strive to think oi me with tenderness.* Oonsalva 
laughed. ^ What a pleasant madman chance has introduced 
me to'! — ^upon what do you ground these extravagant pre- 
tensions ? pretensions too, so insolently urged! did you never 
read the Spanish author who calls ^ love that courteous af- 
front ofi^ered to beauty V — prithee con over his definition, 
and profit by it. Think t)f you with tenderness 1 why, my 



.DON 81fiBA8TlAN» 21 

pxesnmptuotiB friend, if I think of yon at all in any way 'tis 
more tlian you should expect. Think of you with tender- 
ness, when all I know of yon is that you have a tolerable 
figure, which sillier women than myself may have persuaded 
you is irresistible ! — A potentate could not woo with more 
anthority." 

The accidentally penetrating glance of her eyes while 
speaking these words, so confounded Sebastian, that it made 
the blo<^ mantle on his cheeks, she laughed again. ^Come 
this is the colouring of penitence, so 1 must not chide you 
any liore. Never let me hear a presumptuous word breathed, 
consent to be docile as a lamb, and I may condescend to be 
ao much interested in you as to ask you, whq you are? whence 
you come ! and whither you go V 

During this discourse donna Oonsalva had entered a path' 
leading off the terrace, and they were now advancing through 
an olive plantation which effectually secured them from ob- 
servation. Sebastian was encouraged by her arch freedom : 
^ Whence I come and whither I go, fair Gonsalva," he said, 
^ matters not ; what I am you shall know. 1 am a soldier: 
one that hitherto had no other passion than glory; one that 
never yet bowed either heart or knee to beauty. If you 
See honour and honesty in my countenance, believe me when 
I swear that neither my rank nor fortunearetinworthy of the 
count Vimiosa 8 heiress ; but ask me no further ; imperious 
circumstances render me mysterious. Suffer me to see you, 
suffer me to attempt winning your heart, and losing my otrn, 
and then," — ^^ O ye saints !" interrupted Gonsalva, *^ what ex- 
cess of gallantry ! So — ^you have not lo»t your heart yet ! 
but wait most obsequiously for the surrender of mine ! 1 
protest, count, or duke, or whatever you are, you have a 
very taking way of making love ! This cloven foot of arbi- 
trary insolence is for ever showing itself; I have a shrewd 
notion you are one of our young king's attendants, and have 
caught his character T '^ And what is the king's character r 
asked Sebastian smiling. '* An excellent one for a king, 
doubtless,*' replied Gonsalva. '^ He thinks of nothing but rule 
and dominion, breathes nothing but war and devastation, 
and would, fancy himself un-kinged if he were to yield an 
iota to a woman. All the court ladies love him mortally, 
and hate him mortally : they are charmed by his accom- 
plishments, but piqued at his coldness. I have heard some 
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of them say bo repeatedly. Give him the world to re|g«i 
over, and he would not care if there was not a woman in it." 

Sebastian did not reply: he was momentarily lost in 
rumination upon the injustice done to his actions by mis- 
taking their motives. It was evident that Gonsalva had 
learned his character from report, and spoke therefore the 
prevailing opinion. After a pause he said, >^ I have been told 
that don Sebastian young as he is, cannot.be justly taxed 
with a thirst for mere power ; he is taid to be actuated by 
zeal for our holy faith. 

^' You know it perhaps r rejoined Gonsalva playfully. 
^' Come, come, confess that you are one of his. court. I hear 
his majesty is at Crato with don Antonio, and of course some 
of his lords must be in attendance on him." 

^' Well then," replied Sebastian, ^^ I may frankly own that 
I came with the kmg, and must return with him to Lisbon. 
My visits here are secret ; don Sebastian has always expressed 
such disdain at lovers, that if he knew me capable of hum- 
bling myself to such a merciless tyrant as your fail Sfslf, I 
fear he would blush for my altered sentiments. Allow me 
to hope, charming Gonsalva, that you will permit me to 
see you here again at this hour to-morrow ? The king will 
soon return to Lisbon, and then I shall see you no more." 

Sebastian pronounced the last words vath a sigh, and 
anxiously looked on the heavenly features of Gonaalva for 
an expression of answering regret: those heavenly features 
were as usual brilliant with delight ; her heart did not ap- 
pear touched by the intimation of this separation. ^ Do 
you see that tower yonder V* she asked, pointing to a part of 
the house which rose above some trees, ^^ my apartments 
are there : under the tower-window passes a neglected path 
half choked with shrubs, where if you choose to ramble 
and take the chance of seeing me, and being noticed, I shall 
not command you away. A short excursion by moonlight- 
will do you no harm : but mark me — ^no serenading." 

^^ Then it is at night I am to expect the happiness of seeing 
youT 

'' Have I not told you, not to expect any thing ? if you 
won t consent to take even trifles as unlooked-for favours, 
you will lose my friendship* I vnll be absolute in my way; 
a very coimterpart of your royal master. Fare you well, 
don Fabian, if you should miss seeing me at my window, 
take this as a complete adieu; and, do you hear, when you 
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retam to Lisbon, do set about curing both yourself and the 
king of your abomuiable insolenec. 

Away flew the yokitile beauty with the grace of a nymph, 
leaving Sebastian pierced with pains which he dreaded to 
analyse, too certiun they were occasioned by her seeming 
indifference. Something like resentment swelled his proud 
heart as he recalled the tenderness of his parting manner, 
and the carelessness of hers; he felt as if he nad been duped; 
and execrated himself for having yielded even momentarily 
to a weakness which had thus sunk him into the plav-thing 
of a coquet. To have gained gently upon her affections, 
and fanned an in&nt fire with the sortest breath of respect- 
ful dove, had been the aim of his wishes ; but to worship an 
idol without a heart, feed an inhuman deity with groans and 
tears, to dote on what he could not esteem, was a meanness 
he scorned. 

^' You have seen me for the last time, insensible Gonsalva !" 
he exclaimed, as turning from the view of the tower, he 
rushed towards the mountains. 

Vexed at himself, and irritated with disappointment, he 
rode to Crato in a mood that clouded his physiognomy. 
The prior was waiting his return : Sebastian scarcely noticing 
him, seized a bundle of dispatches sent from one of his , 
ministers, and began to read them eagerly. Don Antonio 
yentured a jocular remark upon lus disturbed countenance. 

*^ 1 am in an ill-humour, cousin," replied the king, ^^ in a 
rage at my own conduct ; and at this moment could tear 
up the roots of earth itself." — ^Antonio expressed some 
astonishment and more curiosity : Sebastian declined satis- 
fying it, adding, ^^I have quite enough to bear, cousin, 
when I have my own contempt to encounter, without 
seeking the addition of yours. Let this squall of temper 
have its way — ^for heaven s sake talk with me of business, 
news, nonsense, any thing — change the current of my 
thoughts if possible. — ^What said Aco^ava and the cardinal 
to my refusal of the Frenchwoman T 

^^ Since you require me to change the current of your 
thoughts, and thus lead to the subje^ of love and marriage,. 
I may conclude the mischief-maklDg god has had no hamd 
in raising the present storm T — ^Don Antonio spoke this 
with a forced smile, and not without hesitation; yet he 
fixed his eyes earnestly upon those of his cousin : the in- 
genious countenance of tne latter was immediately crim- 
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8oned over ; he turned away, uttering an exclamation of 
contempt, coupled with the idea of love, and abiniptly 
entered on. another topic. The prior surprised and dis- 
turbed, appeared somewhat hurt at the king's reserve, for 
he became thoughtful, and supported conversation with leas 
spirit than was usual with him ; but at length this mutual 
restraint wore off, and the remainder of the day was spent 
in all the freedom of friendship. 

Sebastian s resolution to avoid Gonsalva lasted rather 
longer than his indignation. By degrees the flattering 
parts of her manner came oftener to his memory than those 
gay airs of indiiference which had mortified his too sanguine 
nature: the agitating blush, the hope-awakening smile 
haunted his day-dreams; sometimes ne saw her in the 
visions of the night, yielding him one of those tresses like 
the mom, which shaded her ivory neck, and half-averting 
a cheek now glowing with the sensibility of a melting 
heart. — He awoke, but the seducing image still swam be- 
fore him. 

Sebastian then revolved the probability of his having 
judged hastily and harshly: delicacy alone, or love distrust- 
ful of its empire, might liave dictated that sprightly care- 
lessness which had shocked him: though she had said they 
might not meet again, she did not perhaps think so, nor 
mean him to seek for her in vain at her window ; would it 
not be well then to make another essay to observe the 
effect of his absence ? The youthful lover decided in the 
ajSirmative. 

Being unexpectedly summoned by state affairs to his 
capital, he determined to make a last trial of Gonsalvas 
sentiments, by visiting her on the night before his depar- 
ture. When that night came, he excused himself from the 
amusements of his courtiers, and leaving don Antonio 
chained down to a game of chess, he glided away unob- 
served, and was soon conveyed by his swiftest horse to the 
domain of Vimiosa. 

A soft moonlight distinctly discovered the spot to which 
Qonsalva had directed him six days before. He saw the 
steep romantic bank shading the road towards which he 
now turned his steps: as he trod it lightly, the smell of 
orange flowers and wild thyme, came mingling from the 
hills and the gardens. While his eyes ware fixed on the 
windows of the tower, where perha|»s Qonsalva slept^ some 
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l6w tender sounds caught his ear: he listened, but they had 
ceased ; the next moment they returned again ; drawing 
gently nearer he found they proceeded from a lute which 
some one was touching at intervals with an unsteady hand, 
another pause succeeded : he stood still, and scarcely re- 
spired; for now the voice of Gonsalya was heard singing 
this canzonet. 

Ha8t thou a sleepless plllo^r prest. 
And Tftiiily, vainlv souKht for rest? 
Ah ! say, have siKUH and leant coitfeBs'd 
That love was kindling in thy breast? 

Alas ! if not, why dost thou fly 
To haunt my gate, ray path, mine eye. 
Still looking as thim wanderest nigh 
A world of fond idolatry ? 

O cease, if vanity should be 
The only aim that leads to me ; 
O cease, while yet my heart is free 
From hope^ and fear, and love, and thee ! 

Rapt, enchanted, Sebastian stood listening to this celes- 
tial voice: its thrilling tones revolving in continual sweet* 
ness but endless variety, were like the melodious warbUngs 
of a nightingale. I'he serene heavens, the resplendent 
moonlight, the fragrance of the earth, the transport and 
the gratitude of his own heart, all conspired to heighten its 
magical effect. Donna Gonsalva had evidently chosen this 
song because it pourtrayed a situation like her own ; this 
thought finished the intoxication of Sebastian, and he vehe^ 
mently exclaimed, " angel !" ^ 

At this expression, Gonsalva dropped her lute, and flying 
forward, uttered a cry of pleasure. *'Ah, is it you, ungrate- 
ful Fabian !'' she cried: her beauty and her emotion com* 
pleted the conquest over her sovereign. She was without 
a veil, and he now beheld for the first time all the charms 
of that matchless face: traces of tears were on it. 

Scarcely conscious of the extreme joy he betrayed, the 
king uttered a passionate expression at this visible mark of 
sensibility; and forcing lus way up the bank through 
shrubs and roots of trees, got sufficiently near the object of 
his tenderness to kiss her hand from the window. The 
night breeze blowing among his fine hair, and the moon-^ 
beams falling on his white forehead, gave lustre and anima* 
tion to the noblest countenance that ever yet united 
sublimity with beauty. Donna Gonsalva evidently beheld 
him with^admiration. 
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EndeaYOTiring to recoreor from the effects of her sarprisey 
she attempted to answer his ardent assurances of repent- 
ance and gratitude, by light railleries. She ack^owledged 
that she had been in tears^ but would not confess that his 
absence was their cause. Sometimes she spoke in a tone of 
touching sensibilitv, then suddenly flew off into sallies of 
gaiety : her air and her words were at variance. Sebastian, 
though little skilled in the science of woman's heart, could 
not help perceiving the whimsical inconsistencies of Gon- 
salva: while her voice fluttered, her complexion glowed, h6r 
eyes sparkled, she persisted in assuring him that he had never 
once entered her thoughts since they parted, and that even 
now, if his ridiculous speeches did not amuse her excessively, 
she would not stay a second moment at the window. 

It was in vain she asserted this: the delighted lover assured 
her in return, that the stratagem of insincerity was fruitless. 
Since he was resolved to win the heart, she seemed deter- 
mined not to surrender. — '^^nd if you were to take it by 
storm, as I perceive that is your mode of conquering," 
replied Qonsalva, ^^ what would it avail? You know, daugh- 
ters are not allowed to dispose of themselves : I have a father, 
don Fabian, and it is from his hand I must take my hus- 
band." 

Sebastian gazed on her enamoured, smiling with the con- 
sciousness of sovereign power ; ^^ Let us not talk of fathers, 
&ir Gonsalva ; were I beloved I should fear nothing ; what 
will not a joyful and ardent passion accomplish ? Do not 
deny me then the hope of having interested you. I must 
quit Crato to-morrow ; the king is recalled by important 
business, and I cannot remain behind." 

^^ O ! how much you are in love !' exclaimed Gonsalva, 
with an air of tender reproach, ^^you profess to live only in 
my sight, and yet you can leave me merely for the sake of 
preserving an empty honour about the king !" 

The gratified Sebastian protested that nothing but a sense 
of duty could make him forego the delight of these stolen in- 
terviews, which he would hasten to renew ; promising soon 
to return. ^' Till thiit blissful moment, let this remind you 
of Fabian," said he, unloosing from his neck a brilliant cross 
of the order of Christus which had hitherto been concealed 
by his vest. ^ Let this assure you, that your lover is no- 
ble." 

^ And if he were not" — exclaimed Gonsalva, stppping and 



DON 8BBA8TIAN. 27 

ending the sentence with a tender skh. The triumph of 
Sebastian was now complete : ^ And if he were not, charm- 
ing Qonsalva, you would not cease to bid him hope ? — ^Daro 
I natter myself that such was the sentiment your modesty 
deprived me of?' — Gonsalva bowed her fair neck without 
, while rapture sparkled in her eyes: the king lightly 
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threw over her head the embroidered ribbon by which the 
order was suspended, and when he did so, lifted some of the 
tresses of her hair to his lips. ^' Might I bear away with 
me one of these glittering ringlets ! — Surely you will not 
deny me the precious gift s ' 

I A faint denial only served to stimulate the young mon- 
arch, Gonsalva refused, and chided, and jested, but yielded 
at last. 

At parting, the coy beauty would' not utter a confession 
of regret, though she suffered the sentiment to appear in her 
swimming eyes. Sebastian was perhaps more enamoured l>y 
this conduct : the difficulty of subduing so haughty or so 
delicate a heart, gave additional pleasure to the attempt; and 
the spirit of domination then mixed with the tender desires 
of love. ' He returned to Crato with his golden prize, be- 
lieving himself a conqueror when he was in feality a slave. 
The vivacity of Sebastian s feelings were in proportion to 
their novelty: he loved for the first time, therefore he loved 
with his whole soul; and the idea of being beloved in return, 
for his own sake, finished the enchantment. 

During their rapid journey to Lisbon, he disclosed the 
romantic secret to his cousin. 

Though don Antonio was evidently too discreet for the 
mdulgence of ill-timed raillery or unpalatable rebuke, the 
king perceived that his imprudent attachment surprised and 
shocked him: the priors florid complexion changed fre- 
quently, and he spoke with a trepidation unusual to him. 
Donna Qonsalva's comparatively inferior birth, was in his 
opinion an insurmountable objection; but he forbore to press 
other arguments upon his sovereign, whose suddenly in- 
fiamed looks warned him to beware. Having by a strong 
effort conquered his excessive surprise, which secret circum- 
stances rendered almost insufferable, he gradually acquies^ 
ced in the passionate reasoning of his kinsman, and began to 
BSfflst him with plans for the completion of these new wishes. 
To focilitate Uie king's interviews with donn Gonsalva, 
and yet conceal the affair from his court, it was requisite 
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that some plausible excuse should be found for his visiting 
Crato again. Antonio therefore offered to return almost 
immediately to his priory, feign sickness there, and entreat 
the society of his gracious cousin. This offer was accepted : 
don Antonio scarcely refreshed himself in Lisbon ere he 
set out once more for Crato. The king remained behind, 
and for the first time in his life gave audience to his minis- 
ters with a divided mind. After dispatching the various 
state affairs for which he had returned to ms capital, he 
waited impatiently the prior s summons, and shortly receiv- 
ing it, hastened, with a very small train, to the hunting 
I6dge. 

The interviews of the lovers were now regular, and every 
interview heightbned the young monarch s passion. His 
&ir mistress stimulate<{ this ardour bv just as much condes- 
cension as excited without satisfying nope, acquiring at each 
unexpected act of kindness fresh power over his peace. Se- 
bastian gradually lost that self-command upon which he 
piqued himself^ and often found that he bartered some of his, 
independence for a smile or a kiss; but he had learned the art 
of silencing his own reproofs, and constantly declared to his 
cousin that he knew himself beloved to excess, or he would 
not stoop to acts which otherwise would be mean submis- 
sions. 

At length the moment so Ions; panted after arrived, Gon- 
salva one evening pronounced tne tender confession of reci- 
procal preference, and was rewarded the next instant by an 
avowal of her lover s sovereign rank. 

Confused and agitated, the fair Portuguese half sunk upon 
her knee, faltering out a few words of humility and grati- 
tude. Sebastian hastened to raise and clasp her in his arms, 
while he explained his Intention of recalling her father from 
France in order to witness their immediate marriage. Don- 
na Gonsalva changed colour, averted her eyes, nesitated, 
panted for breath, and at length apprehensively confessed 
that she was under engagements to a young nobleman ; nay, 
that her father had given her to him in marriage at the age 
of seven years. 

Had the earth opened at the feet of Sebastian, he could 
not have felt more horror. Speechless with emotion, his 
looks only continued to interrogate Gonsalva; she trembled 
and wept, but conjured him to helieve that after the cere- 
mony was performed she had almost forgotten it, as her 
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bridegroom had gone out to Goa with his grandfather th« 
ylceroy of India, and was but lately return^. 

^^And vou have seen him, Gonsalvar asked the king 
mournfully. ^^ Yes, I have seen him thrice, but without 
giving him the least hope that I would ratify the cruel en* 
gagement in which my in&nt mind had no share. When 
he visited me last you were absent, your love was doubtful, 
your real rank unknown, I was imcertain whether you 
might ever return to me, and yet I told him my resolu- 
tion." 

'^ Then you loved me from the firstr cried the transport- 
ed Sebastian, " let not my Gonsalva ever a^am torture me 
with assumed indifference, when this conduct shows that 
she preferred the pain of concealment to the hazard of losing 
me by the early mention of this hateful obstacle. Take 
courage, dearest! ties like these may be broken without dis- 
honour, and thank God! I am a king." 

The impetuous and imperious Sebastian forgot at this 
moment hu character of just, he was incapable of admitting 
either a parent's or a husband s right, when, the one had 
used his power tyrannically, and the other had been forced 
upon a child incapable of choice. To obtain the pope's bull 
for annulling this marriage, seemed not a matter of difficulty ; 
the consent of Yimiosa was of course certain, and as the 
rival husband had not been long returned from India, \e 
was not likely to oppose the divorce from any motive of 
attachment; at all events, Sebastian resolved to use his pre«- 
rogative if necessary, since Gonsalva had expressed for nim 
the most passionate preference, and ought not her happiness 
to be the first object of his life. She now repeated her 
promise of living for him alone, and at that sound the 
momentary obstacle disappeared from her lover's sight. 

After this conference the rash young monarch di^^tched 
couriers into France with letters to the count Yimiosa, de- 
manding his daughter, and inviting him to return and assist 
in dissolving the bands which tied her, to don Emanuel de 
Castro; at the same time he sent a magnificent embassy to 
Rome praying for a divorce, and commissioned his cousin 
Antonio to see and converse with don EmanueL 

Meanwhile donna Gonsalva had hinted to Sebastian the 
impropriety of exposing her reputation to the scandal of 
being discovered in a clandestine intercourse with her sov- 
ereign; having no longer a reason for concealment, Sebastian 
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embraced the permission this hint gave him, and came with 
a splendid retinne to Vimiosa. His lords saw nothing ex- 
traordinary in a young monarch paying a courteous visit to 
the sister and daughter of one of his greatest subjects, but 
no sooner did they behold the transcendent beauty of donna 
Gonsalva, and the emotion of their royal master, than a 
suspicion of the truth Was awakened amongst them. 

Lost in a round of new and delightful enjoyments, Sebas^ 
tian was from that hour continually at the house of his 
mistress; his coUsin accompanied him in these visits, and 
waitaly applauded his choice. But the eloquende of the 
latter had been used in vain to obtain a hearing from don 
Emanuel de Castro; that young nobleman refusing to con- 
verse on the subject of her marriage with any other than 
the king himsel£ 

Sebastian 8 nature was too generous not to revolt from 
some arbitrary measures which Antonio suggested in the 
height of his zeal and displeasure; he refused to degrade or 
distress his rival, and the dictates of delicacy forbade him 
to attempt purchasing his acquiescence by mere honours. 

De Castro was indeed worthy of this liberal treatment, 
he had distinguished himself in the Indies under his grand- 
father, by the, most brilliant services. His intrepidity and 
genius for war were not the only themes of praise; to these 
were added justice, temperance, a benevolent attention to 
the natural propensities, habits, and even prejudices of the 
Indians, and a conciliating manner which subdued them 
still more than his arms. Filial piety was the first of his 
virtues: after twelve years residence in India, a dangerous 
disease fastened upon his aged parent, which compelled him 
to return home. Don Emanuel was advised to remain at 
Goa, where he would in all probability receive an immediate 
nomination to i^cceed the viceroy in his government, but 
he refused to act thus; — abandoning this expectation, and 
resigning his military command, he left the eastern world 
chiefly for the sake of softening the discomforts of a tedious 
voyage to a relation he revered, though the idea of claiming 
his young bride sweetened the sacrifice. > 

On reaching Portugal, the viceroy had gone to his seat at 
Santaren, from whence don Emanuel had twice visited 
Gonsalva; but the death of his beloved grandfather quickly 
followed, and prevented him from seeing her again till the 
first days of his mourning were passed. Don Emanuel was 
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preparing to <^pear at court for the first time, when the 
king's pleasure was intimated to him by the prior of Crato^ 
Refosing to discuss so important a matter with a third per- 
son, he was ordered into the presence of his sovereign. The 
king alone, and secretly at war with himself, received him 
with embarrassment; his excessive emotion formed a decid* 
ed contrast to the grave and dignified composure of de Cas> 
tro. The latter was just going to pay the usual mark of 
homage to princes, when Sebastian impetuously caught him 
by the arm, exclaiming, ^^ Bend not your knee to one who 
would dismiss from your mind in this conference all thought 
of his authority; I wish you to hear me, don Emanuel, not 
as a king who might insist, but as a man who is willing to 
submit to the decision of equity. In conversing on this in- 
teresting topic, let us thmk only of the rights and the hap- 
piness of donna Gonsalva — ^let us forget if possible our own 
desires. Believe me, if I did not flatter myself with being 
inexpressibly dear to her, if I did not abhor and renounce 
with my whole heart this unnatural practice of infant nup- 
tials, I would not seek to release her hand, though certain 
of commanding it the next instant: nay, had I known 
earlier of her engagements, preposterous as 1 deem them, I 
would have avoided the scandal and the pain of dissolving 
them." 

De Casiro fixed his eves upon the ingenuous though dis- 
turbed countenance of the king : esteem and compassion 
were in the look. — " This is the first time," he said, " in 
which I have had the honour of seeing and conversing with 
my siovereign, and I foresee it will add to my former loyalty, 
the sentiments of gratitude and admiration — ^my fortunes, 
my services, my life, sire, are at your feet, dispose of them 
henceforth as you will ; but I beseech you for your own 
honour and happiness, for the sake of your people, proceed 
no further in dissolving my union with donna Gonsalva." 

^^How! don Emanuel,' exclaimed Sebastian, ^'do you 
pretend to persuade me of these animated sentiments, and 
yet deny me the only favour peculiarly your own to bestow ? 
As your sovereign I may command your services and life ; 
but when I ask of you with the simplicity of an equal, to 
resign the shadow of a right over a woman whom you can- 
not love, whom I love with all the ardour of virtuous ten- 
derness, and who blesses me in return, when I ask this at 
your hands, you capHciously, tyrannically deny me. What 
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conduct is this 1 how dare you mock me with expressions 
of devoted regard T 

Embarrassed vet not confounded, don Emanuel was silent, 
the king {Messed his remark with increased ardour, adding, 
in a tone of greater emotion, ^^ You were contracted to donna 
Gonsalv'a at the age of thirteen, you went immediately after 
to India, from whence you are returned but three months ; 
in that period you have seen the fair €k>nsalva only thrice, 
and that in reserved interviews before her aunt, where 
nothing beyond personal graces could speak to your senses. 
No charm of varied discourse, no enchantment of sensibility 
CQuld penetrate to your soul, the coldness of her feelings 
must have chilled yours : love feeds, grows, lives upon love ! 
Can you then, will ^ou then have the injustice to place 
your mere admiration of her beauty upon a par with my 
lively preference of her character, and my tender sympatiiy 
with her disinterested affection f Have a care, don Em- 
anuel, force me not to resume the king ; you may rouse 
me into measures which otherwise I would have spurned." 

" I trust, sire, to your own conviction of the justice of my 
claim," replied de Castro firmly, ''the king of Portugal is 
bom to be the glory and the exemplar of kings : he will 
.teach the Portuguese to obey the laws, by first obeying 
them himself; he wHl respect even the simplest rights of. 
his subjects ; he will reflect that absolute power tempts to 
oppression, and renders self-denial the greatest effort of vir- 
tue ; and in proportion as injustice is easy to him, his mag- 
nanimity will render it difficult." Don Emanuel paused, 
but l^ebastian was silent, for there was something in don 
Emanuel's manner which at once inspired respect, and 
rivetted attention : interpreting his sovereign's looks, that 
nobleman continued — " Pardon my boldness, sire, if I ven- 
ture to tell you, that in marrying a subject, and that subject 
a woman ravished from her husband, you will stain your 
unsullied name, and disappoint your people. Hitherto 
monarchs of Portugal have strengthened their power by 
foreign alliances — ^you, sire, have refused daughters of 
France and Spain ; and when it is known that you have 
refused them for a private person, may we not dread the 
consequences T 

"What ! don Emanuel,'' interrupted Sebastian, " does your 
otherwise admirable theory of a prince's duties, lead to this 
extravagant conclusion, tnat he is bound to sacrifice his 
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domestic happiness to a mere show of benefitting; hid people ? 
— Is a powerfiil alliance more than a political pageant ?•— 
When did you ever find the dearest connections amongst 
earthly potentates, and I blush for them whilst I urge it, 
able to counterbaiance the promptings of ambition and 
opportunity ? Every solid advantage would be as fiimly 
secured to Portugal by my union with a subject as with a 
princess. I am not the first king of Portugal who has de- 
clared that * marriage is the prerogative of every man.'" 

"True, sire!" returned de Castro, respectfully, "but 
your majesty will remember that the august monarch who 
made this declaration, coupled it with these words — ^I 
promise never to invade this prerogative in the pei'son of 
another, and for that reason expect never to have it invaded 
in my own/ " 

" De Castro," said the king e^umestly, " tell me that you 
tenderly, exclusively love her — ^swear it to me by your 
hope of eternal salvation, and whatever it may cost me, I 
will relinquish my own happiness, but never again expect 
to behold the face of your sovereign : for the man who 
would force to his 'arms an unwilling bride, must have a soul 
with which mine can have no fellowship." 

Extremely affected by the honourable emotion of his 
royal master, don Emanuel's voice faltered as he replied, 
"My nature, sire, is incapable of deriviag gratification from 
any forced submission ; much less from that submission of 
woman's heart, which must be voluntary to be sweet : — be 
assured donna Gonsalva shall not be compelled into my arms. 
To swear I love her dearer than any thing on earth, would 
be false, for I love my king better : I take heaven to witness 
it is more for his honour and prosperity, than for my own 
wishes, that I thus desperately risk his displeasure. Time 
perhaps may plead in my justification, and convince you, 
sire, that though I refuse every other ground of discussion 
except that of right, yet am I sincere when 1 repeat, that 
for loyalty and the most passionate wish for your majesty's 
real happiness, my heart may challenge any heart in Por- 
tugal.* 

Sebastian's indignant eyes searched the countenance of 
don Emanuel ; " There is a proud mystery about you, sir," 
he said, *' which displeases me : — I have humbled myself 
too much. Since it is to be a question of right, learn to 
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respect the rights of your prince. From this hour know 
that 1 will be obeyed." 

Don Emanuel threw himself at the king's feet. — *'^ Then 
I^imust implore for justice, and conjure my sovereign to 
decide on my claim as he would have* done in a similar 
cause in which he was not a party^ Ah, sire ! you turn 
pale ! your upright soul feels the force of that plain appeal. 
Would to God, for your own august sake, that you would 
not precipitately do an act of violence. — Have you no fears, 
sire, that the woman who could so long concecd, and so 
lightly break a sacred tie, however imposed, has been actu- 
ated by less disinterested motives than those of virtuous 
love r 

At this unexpected question, the king lost all command 
of his passions, and fiercely motioned for don Emanuel to 
withdraw : his look and gesture were too violent not to 
warn de Castro that he trod on the brink of a precipice : 
that young nobleman rose from the ground, and as he bowed 
respectfully, a deep sigh escaped him, he bowed again, and 
left the king to his own thoughts. 



CHAP. III. 

Sebastian's mind was a tempest of angry feelings. It was 
now evident, that unless the presence and arguments of the 
count Vimiosa should prevadi over de Castro s obstinacy, he 
must be forced to use compulsion : such measures were so 
abhorrent to his nature that he felt increased aversion for 
the man who thus rendered them necessary. 

Don Emanuel was forbid to appear at court ; yet his still 
generous, though indignant sovereign, neither abridged his 
honours nor his liberty : he testified his displeasure merely 
by banishing him from his presence. The prior of Crato 
observed this moderation ana blamed it : Sebastian answered 
him by saying, ^^ De Castro has to thank me for much more 
forbearance : were I to follow the dictates of my proud 
spirit, I would crush him with .benefits, and render this 
perseverance odious to the whole world. But I disdain to 
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tal^e so nBfiiirmi adrftntaffe." Antonio was not reconcfled 
to such'a refinement of honour, yet he attempted not to 
ridicule it. The arrival of the count Vimiosa revived the 
spirits of the king : from him he expected implicit submis- 
sion, and he found it. The count had early learned the 
court lesson of obedience ; and was besides intoxicated with 
the height to which his daughter s elevation would raise 
himself : he professed his willingness to repair in person to 
Rome for the dispensation ; inveighing bitterly against the 
rash and selfish man who thus ventured to contend with 
his prince. 

Sebastian could not conceal from his own thoughts that 
he despised this pliant father, who boasted acquiescence as 
the fruit of reverence to royal authority, not as springing 
from the conviction of woman's right to aispose of her af- 
fection and her hand. Sebastian was accustomed to estimate 
the value of inen's actions by their motives ; and scorning 
those of Vimiosa, scarcely brooked his presence even in 
the society of hii9 daughter. However, for her sake he 
gave him the palace of Xabregas, to which she was shortly 
after removed with her discreet aimt from the vicinity of 
Crato. 

Though debarred from personally appearing before the 
king, don Emanuel addressed a letter to him fuU of duteous 
affection, in which he offered to forego all claim upon donna 
Gonsalva, provided she continued to wish it at the expira- 
tion of six months ; but for that period he stipulated that 
she must either retire into a convent, or accept the protec- 
tion of his aunt donna Garcia di Nugnez, a lady of unblem- 
ished reputation, under her roof she might receive his visits, 
and those of the king also. 

This proposal de Castro pressed with such earnestness, of- 
fering to pledge himself under forfeiture of his estates and 
life, to use no authority over the will of donna Gonsalva, 
that Sebastian was induced to consider it — ^there was such 
an air of sincerity in the whole of that young nobleman's 
conduct, and his character had hitherto been so irreproacha- 
ble that it was impossible even for the passion-blinded king 
to refuse believing him innocent of wanton insolence. 
Whatever romantic notions of right and honour miffht 
tempt him into the present opposition, it was evident that 
he rather sought to give his prince time to recollect bimaftlf^ 
than finally to thwart his wishes. 
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Stimulated to convince don £manuel that his choice arose 
not from a temporary gust of passion, Sebastian half-resolved 
to accept these offered terms, and consent to six months' 
probation. With this view he hastened from the palace of 
Ribera to that of Xabregas, to commimicate the letter to 
donna Gonsalva. He found her in the midst of her little 
coui*t, like the queen of beauty surrounded by graces and 
loves. On his entrance the nobles retired, leaving only the 
prior of Crato and donna Sancha Vimioea. 

'While the £air Portuguese read de Castro's letter, the 
blood suddenly forsook her lips' and cheeks ; she fixed her 
amazed eyes on don Antonio, as if unconscious of what they 
looked on, repeating aloud '^ for six, months !'' — at that mo- 
ment, Sebastian forgot his rational resolution ; ^^ but we are 
not to be debarred the society of each other all that time, 
my Gonsalva P' said he, tenderly kissing her hand. 

Gonsalva gazed at him with a mixture of astonishment 
and apprehension — '^ already so indifferent !'' she exclaimed 
— art&l de Castro, thou knewest but too well, I fear, how 
those six months would end." 

^' Donna Gonsalva !" cried the prior, with no very respect- 
ful roughness, ^' are you in your senses?— observe the king." 

Instantaneously recalled, the beautiful Gonsalva recov- 
ered from her extraordinary ^agitation, and turning to her 
lover, beheld on his countenance such an expression of 
grateful surprise and fond regret,' that she half sunk into 
his arms, repeating with the voice of a syren, ^^ You will not 
banish me from happiness for six long months? you will 
not kill your Gonsialva with fears which your authority 
may end for ever!" 

Sebastian pressed her to him in a transport of love — "what 
is it you fear!" he exclaimed, " what is it alarms my Gon- 
salva!' 

His charming mistress cast down her eyes abashed, " I 
fear without cause perhaps," she said, " yet you have your- 
self often remarked, that true tenderness trembles at every 
delay of what it sighs for. These six months passed with 
a relation of the man who calls himself my husband — ^these 
six months in which you may be wrought on to abandon 
me — are so frightful — so sad— -alas! how shall I live through 
them !" J 

. Antonio who was reading the important letter, now broke 
in upon Sebastian's soothings; he q>oke with peculi^ warmth 
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on the weakness of allowing himself to be thns trifled with 
by an inferior. He could not understand, he observed, any 
of those romantic notions which his royal master urged in 
defence of don Emannel; but frankly gave it as his opinion' 
that de Castro, so far from being sincere in his promise of 
resigning the lady in half a year, was more likely to take a 
base advanti^ of a husbimd's authority, and whenever 
donna Gonsalva should be removed from her own family, 
render it impossible for her to return to her lover. 

^ I am not a deep reasoner, my honoured cousin,'' added 
the prior, with his usual good-humoured levity, ^ but depend 
on it I see actions as they are ; and never am out in m^i's 
motives, — shall I tell you what I would do in your majes- 
ty's place ? — I would flatly refuse this insidious offer, and 
send the proposer of it back to the Indies : give him the 
viceroyalty by way of consolation/' 

** Not to get him quietly out of the way :* replied the 
king, ^'do not injure yourself so in my thoughts, Antonio, 
by urging such unworthy conduct ! — ^no, he shall be heard 
at the tribunal to which I appeal. I am not going to rob 
him. 

^^ Your majesty's apprehension is so quick, and so erring 
ffometimes !" cried the smiling prior, " 1 simply meant him 
to be complimented with the government of India, after the 
cause had gone against him." 

** No, nor that either," answered Sebastian, " I will not 
purchase the silence of an enemy at the expense of my 

Eeople* If I am to believe de Casrtro insincere and unworthy, 
e is not to be trusted with the destinies of thousands.'' 
"Well, you must pardon my zeal, sire!— I would perform 
a ten years' penance for your sake, and your majesty 
knows how ill long fasts and sleepless nights suit my taste, 
and it chafes me into uncharitableness, perhaps, to find a 
fellow cheating your generous nature with mere breath." 

** I know your affectionate heart !" said the king, with, 
one of his benign smiles: then turning to Gonsalva, who 
had been all this time resting her fair cheek on his shoulder, 
and moistening it with tears, he besought her to prbnounce 
her will, and it should be obeyed. 

^' Renew your solicitations at Rome !'' she exclaimed, 
pleasure sparkling in her eyes ^' suffer me still to remain at 
Xflbregas with my kind aunt here — and from this hour till 
the blessed one which makes me yours, refuse to see or hear 
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froni don Emanuel. — Never, never again let me be tortured 
with his presence." ' 

The king kissed her hand in token of assent ; and de 
Castro's proposal was rejected. 

A second embassy was now dispatched under the count 
Vimiosa into Italy; while don Emanuel, wearied with fruit- 
less efforts to see the king again, and secretly supported by 
many of the nobility, who envied the elevation of the 
Vimiosas, went himself to Rome to ask for justice at the 
feet of the pope. His cause was strengthened by the French 
court, exasperated at the refusal of their alliance with Por- 
tugal ; and strenuously promoted by the influence of a high 
ItaJian family with whom he was connected by blood. — 
But Sebastian felt secure of success, and intoxicated bv the 
delight of love, could not conceive the possibility of aisap- 
pointment. 

His beautiful idol was now the idol of the people and the 
nobles; wherever she moved, crowds hung upon her charms; 
the graces of her air, and the bewitching playfulness of 
her manner, attracted hearts as well as eyes, and among the 
young lords who approached the fascination of her accom- 
plishments, scarcely any one preserved himself from the 
torment of fruitless desires. — This admiration from others, 
increased the passion, because it flattered the pride of the 
king; and assured of being, exclusively beloved, he no 
longer blushed to display the excess and tenderness of his 
feelings. 

At length the pope s decision arrived ;-— count Vimiosa 
returned triumphant ; de Castro foiled. 

Transported with joy, Sebastian flew to impart the tidings 
to donna Gonsalva : how was she struck on flnding that her 
father had obtained her lover s suit, only by promising his 
holiness the perfonAance of an imprudent vow once made 
by the king to don Antonio ! — that vow would leave her 
still without perfect security; it would take him into AMca, 
amidst danger and death 1 

. The most violent bursts of tears, shrieks, and fits, followed 
this unhappy disclosure ; Sebastian had never before seen 
her so moved : ravished with such convincing proofs of his 
empire over her heart, he renewed his protestations of eter- 
nal fidelity, accompanying them with many a fond endear- 
ment. By degrees his arguments and caresses produced 
soothing effects, and the weeping beauty was pacified;— 
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Nature indeed had blessed her with a disposition so averse 
from thought and care, that grief dwelt with her but an in- 
stant : she made her lover repeat all his vows of love and 
truth, and the assurance of denying de Castro's return to 
court, and then she revived to smiling happiness. 

The arrival of Vimiosa had been expected to prove the 
signal of de Castro's disgrace ; but on the contrary the king 
simply announced the continuance of his banishment from 
palace parties, while he distinguished his former services by 
such honorary rewards as in those days of hieh-pitched 
honour, were more dearly prized and more eagerly sought, 
than are the substantial recompensing^ of modem times. 

Donna Gonsalva, soon after, blazing in jewels, and attend- 
ed by a splendid retinue of pages and ladies, received the 
compliments of the nobility in the palace of Xabregas. — • 
Every where announced as their future queen, her favour 
was courted, her influence implored : it was no longer Se- 
bastian, but she who ruled in rortugal. 

Don Emanuel de Castro shocked at this ascendancy, 
which it was in vain for him to attempt opposing, retired 
to the house of a relation in a remote province, where he 
passed his hours in study and benevolent acts: his name 
ceased to be spoken of at court, and even his remembrance 
shortly wore out of the minds of the courtiers. 

Blended with the idea of happiness and Gonsalva the en- 
terprise against Africa had commenced. Sebastian's roused 
spirit once more breathed war and religious enthusiasm; he 
directed levies to be made, youth trained, foreign powers 
solicited, and a crusade preached throughout his dominions; 
he passed himself from province to province ascertaining 
its strength, and proportioning its supplies to its ability: he 
stimulated the exertions of his officers by new distinctions, 
and solicitously sought to obtain the aid of his uncle Philip 
II. who then ruled in Spain. This was liberally promised 
him, shamefully withholden. 

The prior of Crate enflamed with the same ardour, and 
sanctioned by the title of a religious war, accompanied his 
royal cousin in these progresses, liberally oflFering his reve- 
nues and retainers to aid and support the cause: he was to 
make one in the formidable expedition, a circumstance 
highly agreeable to the king, who loved his enlivening tal- 
ents, and was accustomed to talk with him of Gonsalva. 

But the glory of their little army consisted in one gallant 
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stranger, sir Thomas Stukeley of England. This brave ad« 
v^iturer had left his native country from the restlessness of 
a disordered but fine mind, and hearing of Sebastian's in- 
tended attack upon the Moors, came to offer his services at 
the head of a band of noble Italians. 

The chivalric romance of Stukeley captivated our youth- 
ful hero; he found in him that ardour of enterprise, and 
those unquenchable hopes which he had hitherto believed 
his own peculiar property. While they conversed together, 
both burned with the same fire, prudential calculations 
were equally despised by each, aanger only possessed 
charms for them, and success, unless torn from the arms of 
destruction, was to them destitute of honour. 

Stukeley 8 reason had once been rudely assaulted by a 
domestic calamity, and though it still remained uninjured 
in the eyes of most men, deeper observers beheld a lamenta- 
ble chasm in his once perfect mind; an exuberance of im- 
agination had usurped the place of the reasoning faculty, 
while his heart, true to its nature and to its habits, fed tins 
imagination with visions of exalted but often hazardous 
viilue. 

The wild inspiration of his countenance breathing good- 
ness and greatness, never suggested to Sebastian the idea of 
an unsettled intellect; what might have appeared feveridi 
ravings in> another, were sublimed by the magnificent elo- 
quence of Stukelev into theories of god-'like excellence and 
neroic exploit . Tne young monarch listened to these effu- 
sions till their magic transformed impossibilities into certain- 
ties; hitherto his character impelled others, now it was im- 
pelled in its turn, and borne with restless force before the 
mighty character of Stukeley. 

With such a coadjutor, the king of Portugal was enabled 
to give an additional impulse to the martial spirit of his 
kingdom, Stukeley was a zealous catholic like himself, and 
the destruction of the infidels was equally the object of his 
wishes. 

An opportunity of prosperously invading Afiica, now pre- 
sented itself. One of the Moorish princes who had been 
dethroned by his uncle Muley Molocn kins of Fez, Moroc- 
co, and Tarradunt, after vainly soliciting the aid of Maho- 
metan courts, came as a suppliant to Portugal: he pleaded 
his rights and his distress, offering the monarch in lieu of 
assistance, several valuable territories alobg tlie sea-coast. 
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Sebaatian's zeal for the extension of Christianity would 
not suffer him to be contented with a mere accession of ter- 
ritory: he dictated new terms, stipulating for the half of 
whatever was reconquered^ and for the enlargement of every 
christian found enslaved amongst the Moors. But the lead- 
ing article in their treaty was an agreement that no chris- 
tian hereafter should be forced into the profession of Maho- 
metanism, and the emperor of Morocco should make a law 
for this purpose, under the penalty of death to any of his 
subjects who should disobey. 

By this arrangement, Sebastian insured to himself a sub- 
stantial hold on Africa; and though aware of the small pro- 
bability there was that Muley Hamet should fulfil the latter 
part of their treaty, he was now conscious of possessing in 
this article, if infringed, a justifiable plea for turning his 
arms against so faithless an ally. 

On completing this compact with the Moor, and receiving 
some mercenaries from Germany and Flanders, the king 
called a general assembly of his nobles and ministers. — ^After 
eloquently detailing his motives for taking arms, kad the , 
advantages likely to result from it to all Christendom, he 
proceeded to say, that he convened his council, not to ask 
their advice^ but to instruct them in his aim, and to receive 
their concurrence. He called to God to witness, that his 
first and dearest aim was the preservation of unnumbered 
souls who now groaned under the sinful yoke of a detestable 
religion, and perhaps wanted only to live under a christian 
government, and be taught by christian teachers, to awake 
from their delusion : he pathetically painted the lUiseries 
of his captive countr3rmen to whom the Portuguese arms 
were about to give freedom : he then commented on the 
political advantage of acquiring a maritime frontier in Africa 
for the protection of their trade with the gold coast ; and 
lastly, he avowed a strong desire for honourable distinction. 
His impetuous youth here dwelt delighted, and laid claim 
to some indulgence for this last infirmity of noble minds : 
he finished an animated confession of that infirmity, by 
these words from Cicero. 

"Should we in the pursuits of virtue have any of its re- 
wards in view, the noblest of all is glory : this alone com- 
pensates the shortness of life, by the immortality of fame ; 
by this we are still present when absent from the world, 
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and snrvire even after death. By the steps of gloiy in 
short mortals mount to heaven." 

This speech produced very different effects upon his 
hearers : the younger were already converts to his opinion ; 
but the old and experienced, who had lived long enough in 
the world to foresee the probable termination of this military 
romance, received their kings determination sorrowfully. 
Each, in private, endeavoured to persuade him of the im- 
practicability of subduing AMca with a handful of men, 
unsupported by foreign succours, and depending for their 
safety in a great measure on the good faith of an infidel 
ally : they expatiated upon the exhaustless numbers of the 
Moors, and their knowledge of then* own country, where 
he would .fight upon ground he knew little of, where in the 
event of a defeat he might be so bewildered as not to get 
back to his transports, and must consequently resign his 
troops either to starvation or captivity. 

Similar arguments were pressed on him by the ambassa- 
dors of foreign courts ; but they served only to inflame the 
courage of Sebastian, and to exasperate him against their 
masters, those cautious monarchs who proved themselves 
nominal sons of the church, since they would not contribute 
one detachment towards his enterprise. His uncle too, the 
c£irdinal Henry, opposed the expedition, and aided by the 
foreboding lamentations of the queen dowager, frequently 
agitated their rash kinsman by unavailing remonstrances. 

Sebastian listened respectfully to each ; but, seduced into 
the belief of being bom for the destruction of Mahometan- 
ism, persevered in lus resolution. 

To the enchantments of donna Gonsalva he continually 
turned from these vexations : her wit enlivened him, her 
syren voice soothed the most tiirbolent emotions of his soul, 
and his unsated eyes found ceaseless delight in following 
the graceful varieties of her face and figure : yet Sebastian 
had a void in his heart ; a something unfilled, unsatisfied, 
which he placed to the account of the imperfection of human 
felicity. Donna Gonsalva was exquisite in person and 
mind ; she certainly loved him, but her love did not meet 
either the delicacy or the intensity of his: her feelings 
were obtuse in those trifles to which sensibility is tremb- 
lingly alive: she would often pursue her own sprightly 
pleasures with such eager forgetfulness of him, as to mortify 
and displease him. Two or three times he had entered her 
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&j)artments at Xabr^gas in the bitteFness of a spirit travened 
and exhausted by political disappointments, and she had 
not observed it : his watchful passion was never one moment 
insensible to the slightest variation of its object ; not even 
the mist of an unpleasant thought could shade that heaven 
of beauty, without disturbing his repose — and she— yes 
she, often saw him agitated or depressed, without observa- 
tion. 

It was at these periods that Sebastian acknowledged the 
torments and the omnipotence of love : he saw a defect in 
his idol, yet he worshipped her still. 

But what could he desire more than to be loved with all 
the powers of her soul? if that soul wanted some of the energy 
of his, was it not her misfortune rather than her fault? hu 
reason assented to this, though his heart frequently burst out 
into fond complaints which Gonsalva silenced by the warm- 
est assurance of preference. Under the immediate impres- 
sion of his grief she would lose no opportunity of evincing 
her tenderness, and then Sebastian s transports would re- 
turn: but attentions which do not flow spontaneously from 
a natural softness seldom are lasting, donna Gonsalva would 
soon forget her lover s character, because her own was of a 
lighter stamp, and gay thoughtlessness uniformly succeeded 
a short solicitude. 

This perpetual inconsideration deeply wounded the king, 
for a lover like him expected to throb in every pulse of her 
heart. Racked with repeated nlortifications, that perhaps 
owed their existence to an impassioned fastidiousness ^^ which 
1 beseech ye call a godly sin — ^lie looked anxiously towards 
the hour of his departure from Portugal, secretly hoping to 
endear himself by danger, or at least to rouse some of those 
sensibilities, which were as wholly concealed now by cease- 
less gaiety, as when no anxieties existed to call them forth. 

Don Antonio was ever Gtonsalva's advocate, sometimes ral- 
lying, and sometimes more seriously reproving his royal 
Cousin for pampering a sickly sensitiveness, which thui^ 
poisoned life s chief blessing. 

Sir Thomas Stukeley, ignorant of his illustrious friend s dis- 
conteht, unconsciously encreased it ; for one night in a walk 
among the gardens of Ribera, under the boundless and starry 
heavens, he poured into the attentive ear of Sebastian the 
story of his early life : that story though it might be com- 
piised in <a single incident, was deeply interesting to the 
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voung king, whose heart penetrated with one affection, de- 
lighted to sympathise ¥^ith every other ; yet he listened 
sadly, for he thought the more of Gonsalva's temperate feel- 
ings. 

The untimely death of a brother, long and justly beloved, 
had driven Stukeley a wanderer from his country : that 
brother's character made up of every estimable and endear- 
ing quality ; his fraternal love " exceeding the lov.e of wo- 
men," were depicted in the heart-wringing language of a 
regret encrcasing with time. 

"We lived in our native Devonshire," continued Stukelejr, 
^'far from the excitements and the contemplations of a 
court; ignorant of any mortal happiness beyond each other « 
deserved encomiums One fatal day, hunting among the 
woods round lllfracombe — my erring spear — 1 cannot de- 
scribe it ! — this brother, dearer to me than existence, this 
soul of my wretched life, fell through a disastrous accident 
by my hand ! — But he died with forgiveness on his lips — he 
died kissing the hand that smote him." 

Stukeley's voice assumed a fearful hoUowness as he spoke 
the last words, his eyes rolled back upon themselves, and 
his pale countenance expressed the extremity of despair; 
but the next moment rapture illumined him, and he wildly 
resumed — 

** Oft in the dead of night his voice I hear, 
Like heart angelic, bidaing me r(>jf>U'e, 
Not weep his fate ; for now he dwells iu blin» 
H'llfh, fun, «erHphii', fiir trRn^cending all 
That heart of man can image, and with eye 
Cleared from its mortal dross, beholds the end 
Of human sufTriug; weeps no more the woes 
Of fellow dust, but sees unnumbered crowds. 
Multitudes vast— of ev'ry race and tint- 
Dreaming of pain awhile but to awake 
In beatiflc and eternal beaveu !** 

Accustomed to hear his friend converse by snatches in a 
strain resembling poetry, Sebastian made no remark on this 
momentary rhapsody. Stukeley paused awhile, and then 
continued : 

" After the loss of my brother, I know not what strange 
calamity fell on me. I sometimes think 1 could not have 
been in my right mind. Memory retains a confused notion 
of my having once formed a visionary project of colonising 
Florida, then but newly discovered, erecting over it the 
sovereignty of an order still purer and more self-denying 
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than the ordelrs of Jerusalem and Malta : I can recollect 
displeasing the young queen Elizabeth with my romantic 
ambition. At length, when my intellect recovered its cruel 
shock, I found myself in a court, filled with the professors 
of a new religion ; it was impossible for me to stay« even to 
hear their doctrines. I passed from England to Ireland, 
£r<»n Ireland to Italy, sorrowing and self-condemned for my 
involuntary crime ; there, my arms have been constantly 
employed against the enemies of our holy church. This 
wandering war&re; thia renunciation of home, country, and 
kindred, is the penance to which I have condemned mysell* 
may it tend to expiate my guilt ! — ^My grief it cannot cure.** 
Again Stukeley mused awhile, and again he abruptly added, 
^ Tis a distinguished privilege to die in defence of the sacred 
cross ! I swear never to abandon it ! We will plant the 
blessed banner on every mosque in Morocco^ or pensh in the 
attempt." - 

Gladly seizing the last subject suggested by Stukeley, 
Sebastian forbore to comment on the melancholy com- 
mencement of their discourse, leading him to talk of the 
meditated war, of which religion formed the only basis. 

Public affiairs now hastened to a crisis: the armament 
was complete, and the fleet equipped ; the pope had trans- 
mitted his blessing, with a present exceeding in value that 
of the consecrated rose : it was an arrow which had pierced 
the side of St Sebastian ! 

In their armour and field accoutrements, the nobility 
displayed infinite splendour; and as desolated Portugal 
could not furnish many private soldiers, the troops composed 
chiefly of gentlemen volunteers, seemed but a gallant show 
of accomplished knights. 

The royal-standard embroidered by donna Gonsalva was 
carried in procession through the streets of Lisbon, to receive 
the benediction of the archbishop ; it was then delivered 
into the hand of the marquis Villa-real, and the army mar- 
shalled around it. 

After this a;ugust ceremony, the troops prepared to em- 
bark, while his ofiicers and men were exchangiug adieus 
with wives, sisters, and. parents, Sebastian hurried to tako 
leave of donna Gonsalva: she had for some days yielded to 
an excess of grief, and had shut herself up from all society. 
At sight of her royal lover clad in the shining livery of war, 
she flung herself into his arms with tears and cries; distract- 
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ed at the possibility of eventually losing him either by death 
or changed sentiments, she wildly expressed a wish to be- 
come his by a secret but binding tie. 

Sebastian pressed her to his heart in a tumult of tender 
delight, " Dearest trea8Ui*e of my life !" he exclaimed, cover- 
ing her fair brow with kisses, ^^ at this moment your Sebas- 
tian is blest to the utmost extent of his fantastic desires.-^* 
^h, Gonsalva ! why have I ever believed you indifferent, or 
incapable of exquisite love ? be assured 1 go now, confident 
of possessing your heart; I go to conquer for your sake, to 
return worthy of you, covered with the spiritual dew of 
heaven, its blessing and the blessings of millions : — ^but ask 
me not to forfeit my right to this dear hand by evading the 
conditions upon which it has been awarded to me ; I have 
promised our holy father to engage in an expedition against 
the infidels — successful or unsuccessful, I will return to 
Portugal, and either share my glory with you, or — ^perish 
the possibility of mischance ! Donna Gonsalva now re- 
doubled her tears and her endearments ; and tying round 
his neck a picture of herself, conjured him to remember that 
her existence was interwoven with his own. 

As the enamoured king repeated his belief of her sincer- 
ity, he added tenderly, ^^ These tears, these sighs, my Gon- 
salva, call never be absent from my thoughts : be assured 
that whenever you think of your Sebastian, whether at the 
dead of night or in the huriy of day, he is at that moment 
thinking of you." 

His eyes overflowed as he spoke ; he strained her to his 
bosom, held her there an instant, then broke away. While 
moving towards the door, a favourite dog that had always 
been his companion, leaped up and licked his forehead. 
*^ Farewell, Baremel !" said the softened king, ^^ 1 cannot 
take thee. — Stay with my Gonsalva, and be cherished for 
thy master s sake." On pronouncing these words, he gently 
pushed the faithful animal aside, and hastened out of the 
apartment. 

The royal equerries waited with their sovereign's arabian 
at the gates of Xabregas; Sebastian vaulted into his seat, and 
with a soul raised to rapture by the undisguised fondness of 
donna Gonsalva, rode towards the place at which the troops 
were ordered to assemble. 

There the king and the soldier took their turn : he rode 
along the lines formed by his army, proudly exulting in 
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their strength and appearance. His animation diffused 
cheerfulness through the soldiery ; and a short address, ex- 
horting them to patience, perseverance, and fidelity, was 
answered by loyal acclamations : the word was then given, 
and the army began its march. 

The figure of the young king, clad in a suit of green ar- 
mour, full of youth, spirit, and hope, was picturesquely con- 
trasted by the wild sadness of StuKelev, the light and shade 
of whose coimtcnance at one time flashed the fire of a war- 
rior, at others was lost in a gloom of unavailing regret. Don 
Antonio of Crato formed a contrast of another sort ; bis 
gold armour was gayly adorned with bosses and chasings, 
which the priest's vestment did not entirely conceal ; his 
florid aspect seemed equally free fron^ thought and care: but 
there was one knight among the troops whose face expressed 
many thoughts and many feelings, it was don Emanuel de 
Castro. 

Without attempting to see or to address Sebastian, he had 
signified to the master of the horse his intention of furnish^- 
ing five hundred harquebusiers for the expedition : through 
that nobleman's interference this ofier was not only accepted, 
but he was permitted to head them himself; and thus allow- 
ed an opportunity of retrieving his sovereign's lost favour. 
De Castro now rode among the noble volunteers with a se- 
rious brow. 

His steady judgment, neither hurried away by the ro-. 
mantle sanguineness of the inexperienced Sebastian, nor ac- 
tuated by that indi£Perence to me which left Stukeley with- 
out a wish to estimate danger, nor constitutionally careless 
of every thing beyond present enjoyment, like the prior of 
Crato, foresaw much to apprehend from the inadequacy of 
their armament. A thousand gallant vessels, with all their 
bravery of tackling and of sails, made a noble show in the 
bay ; and twenty thousand troops, in all the gloss of un- 
stained arms, and unbroken spirits, presented an imposing 
spectacle to the gaze of enthusiasts. But what were these 
in reality, when contrasted with perhaps more than a hun- 
dred thousand enemies upon their own ground? De Castro's 
prophetic heart ached in the midst of general exultation. 

The various regiments were now embarking : as they 
marched along the shore the sun flamed upon their banners 
and coats of mail ; the inj^piring trumpet resounded from all 
the neighbouring echoes ; pealing bells rung joyously from 
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the city; and at intervals the discharge of ordnance from 
adjacent forts, was seen to shake the ships and the hills. 

Impatient to he the first embarked, Sebastian rode eagerly 
through his people,^ amid their shouts and blessings, as if re- 
turning in triumph ; his youth, his personal graces, and the 
imposing dignity of his cause, made every heart follow him. 
As he leaped into the boat which was to bear him to the 
royal galley, he uncovered his head, and waving aloft his 
flowing helmet, seemed to be commending Portugal to the 
protection of heaven. By his side stood his favourite page, 
and the duke of Barcelos, two young sons of the duchess of 
Braganza, his near kinswoman and next heir to the crown: 
theur tender childhood and gallant mieii, their sweet faces 
yet wet with a mother s tears, caused a momentary pang in 
the multitude, but the sunny look of the king brightened 
regret into exultation, and loud acclamations pursued tiie 
track of his departing boat. 

In a few hours more the whole army was embarked, and 
then the fleet weighing anchor sailed out of the Tagus. 
Prosperous winds swelled their sails to Cadiz, where they 
waited awhile for the promised succours from Philip II., the 
duke of Medina Sidonia feasted the king and the knights 
there, with a munificence little inferior to royalty. After 
a week's delay the expected supplies arrived ; they consisted 
but of two thousand foot soldiers : the enraged Sebastian 
would have sent them back to his dissembling uncle, had 
not the duke of Medina found some plausible excuse for his 
master's conduct, and fedthfuUy promised further aid in his 
name. 

Quickly irritated, and as easily appeased, the ingenuous 
monarch believed this hollow apology, and returning the 
courteous entertainment of his host by conferring on him 
an order of knighthood, re-embarked with his army for the 
shores of Africa. 

The Portuguese fleet crossed the mouth of the straits, 
and passing within sight of Cape Spartal, coasted along as 
fEur as Tangier, where Sebastian with his English friend 
Stukeley, were landed and the remaining troops under Diego 
de Souza, and Antonio of Crato, proceeded to the fortress of 
Arzile. 

The Moorish princes Muley Hamet and his brother-in- 
law, Cid Albequerin, were at Tangier, with a few armed 
followers to receive the king of Portugal : they delivered 
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into his hands hosta^ for their fidelity, conjuring their 
christian ally not to listen to the deceptive representations 
of the Xeriff Muley Moloch, whose amoaasador was now ar- 
rived at the fortress. Sebastian re-assured them, though 
he could not refuse the Moorish envoy an audience. 

On being admitted to the royal presence, the African de- 
livered a letter from his master, wherein moderation and 
spirit were admirably blended. This letter declared the 
XerifF prepared in all points for war, and ready to meet it ; 
but while he made such a declaration, he besought don 
Sebastian to weigh well the value of men s lives ere he 
rashly threw away his own and those of his subjects : he 
described with terrible simplicity the immensity of his re- 
sources, and the number of his armies, proving the impro- 
bability of success, though the Portuguese king were at the 
head of 20,000 heroes. Having exhorted him to spare to 
his people those virtues of his, that were yet only in the 
bud of blooming youth, he entered into a full discussion of 
his own pretensions and those of Hamet ; by this discussion 
he laboured to show that his right to the crowns of Fez and 
Morocco, was superior to that of his nephew; and that even 
were it otherwise, the latter had forfeited his claim by acts 
of cruelty and oppression. To secure peace, and the friend- 
ship of the christians, he offered don Sebastian undisturbed 
possession of every fortress in Africa that ever had belonged 
or did now belong to Portugal, and he promised to add to 
each of them, a moderate tract of arable land. 

After pressing this proposal upon the young monarch, he 
once more conjured him to weigh well the real interest of 
his subjects ; concluding with a sentiment memorable in a 
despotic prince. 

'* You know, great prince, or ought to know that the 
regal power allotted us, makes us common servants of our 
Creator; then of those people whom we govern; so that ob- 
serving the duties we owe to God, we deliver blessings to 
mankind : in providing for the public good of our states we 
magnify the honour of God; like the celestial bodies which 
though they have much veneration, yet serve only to the 
benefit of the world. It is the excellency of our office to be 
the instruments whereby happiness is delivered to nations." 

Negotiation upon a proposal of this kind, so inadequate 
to the grand object of Sebastian, was not likely to meet with 
his concurrence : he bade the ambassador bear his refusal to 
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Muley Moloch, with an expression of regret that such nohle 
sentiments were not the production of a lawful and a chris- 
tian ruler. He then dismissed the ambassador, and went 
with sir Thomas Stukeley to examine the state of the for- 
tress. 

Stukeley was now become as dear, as he had ever appeared 
admirable, to this warm-hearted sovereign : in the close in- 
. timacy and domestic habits of a sea-voyage, the amiable 
parts of the Englishman's character gradually disclosed 
themselves ; and their tastes and principles proving conson- 
ant, the partiality of Sebastian increased so much, as to lead 
him into a disclosure, which had more of friendshjp than of 
justice in it. This respected the disposal of Barbary. 

Every on6 presumed that in the event of a conquest, 
Sebastian would yield the empire of Morocco to Muley 
Hamet, and be himself crowned king of Fez : but he had 
long resolved to prove the disinterestedness of his motives,^ 
by awarding the throne of Fez to him who should most dis- 
tinguish himself in the expedition. To rescue the Moors 
from ignorance and infidelity, by giving them a christian 
monarch and christian teacners, was the chief aim of his 
enterprise : unsullied honour was the only wreath he sought 
to preserve for his own brow. 

By entrusting the secret to Stukeley, Sebastian uncon- 
sciously meant to give additional energy to his friend's arms, 
and to secure for him the new monarchy: our gallant 
countryman received this information with e^rateful enthu- 
siasm ; but unwilling to take an unfair advantage of his 
competitors, besought the king to communicate it to all his 
nobles, when they should join the grand army. 

Such generous conduct increased Sebastian s esteem ; he 
freely granted the request, adding — " They will all have 
my good wishes for their success, but you, Stukeley, wiU 
have my prayers." 

Orders were now issued for the Moorish forces under 
Muley Hamet, and the Portuguese who had disembarked at 
Tangier with their king, to be ready for marching to Ar- 
zile ; there the whole strength of their little army was con- 
centrated. 

A tedious march along a hot and arid coast, produced 
sickness among the soldiery ; when they reached the main 
body, under don Diego de Souza, they found it somewhat 
enfeebled through the same cause : but a spirit of enterprise 
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still animated every breast ; and as the immediate siege of 
Larache was determined upon, a military council was called 
for the purpose of ascertaining whether it were most advis- 
able to proceed directly by land, through an enemy's coun- 
try, to the destined siege, or to re-embark and proceed 
tmther by sea. 

At this suggestion of prudence the rash monarch took 
fire ; he had not yet leiimed to separate true valour from/ 
that vain contempt of danger which makes a man put his 
life to the hazard for an inadequate object, or for the at- 
tainment of a good, attainable by less perilous means ; he 
vehemently protested against the latter measure, and his 
experienced commanders were silenced without being con- 
vinced. 

iDuring the king's stay at Tangier, his officers at Arzile 
had had time to learn the exact ^strength of the enemy, and 
what dependence was to be placed on the succours so largely 
promised by Hamet. Don Emanuel de Castro now ventur- 
ed in council to address his sovereign, informing him that 
their Moorish ally had grossly exaggerated his ability and 
the inclinations of the Africans, as they £^peared mostly 
unanimous in defence of the present XerifiTs authority. 
That intrepid old man, he said, was now sick of a fever, but 
was yet rapidly approaching at the head of a hundred thou- 
sand men ; fresh armies were forming in the rear and flank 
of the christians ; and should these succeed in turning their 
other wing, which they might easily do, if the Portuguese 
were marched inland towards Larache, so surrounded and 
cut ofiF from their fleet, destruction must follow. He there- 
fore suggested the propriety of extreme caution. At this 
remark the king frowned, and issued decisive orders for 
proceeding to the river Lucos, upon which stood the fortress, 
and fording it, though in the mouth of the enemy's cannon. 

" If we begin to think of defeat, or of providing for own 
security," he said sternly to de Castro, " we are lost ! — we 
have nothing to oppose to this ocean of Mooi*s that you talk 
of, but the belief that we are invincible. — Give us only the 
enthusiasm of our ancestors, and the glorious field of Ourique 
will no longer stand unrivalled in the impeiishable page of 
history." 

De Castro granted the justice of this reliance upon the 
onmipotence of opinion : yet a lurking suspicion of the 
iMtforish prince Hamet, made him foresee ultimate disap- 
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pointment: he pointed out several traits in the infidels 
conduct, which indicated jealousy of the christians, and 
Sebastian admitting their force, promised to observe him 
narrowly. 

The army now began its march towards Larache, and 
halted between Arzile and Alcazar-quiver. — To proceed 
without a decisive engagement, was become impossible ; for 
the XenfiTs force, consisting of sixty thousand horse and 
forty thousand foot, had advanced by forced marches from 
Morocco into Fez, secured the passage of the Lucos, and 
suddenly shown themselves, encamped in the plains of 
Alcazar. — Don Sebastian was for immediately advancing to 
give them battle ; but against this step Muley Hamet op- 
posed many plausible arguments: he proposed that the 
Portuguese should draw nearer to the coast, where in case 
of extremity, they might be received into their ships ; by 
throwing up entrenchments, they could there bid defiance 
to any assault, and would be secured from every species of 
want, by supplies of ammunition and provisions from the 
£eet. 

" And for what is this delay proposed now T — cried the 
astonished Sebastian, ^^are we to abandon our enterprise 
even on the threshold ? are we to shriiik from the very dif- 
ficulties we have courted, and fly before an enemy with 
whom we have not exchanged a single blow % do you think 
we came only to look at your countrymen ? — In the name 
^ of God, prince, what coward s counsel is thisT 

Dissembling his rage at the indiscreet anger of the young 
king, Hamet coolly replied that Muley Moloch was now 
master of all the fords and passages of the Lucos, from the 
ocean to the mountains of Benzeroel, that consequently an 
attempt to force these would be the attempt of madmen, 
since their troops were already fainting with a long sultry 
march, and nearly destitute of provisions: by avoiding^ an 
engagement for at least some days, they would give time 
for the arrival of king Philip's promised succours, and might 
be further re-inforced by deserters from the usurper Moloch. 

Perceiving his aim at last, and transported out of all 
patience, the mreflecting Sebastian forgot eveiy thing but 
indignation; he started from his seat with a look of fierce 
defiance, crying out, ^' Away with such dissembling! Moor, 
I can read your heart :•— y ou would do without the aid of the 
christians. In a few days, perhaps hours, you expect death 
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to rid you of your uncle, and give you these kingdoms by 
some political trick — ^then would our treaty, aye and our 
safety be left to your honour! — but thank heaven, my brave 
Portuguese are not to be thus trifled y^ith! — ^we shall march 
forward, if without you, for ourselves, — ^for the release of 
christian captives — for the sake of the blessed cross; if with 
you, for your advantage as well as for our own, and with a 
conscientious resolution to preserve our share in the com- 
pact inviolate. 

" Prince! we ^re in sight of the enemy — behold me draw 
this sword, which I swear by the virgin mother of Jesus, 
never to sheathe till it has cut my way through yonder 
host!" 

A sublime sternness sat on the brow of the young warrior 
while he spoke: in one moment the clashing of swords and 
the murmur of vows were heard throughout the assembly, 
as if electrified with the same fire, all the knights followed 
his chivalric example. 

t Hamct was silent, at length he bowed before the royal 
scat, saying in a subdued voice, " Light of thy people, thou 
hast not interpreted my zealous caution witix the usual 
charity of a christian; let my actions speak for me! — 1 will 
follow thee unto death/' 

" Prove that I have wronged thee, Hamet!" returned Se- 
bastian with a relenting smile, ^' and thou shalt find me 
more prompt to repair, than 1 have been to commit this in- 
jury/' 

Muley Hamet bowed submissively again, the clouds of 
passion and suspicion then fled from the face of the king, 
and demanding his ofiicer s attention, he proceeded to hear 
their separate opinions upon the subject under discussion. 

Experienced and inexperienced now decided on Sebas- 
tian s side, even de Castro voted for giving battle to the 
Xerifl*. Conduct that would have been prudent at Arzile, 
became cowardice at Alcazar ; to begin retreating towards 
the coast, seemed at this period more hazardous than to risk 
an engagement; for in the former case, an enormous army 
hanging upon their rear, might harass their retreat, and at 
last make an easy prey of the famished and fatigued soldiers; 
by the former plan the Portuguese would preserve a chance 
of victory, or at least secure to themselves honourable 
graves. 

Gratified with his counsel, and pleasingly surprised to 
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find don Emannel urgent for action, Sebastian gracionsly 
acknowledged that pleasure, and paving a just tribute to 
his rival's warlike talents, resolved thenceforth only to re- 
member his services. He now gave him his hand with a 
look so effulgently expressive, that de Castro's tranquil 
countenance became agitated with unexpected pleasure; he 
bent his knee to the ground, and ventured to put his lips 
respectfully to the hand that had been given him; — Sebas- 
tian suffered it to remain awhile in his grasp — then calling 
his knights to their posts, hastened out to reconnoitre and 
to marshal his troops. 

All was now animation in the Portuguese camp, dauntless 
hearts hot with religious zeal, made them eager for engage- 
ment; the king went at night from tent to tent encouraging 
his men, and rousing their emulation by proclaiming Ina 
intention of instituting a new order upon that day, should 
heaven bless his arms: to the highest distinction in this 
novel institution even the humblest soldier might aspire, 
and be enrolled in the same proud list with his commander. 
From the privates' quarters he returned to his own tent 
where assembling his officers, he imparted the magnificent 
prize destined for their reward; the crown of Fez. 

How does the outward lustre of a crown dazzle all eyes, 
and blind them to its thorny lining, ambition more potent 
even than love, sees no defect in its object, but grasps at it 
with the avidity of a soul certain of seizing beatitude; 
The nobles round king Sebastian looked at each other for 
awhile without speaking, then actuated by the same spirit, 
cast themselves at his feet in a transport of gratitude; their 
tumultuous and lavish protestations infused confidence into 
their sovereign, whose breast beat with the certainty of 
success: dismissing them soon after, he threw himself upon 
his palliass for a few hours' repose. 

To sleep was impossible; Sebastian counted the night 
watches with impatience, and just as morning broke, had 
the mortification to hear rain falling heavily upon the roof 
of his tent, he leaped up and hurried into the air. The 
dawn was now beginning to glimmer over t^? oxtensivo 
camp of the enemy, but the sky was mo^' ^ and dark; to 
commence an attack under such circu* istances would be 
.fruitless, the showers blew directly in * iie face of his army, 
and would render their cannon a^ « hai'quebusses almost 
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useless; he was therefore forced to command afluspcnsionof 
his orders. ^ 

After two hours of incessant rain the clouds dispersed, and 
the sun shone out with intense heat; the king then hastily 
roused his page, Diego of Braganza, whose childish hands 
trembled while they clasped the rivets of his master's vant- 
brace. 

" What! you tremble, my little cousin?" — said he, strok- 
ing his fair hair, and smiling more tenderly than sportively. 

^' With impatience, sire, not fear,'' — ^replied the blushing 
boy. — Sebastian gave him a hasty embrace; ^Thou hast the 
soul of a soldier! he cried, '^if I fall to-day, may thy race 
sit on the throne of Portugal.** 

^^ 1 would rather see a son of your majesty's seated there," 
answered the intrepid child — ^^^it is not my ambition to be 
a king ; but 1 wish to make myself greater than an ordin- 
ary king: — I would willingly live worthily and die nobly T 

^ Thou wilt do both, then, my brave cousin !" exclaimed 
Sebastian, ^^ brief or lengthened, thy career will be glorious, 
for that sentiment contains a life of magnanimity." 

They were now issuing from the tent : don Diego ven- 
tured to remark his king's imprudence in wearing armour 
of a colour, which being held almost sacred by the Mahome- 
tans, would sharpen their resentment, and enable them to 
take a surer note of his person. ^^ I chose it for that very 
purpose ;'' replied the monarch, ^^not to insult them, indeed, 
but to be easier distinguished by friend and foe. — Besides, 
Diego, green is the colour of hope." 

Siebastian now left his tent, and put his troops in motion. 
If the genius of Portugal could be supposed to have beheld 
them from the heights of Benzeroel, tears such as immortals 
shed, might have flowed from her eyes : the flower of hes 
nobles and of her peasantry, were now gaily marching to 
certain death. 

For the fii'st time since the foundation of their monarchy, 
the private soldiers were stimulated by the prospect of chi- 
valric honour, and their leaders by the chance of a crown : 
following their royal general both as their king and their 
benefactor, the glow of virtuous emulation was on every 
cheek and in every heaii. 

The aiiny, drawn up in three lines, now halted on the 
plain of Alcazar : de Castro and Stukeley had the gloiy of 
leading the vanguard, which consisted wholly of volunteers : 
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the Poftuguese infantiy were in the centre^ and the rear 
under don Diego de Souza; on the right wing were 
the Moorish horse of Muley Hamet, and the squadrons of 
count Vimiosa; on the left were the royal standard, the 
hanner of the cross, and the flower of the Portuguese cav- 
alry ; round these were seen the young dukes of Barcelos, 
Contiuho, and d' Aveyro, the counts Villa- real, Ridondo, and 
Norogno, the hishops of Coimbra and Porto, and lastly, the 
prior of Crato. 

Attended by hb favourite page, the king was seen with 
his beaver up, mounted on a white arabian, riding along the 
lines, and animatiog his men to the charge. His emerald- 
green armour, on which the sun now sparkled, and the 
white plume of his helmet, now lifted by rising winds, ren- 
dered him fatally conspicuous. 

Meanwhile the Moors were steadily advancing, with all 
the pomp of gaudy banners and magnificent attire : in the 
midst of a chosen band was seen the litter of their sick but 
intrepid XerifF. 

A hundred thousand armed men, approaching in the form 
of a crescent, gradually extending their wings to outstretch 
and inclose a handful of christians, made a formidable ap- 
pearance: momentarily checking his horse, Sebastian looked 
at them with some portion of that awe which a vast and 
powerful object excites, but without one throb of apprehen- 
sion, he believed himself under the immediate protection of 
an approving providence ! 

Suddenly the Moorish music began to play, and their troops 
advanced with a quicker step : the king of Portugal rode to 
the left of his little band, and placing himself before the 
royal standard, bade his lords remember that they fouglit for 
a crown. " I, for a heavenly one, and for Gonsalva !" he 
whispered to himself, hastily darting his eve athwart the 
mingled banners of the cross and of Portugal. 
. The two armies were now so near each other, that the 
Portuguese could distinctly see the XerifF assisted from his 
litter to a horse ; age and sickness had enfeebled his body, 
but Ills energetic soul was yet unimpaired. In the act of 
haranguing his men, he appeared slowly riding through the 
lines, with flowing robes and a long white beard, which c^ave 
liim a majestic air. Sebastian pitied his infirmities, and be- 
held lus grey locks with reverence ; he commanded his fol- 
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lowers to spare and to respect Molejr Moloch, shoald he fall 
into their hands, and then he ffave the sagnal for battle. 

A general discharge of artillery hegan the action : the 
Portuguese horse charged with impetuosity, their young 
king, Uke a destroying angel, leading them on : his terrible 
looks and still more terrible arm, scattered the infidels on 
every side. Stukeley and de Castro's track resembled the 
path of lightning ; for by the blue gloom of theur steely 
armour they were distinguished a£ar off, flaming through 
the dark ranks of the enemy. 

. The Moors assaulted with all the fury of religions hate, 
and all the fire of chivalry, gave way in every direction ; 
their nobles fell in heaps under the arrows, the swords, and 
the artillery of the christians : frantic with despair, Muley 
Moloch exerted the remaining spark of life in an attempt to 
rally them; he spurred his horse, and brandishing a massy 
scimitar, aimed a blow at don Antonio of Crato : that effort 
was his last ; he fell dead upon the field. 

His body-guard with difficulty rescued their masters 
corpse from the Portuguese, and conveyed it to the litter, 
where his death was concealed from the army ; but the 
hoisting of a particular pendent over the litter by one of his 
ministers, who had secretly corresponded with the Xeriff 
Hamet, gave the signal so long waited for by that perfidious 
wretch. He had hitherto hung back in the action ; now, he 
ordered his troops to turn their arms upon their allies. 

At this command, the left wing of the Moorish horse 
wheeled round and took the christians in flank ; a dreadful 
carnage ensued : the brave Portuguese amazed, bewildered, 
not knowing who were or were not their enemies, fought m 
darkness; even their German and Cestilian auxiliaries 
shared the fate of the treacherous infidels, for they now dealt 
the strokes of death without discrimination : the presence of 
their king all hacked and bleeding, only increased their con- 
stemation. 

At this critical juncture, Stukeley appeared ; waving his 
fiery sword as a call for them to rally, and aim at conquest 
still, he broke through the squadrons of Muley Hamet like 
some tremendous comet that traverses the wilds of ether, 
scattering terror and dismay over nations. He rushed to- 
wards the traitor : Hamet read destruction in the deadly 
. eyes of the Englishman, and took toflight; Stukeley followed; 
his indignant threats sounded through the field: gaining 
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upon the XeriiF, he was aiming a mortal blow at him, when 
the affrighted wretch threw himself into a rivulet that crossed 
their path, and borne down by the weight of his robes and 
armour, perished ingloriously. Stukeley looked at him for 
a moment with scornful disappointment, then turned towards 
the fight. 

But he was now surrounded by a host of assailants : their 
merciless weapons fell on his head, his shoulders, his 
limbs ; he turned from side to side, alternately parrying and 
receiving wounds. Fighting his way to a ruinea watch- 
tower, he placed his back against it, and defended himself 
with determined intrepidity; till at length, bleeding at 
every pore, and exhausted with exertion, his resistance be- 
came fainter and fainter. He staggered and sunk down. 
The dying hero cast his eyes around as if in search of his 
friend, the next moment they closed for ever. Thus fell 
the^gallant sir Thomas Stukeley, in the bloom of manhood, 
in a foreign land. 

Meanwhile don Sebastian was attempting to regain the 
advantage of the day : a short contest convinc&i him that it 
was no longer for victory, but for safety, they must ^ght ; 
of al] his troops there remained only a remnant, but he 
bravely resolved rather to die than to desert them. 

Antonio and the dukes of Barcelos and Aveyro, were taken 
prisoners ; dc Castro was sinking under many wounds : the 
King himself was disabled in one shoulder by a musket shot, 
and was besides smarting with sword-cuts : two horses had 
already been killed under him, and after fighting some time 
on foot^ one of his officers had now mounted him on a third. 

Again, he charged the enemy with a few gallant troops ; 
again his powerful arm scattered the Moors like dust before 
a flighty wind. Streaming with blood, de Castro followed 
his glorious path. That faithful noble, who had appeared 
throughout the whole of the battle, to think only of his 
sovereign's honour, his sovereign's safety, now interposed his 
body between him and destruction : the battle-axe of an 
infidel was raised to fall on the unarmed head of Sebastian, 
when don Emanuel rushed forward, and sprung on the 
Moor ; dashinj? down his lifted weapon, he grasped his body 
and grappled with him till they both' fell : Sebastian threw 
himself off his horse, and valiantly defendedrhim ; but the 
Moors pouring in at every side, like so many torrents, forci- 
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blv swept the biare Mends asunder, and de Castro was 
taKen.. 

The fight now turned into a slaughter : the Germans and 
Castilians were all cut in pieces, the knights and nobles lay 
in heaps over the plain, and among the vast army of Moors 
but a solitary Portuguese was here and there to be seen 
vainly combating for life. 

Betreating towards the river, allured by a distant figure 
like sir Thomas Stukeley's, Sebastian met his 8tan£ird- 
bearer with the colours wrapped round his body ; animated 
with the remembrance of donna Gonsalva, the king ex- 
claimed, *^ Brave Brito ! let us die upon these." 

Scarcely had he spoken, when a body of infidels rushed 
tumultuously towaras them; Sebastian fought with the 
desperation of love ; de Brito and the colours were taken 
and retaken repeatedly; but alas ! the strength of the for- 
mer was exhausted, and his single arm could no longer 
encircle a faithful servant with protection. De Brito more 
solicitous to save his king than to obey him, contested at 
last but fiuntly, and suffered himself to be surrounded. 

The Moors, clamorous in disputing the honour of having 
gained the royal standard, hurried off tKeir prisoner regard- 
less of a solitary individual covered with dust and blood, 
evidently on the point of sinking amongst the slain. 

Fortunately for Sebastian, these accidental circumstances, 
together with the loss of his coroneted helmet and his 
horse, concealed him from suspicion : he remained standing 
where they had left him, supporting himself with difficulty 
upon the fragment of his sword. His strength now ebbed 
apace : the blood pouring from a large cut on his head, and 
oozing through tne scarf with which his arm was bound, 
sickened and enfeebled him ; his very thoughts pai*took of 
the niortal languor creeping over all nis senses : a confusion 
of images, of Gonsalva, of Stukeley, of his page Dieeo. swam 
through his brain; he staggered a few paces, feli, and 
breathed no more. 
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CHAP. IV. 

After the battle of Alcazar, there remained but fifty of the 
Portugaese troops alive in Africa; most of these were prison** 
era to the Moors, and the remainder gaining with difficulty 
the christian fortresses, at length escaped homewards* The 
Moors in return lost above one-fifth of their gigantic army, 
but the pillage of the christian camp, filled with all the 
riches of the east and west, amply atoned, in their opinion^ 
for such a loss. 

This memorable battle lasted from morning till long after 
mid-day, and the sacking of the field of fight continued 
till the next morning s dawn. 

While the infidels were thus employed, a benevolent der- 
vise, whose piety was his authority and his protection, came 
to seek for such christians as might yet remain capable of 
receiving assistance: on the bankof tne Lucos among a heap 
of tall lentiscos, he caught a gleam of light as if the moon- 
beams fell upon .arms; the dervise stooped, and pushing 
away the shrubs, applied his lanthom to the object. It was 
the figure of a young man in armour, which bore marks 
of heavy and repeated blows; over his forehead curled a 
profusion of hair steeped in blood, the white and polished 
brow was trenched with a gaping wound, and the counten* 
ance lovely in death, was yet embellished by a look of 
youthful sweetness which melted the good Mahometans 
heart; he knelt by the body, and gently raising it, dropped 
balsam upon the wounds, he then poured a cordial into the 
lips. 

Presently he thought the brows were contracted with re- 
turning sensation, animated by this, he cautiously unfasten- 
ed the knight's cuirass, and opened the silk shM beneath 
it, under this he saw the picture of a woman, which carefully 
putting aside, he exclaimed, '' Alas ! poor youth, here is one 
doubtless that will sorely lament theel" As he spoke he 
gently rubbed an aromatic liquid upon the christians chest; 
the experiment succeeded, by degrees the motion of the 
heart was apparent — it increased — the body began to glow 
^-and at last the stranger visibly breathed. 

Many minutes elapsed ere the benevolent mussulman 
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saw the object of his anxiety unclofie his eyes; when he did 
80, he knew not that in succouring a desolate stranger, he 
was bringing back to life the king of Portugal, that foe to 
Mahomet. 

Sebastian felt as if in a dream, but the last feeling to 
which he had been conscious when he fell, was now the 
first he was sensible of: he thought himself still pressing to- 
wards the river in search of Stukeley, and impressed yrith 
that idea, uttered his name, and made an effort to rise. Too 
feeble for exertion of any kind, he fell back upon the breast 
of the dervise, who in bad Portuguese assured him that he 
was in safety. 

The unfortunate monarch bowed his head with a mourn- 
ful smile of bitter recollection without speaking. Mean- 
while a servant attending the dervise, formed a litter of 
oak-branches, covering it with some of these soft high 
grasses, which grew abundantly throughout Barbaiy, and 
placing Sebastian upon it, assisted his master in bearing him 
to their dwelling. 

This was a retired cave, formed by nature s hand in a rock 
almost wholly over-grown with flowering shrubs, the en- 
trance was shaded by lofty sycamores, and above it was 
heard the cooling sound of waters issuing from numerous 
springs. 

Tranquillity, the tranquillity of perfect solitude sur- 
rounded this habitation ; Sebastian found himself conveyed 
through one rocky apartment, into an interior cell where 
he was laid upon a mattress, and having some weak cordial 
given to him, left to repose: his enfeebled powers overcome 
with this simple nourishment, soon sunk into the Jl>lessed 
oblivion of sleep. 

The dervise now and then came to watch his slumbers, 
but staid not to disturb them : whenever his patient awaked^ 
he administered to him small portions of Tourkia bread 
melted in wine, which was easily swallowed thus dissolved 
and gently replacing his head upon the cushion of the mat- 
tress, watched to see him sink again into his medicinal 
slumber. 

The sun was at its meridian height the next day, when 
the king of Portugal fully awoke : the good mussulman sat 
by his bednside. ^^ How dost thou feel, my son T he asked 
with an air of compassion. 

Sebastian drew a sigh from the very depths of his heart: 
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" As one," he said, after a long pause ; " as one deprived of 
all that makes life precious. Tell me, father, what have 
become of the christians ? I have yet one Portaguese in 
Africa?" 

'* Alas, my son T replied the dervise, "they are all slain or 
taken captives ; but the great Muley Moloch is fallen — ^the 
XerifFs who fought against him are also dead ; and now his 
brother reigns in Morocco/' 

Sebastian answered by a heavy groan, and threw him- 
self back upon his mattress : the slaughter of his people 
pierced him with unutterable grief ; though the conscious- 
ness of pious motives, and the certainty that treachery alone 
had produced defeat, served to reconcile him to himself. 

Oppressed with apprehensions for the fate of Stukeley, 
and overcome with the remembrance of many of his follow- 
ers whom he had loved, and had seen fall, the unhappy king 
uttered such deep and doleful groans, that the dervise be- 
lieving him concerned at the prospect of slavery, bade him 
be of good cheer, and rest assured that he was still free. 

^' You are not fallen into the hands of a muster, but of a 
friend,'' said the aged man, '^ I will but detain you, sir 
knight, till I have healed your wounds, and then, with the 
blessing of our holy propnet, we will journey together to 
the castle of Tangier: it will not be the firat time that 
Abensallah has conducted an unhappy christian to his 
countrymen." 

" And art thou a Mahometan T exclaimed Sebastian, half 
raising himself with surprise, ^^ how is it that thou bi^eath- 
est the very spirit of our benevolent £suth T 

^^ Th§ same God which spake through the lips of thy Sidie 
Messika" replied the dervise, ^' inspires the hearts of all good 
men: besides, we venerate thy prophet's moral laws, though 
Mahomet, a greater prophet than he, arose to outshine his 
brightness, as he had before outshone that of Moses, We 
are not so unlike in our faith, young soldier, but we might 
Uve in brotherhood on the earth. Would to Ood ! that thy 
king, Sebastian,, had studied his prophet's laws more, and 
his spiritual superior's less !" 

^' Hold, Moor !" cried the king, ^' I must not hear you im- 
peach the authority of the representative of St Peter." 

" Ah, ray son !" returned the old man, shaking his grey 
locks, ^' dost thou not remember, that when this Peter struck 
off the ear of Malchus, though in defence of his lord's sacred 
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person, thy prophet rehuked his zeal, hidding him put up 
the sword. How, ihen, dare the pontiff of Kome turn his 
sheep-hook into a weapon of offence V 

Struck with the force of this remark, which he was not 
prepared to answer, and disdaining to parry it, by retorting 
the bloody intolerance of Mahometanism, Sebastian was 
silent. 

The dervise continued : " But let us not talk of our dif- 
ferent creeds at this period ; thou art sick and weak, and I 
should think of thy suffering body." 

The good' man then dressed his companion's wounds 
afresh, and spread before him palm leaves tilled with fruit, 
together with a cordial drink and some Pharouk bread : by 
moderately partaking of these, the king was so refreshed, 
that he found himself able to rise, and walk up and down 
the cell. As he walked, he conversed courteously with 
Abensallah, though his discourse was mingled with many 
sighs, and he frequently lost himself in other thoughts. 

The dervise noted his dejected looks with benevolent 
curiosity : ^^ Thou hast lost, I fear, some dear kihsman in 
this fatal battle — ^some brother, or father, perhaps; and 
thy young heart not yet inured to sorrow.* — 

" 0, dervise !'* exclaimed Sebastian, bursting into an agony 
of grief, " every living soul in the christian army were to 
me like fathers and brothers. My countrymen, my brave 
countrymen ! when you marched on so gallantly, could I 
have foreseen that I was leading you to ,** he stopped, 
then suddenly actuated by one of his rash impulses, abrupt- 
ly added — " Abensallah, you see before you Sebastian of 
Portugal.'* 

The dervise . prostrated himself at his feet, " Young mo- 
narch, I bow to the Lord's anointed! thy misfortunes are thy 
sc^curity. Let the conduct of Abensallah teach thee here- 
after to believe that there may be charity among mussul- 
men.'* 

Inexpressibly affected, the king motioned for him to rise, 
" Abensallah,*' he said, squeezing his hand between both 
his, '^ Africa has already taught me a lesson 1 shall' never 
forget : but I did not wage war against your prince from a 
false notion that he ruled over miscreants. 1 was actuated 
by zeal for that religion which, by limiting the prerogative 
of kings and the obedience of subjects, bestows equal blessings 
upon both. I would have conquered Africa, to have freed 
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her people from tyrannical rulers and tyrannical errors, to 
have afforded them opportunities of understanding our holy 
faith ; not to have established a new despotism, and swayed 
with the iron mace of persecution — ^these ardent hopes are 
over ; you see me here a fugitive, hut with God s leave a 
king still.** 

As Sebastian spoke the last words, a noble imperiousness 
sat on his youthful brow, his heart swelled with it, but 
quickly sunk again at recollection of his companions in 
arms. 

Anxious to learn the fate of Stukeley, he besought the 
dervise to assist him in ascertaining whether he were dead 
or captive ; by searching the field of battle he hoped to ar- 
rive at some certainty. Abensallah in vain remonstrated 
against this hazardous enterprise, but no arguments availed 
with the still imprudent Sebastian ; he was therefore reluc- 
tantly induced to propose their going on the night of the 
ensuing day, when all the Moors would be engaged in the 
celebration of one of their feasts, and the Portuguese mo- 
narch might perhaps pass unnoticed in the dress of a ser- 
vant. 

During the remainder of the day, Sebastian carefully 
attended to all the prescriptions of the dervise, he went soon 
to rest, and at break of day rose to breathe the air in s^ety 
at the mouth of the cave. 

But two short days before, how different had the king of 
Portugal beheld morning dawn 1 — then at the head of a 
gallant army, surrounded by zealous friends, strong in 
youth, health, and hope : now a solitary fugitive, like some 
desolate wretch escaped from shipwreck or an earthquake, 
sunk in despondency, and reduced to infantine feebleness. 

As the light spread over the distant plain of Alcazar, and 
the grey mists rose from the stream of the Lucos, he could 
not refrain from shedding some tears, they were sacred to 
the sorrows of all who had lost triends on that luckless 
field : his softened heart then tuiiied fondly to the image 
of Gonsalva, a treasure which yet remained to comfort him 
under affliction. Its heavenly 'beauty^ the dewy smile 
which sat upon the lips, the tearful tenderness of the eyes 
to which a skilful painter had given all the effect of sadness, 
renovated his fainting spirit ; he kissed it repeatedly, ex- 
claiming, " At sight of thee, will not all this be forgotten V 

The appearance of the dervise checked this lover-like 
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w^kncsa^ he concealed his picture and advanced to meet 
him. 

They proceeded together along a narrow valley, formed 
By the rocks near the cavern, where frequently restiag 
awhile, they breathed the refreshing air of the ttees, and 
gently returned homeward. 

Whenever Abensallah and his servant went to their de- 
votions in the mosque of a neighbouring village, he fastened 
the entrance of his dwelling, to prevent the intrusion of ill- 
intentioned persons : he now left his christian guest, with 
many entreaties that he would recruit his strength with 
frequent nourishment, and continue to inhale the fumes oi 
tauz argent, a fragrant weed which in those days was 
esteemed when burned, sovereign for inward weakness. 

Left a whole day alone, the king had leisure to revolve 
over the extraordinary revolution of his fate : the upright- 
ness of his intentions, for it must be remembered that he 
measured his conduct by the rules of the church of Rome, 
seemed to warrant him in believing that had not the treach- 
ery of Hamet interposed, his arms must have been success- 
ful, and half Africa rescued from its tyrants : he did not 
therefore account himself suffering under the wrath of 
heaven, confident of whose favour he was again ready 'to 
risk his crown and his life if required. The kindness of 
the dervise appeared little less than a miracle worked for 
his preservation, and he fondly trusted therefore, that his 
present misfortunes were but passing trials. 

Of the possibility of being betrayed by Abensallah he 
.never once thought, convinced that the man who has per- 
• formed one act of solid benevolence is incapable of being 
tempted by any reward to an act of baseness. 

As returning strength and calmer reflection continued to 
banish the gloomy impressions under which he had first 
entered Abensallah's cave, his spirit rose with his hopes; 
he felt as if he could hazard unheard of perils for the sake 
of regaining Poi'tugal, and ransoming his captive soldiers 
Fain would the sanguine monarch have persuaded himsel* 
that most of his troops had escaped t6 the sea-coast ; but 
amongst these he could not hope to find Stukeley.-r-Stuke- 
ley, who had sworn to follow him either into slavery or 
death !— 

" And my poor little cousin T he exclaimed aloud, " What 
is become of him ? — Ah noble boy, thou hast gained thjr 
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wish perhaps .—yet surely these barbarians would not kill 
a child !"— ne sighed profoundly as he spoke, for his heayy 
heart denied the confidence of his words. 

Racked with fearful impatience to him the day seemed 
insufferably long ; his devotions were merely short ejacula- 
tions breathed over a plain cross of the order of Christus, 
which he had worn under his cuirass, yet never at the foot 
of the golden crucifix in the church of his ancestors, and 
surrounded by all the religious in Portugal, had he prayed 
Mfith such warmth or sincerity. 

Abensallah did not appear to interrupt his meditations, 
till niffht was begun ; cautiously entering, he crossed the 
first chamber and advancing to the interior cell, saw with 
satisfaction that his guest was safe. ^ Alia be praised !" he 
exclaimed, ^' I had fears for thee, my son ; for the robbers 
of the mountains sometimes plunder even the dwellings of 
poor solitaries — We may now venture forth ; every one is 
enjoying the last hours of their feast, and we are sure to 
pass unseen." 

Sebastian gratefully thanked him, and taking off the 
coarse vest and cloak with which the dervise had replaced 
his uneasy coat of mail, exchanged them for the still meaner 
attire of Ismael the servant. At the mouth of the valley he 
saw a mule tied to a tree, which Abensallah had provided 
for him to ride ; this humane attention touched the king; 
he was indeed ill able to walk far, but it cost him an effort 
to accept such accommodation, when the venerable man had 
no other support than his staff. 

It may iruly be said, that at the period which brought 
him to the knowledge of Abensallah, Sebastian first tasted 
the sweet bitterness of obligation. — Gratitude is a sentiment 
unknown to kings ; for having all things in their power, 
they learn to believe that they have a right to command 
all things. Sebaatian now stripped of that power, began to 
feel the original equality of man, and found his heart 
warmed by a perception of pure benevolence, hitherjto un« 
known ; from this perception flowed nobler notions of human 
nature in general, whicn made him welcome his new emo- 
tion of gratitude, not only as honourable but delightful. 

The moon shone cloudless above the rocks and rivuleta 
which lay between the cave and Alcazar ; brightening the topa 
of the high palms, while the ground beneath their branches 
was thrown into deep shadow. Some foilresses, visible firom 
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.afaT) gave an air of warlike severity to the scene. Sebas- 
tian proceeded in silence, for his thoughts were now busied 
with mournful anticipations: Abensallah spoke not, and 
nothing disturbed the univei'sal stillness but remote bursts 
of rejoicing from the Moorish villages. 

As they moved among steep and thickly-wooded hills, a 
new and horrid sound made the king pause, and look en- 
quiringly at the dervise : '^ That comes from amidst the 
imburied slain/* Abensallah falteringly observed — ^^It is 
the howling of hyenas and tigers." While speaking he 
took a small harquebuss from under his garment, and pre- 
pared to load it. i 

For. thefirst time in his life Sebastian's cheek was complete- 
ly bl^iched and his nerves shaken ; the ghastly image those 
words had raised, momentarily unmanned him, but recov- 
ering by a violent efiPort, he quickened the pace of his mule, 
and came direct upon the plain of Alcazar. 

The moon shining above the arms and armour of the dead, 
covered them with a sheet of light: Sebastian hastily put his 
hand to his eyes, and remained a few moments without 
courage to look again ; but at the explosion of Abensallah's 
harquebuss, he raised his head and beheld the beasts of prey 
which that sound had alarmed, hurrying away, with back- 
ward glare from their honid banquet. 

The dervise s harquebuss was reloaded and again fired, 
till every savage animal had disappeared ; he then assbted 
his shuddering companion to dismount, and having fastened 
the mule to a tree, supported him across the plain. 

Their steps were soon impeded by scattered groups of 
horses and riders, that had evidently perished in flight: 
these groups become more frequent, till at length the ground 
was no where visible. 

As Sebastian knelt down among these perishing bodies, 
his senses were nearly overcome with their noisome exhal- 
ations and ghastly appearance : some of them were half de- 
voured by the wolves, and every trace of the dwine image 
jfearfully effaced: except by their shields and the caparisons 
of their horses, he could not have known his most intimate 
associates. 

Grief and horror become now too strong for outward ex- 
pression; Sebastian neithei* spoke nor sighed, but moved 
from heap to heap with fixed eyes and a wan cheek: some- 
times he forgot his errand, and remained gazing on a con* 
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fusion of bodies, banners, and arms, till the voice of the; 
dervise recalled him. " This is a lesson for kings !" — said 
Abensallah; — Sebastian shuddered, and at that moment 
felt as if his single hand had murdered every victim before 
him : his countenance expressed this sentiment so strongly, 
that the dervise sought to change the current of his feelings 
^y suggesting, that his friend might have escaped, since they 
had not y^i found his corpse. — Revived by this suggestion, 
the unfortunate monarch rallied his scattered spirits and 
proceeded in his painful task. 

Advancing a little onward, he stumbled against the ven- 
erable bodies of the bishops of Coimbra and Porto, lying 
together, embracing the staff of a standard, which had be- 
longed to the holy banner: a few paces bevond these, among 
a heap of swarthy Moors, 

** Like some white pnppy sank npon the plain. 
Whose heavy head wm overcharged with rain,** 

lay his page, Diego. The noble boy had been killed at the 
moment his master's arabian was shot, and now lay stretch- 
ed out beneath it. 

At this piteous sight Sebastian's heart was wnmg with an 
excess of regret ; he burst vehemently into tears, and bend- 
ing to the fair body as he raised it, repeatedly kissed the 
half-closed eyes : their conversation on the morning of the 
battle was present to him again. — Vain prophecy ! here was 
its fulfilment ! — 

Overcome with this recollection, and with the thought 
of Diego's parents, Sebastian staggered as he arose, and was 
forced to catch at the dervise for support ; another shock 
awaited him ; his eye fell on the mangled body of count 
Yimiosa : his limbs now shook violently and the idea of 
donna Gonsalvas grief displaced every other image. 
Shocked by his looks, the dervise caught his arm and hur- 
ried him away. 

Insensible to any outward sensation, the king suffered 
himself to be led along, till suddenly starting from his 
stupor, he found that they were many paces from the slain. 

Abensallah would not hear of returning, ^^We must 
pass three nights there instead of one," said he, " before we 
can examine half that woeful field. — Let us return then, 
my son, trusting that the same merciful providence which 
succoured thee, has preserved thy friend. Sorrow and fa- 
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tigfue orercome thee — ^lean on my shouldeiv-if we can but 
reach yonder tower, its walls will shelter us." 

Without answering, Sebastian turned his head back and 
fixed an earnest look upon the wide scene of slaughter be- 
hind them : fire kindlea on his cheek, and in his eyes : — ^it 
suddenly blazed out. — '* Accursed beyond hope of mercy," 
he cried, *'*' is the soul of him whose treachery caused all 
these to perish ! from this plain their blood wUl cry aloud 
for vengeance, even at the last dreadful day !" 

Exhausted with this momentary transport, the enfeebled 
monarch suffered his head to fall against the shoulder of 
Abensallah, who seized the opportunity of drawing him to- 
wards a resting place. The watch-tower in ruins, and 
shaded by high cypress trees, stood dark and noiseless ; as 
they approached it, the sound of their steps alarmed some 
goats that had lain dotvn there, and they bounded away; in 
their flight they rolled along a broken helmet, which Se- 
bastian immediately recognised; breaking from Abensallah, 
he flew to an object under the tower, and beheld the corpse 
of Stukeley — Throwing himself on the body and clasping 
it in his arms, he exdauned, '' O gallant Stukeley, and art 
thou too fallen !" 

The accidental circumstance of having perished alone, 
removed from the contagion of other bodies, and sheltered 
from hot winds by the tower and the trees, had preserved 
the chivalric Englishman from any change; his features 
were indeed paler than when in life, but tlie same character 
of wild sublimity was impressed on them. It seemed as if 
the soul, in quitting its mortal habitation, had left there the 
eternal unpress of its own greatness. 

The armour of Stukeley was completely rusted with 
blood, by his side lay a lance shivered to pieces, and his 
hand still grasped a broken battle-axe. 

Abensallah lifted up the helmet his companion had drop- 
ped, and saw that it was beat in upon the top, as if with re- 
peated blows of a mace; he gently replaced it on the ground. 

Meanwhile Sebastian hung over the remains of his friend 
in an agony of blasted hopes, bitter retrospections, and un- 
availing regrets; it was long ere he could command this 
tide of griei\ but recovering by degrees, he rose with a calmer 
air, and besought the dervise to lend his aid in committing 
the honoured clay to eai-th. 
. Without hesitation the cliaritable Mahometan consented 
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to carry the slaughtered warrior to his ovna. dwelling,' and 
there see him peacefully buried. 

"Moor!" exclaimed the young king, with passionate 
^atitude, " Should I live to regain my kingdom, and with 
it my African possessions, your countrymen will owe to you 
blessings and privileges hitherto unknown." 

Abensallah called on Allah to witness this promise, then 
hastened away to bring the mule. 

When Sebastian was left alone, he threw himself along 
the ground by Stukeley s body, and remained stedfastly 
looking on it; the well-known tace^ the still ruin, the melan- 
choly midnight, and the destructive plain before him, 
together with a mournful sound of a neighbouring rivulet, 
deepened the desolate sadness of that moment; he fastened 
his lips on the chilling hand of his unconscious friend, 
while the hollow echo of his own sighs rung through the 
neighbouring chambers. 

Abensallah found him in the same mournful attitude. 
Having assisted each other in placing Stukeley s corpse on 
the mule, they proceeded slowly, by a longer though less 
toilsome way than they had come, to the rocks. 

When they reached the cave, Sebastian was so sick from 
the fretting of his wounds, that he could with difiiculty 
gain its entrance; Ismael met them, and lifted their lament- 
ed burden into the second chamber. There the king 
watched it for the remaining hours, while Ismael and the 
dervise were digging the last bed of the hero. 

Two hours after day light the grave was finished. Stuke- 
ley was buried with his sword and spurs, as the peculiar 
badges of knighthood, which was supposed swift to succour 
and strong to avenge; his body waS wrapped in a coarse 
shroud of Moorish cloth, but his head was uncovered; the 
thick glossy hair gave beauty still to the now marble fea- 
tures: — Sebasjtian thought of the time when he had hoped 
to have decorated that majestic head with a crown. 

When the grave was closed, he placed upon it a rude 
cross of wood which he had shaped during the night, and 
kneeling down by it pronounced a prayer for the gallant 
soul. Abensallah and Ismael moved away. 

Rising from his knees, the young king attentively survey- 
ed the place, that he might remember it at a future day, 
it was particularised by a few marks not easily forgotten; 
the place itself waaa narrow recess turning out of the valley. 
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it was half encircled by perpendicular heights of stupendous 
steepness,, the sides of which were only clothed with mosses, 
and ol their feet flowed an inconsiderable rivulet, towards 
che lower end grew ^ cluster of locust trees, between which 
md the mountain rose Stukeley's grave. So concealed, it 
was not likely that any human eye would ever discover or 
disturb the sacred cross. 

Somewhat soothed by this thought, and the consciousness 
of having performed the last duties to a faithful friend, Se- 
bastian rejoined the dervise with less emotion. ^^ We must 
now dismiss painful recollections," said the worthy Abensal- 
lab, '^ let us think of nothing, my son, but your perfect re- 
covery, and your safe conveyance, from Africa." 

^''Ah father!'' exclaimed Sebastian, ^^you speak like a 
man without hopes and without regrets. Your holy life, 
exempt from particular affections or selfish wishes, places 
you beyond thejreach of that grief which renders it impossi- 
ble for me t6 dismiss painful recollections." 

^^i am not therefore free from sorrow," replied the der- 
vise, ^' heedless youth! 1 do mourn — but it is for human 
nature in general; alas, I mourn more for its frailties than 
for its miseries." 

" True — true — " repeated Sebastian, smiting his breast—. 
^'you say right, Abensallah; had we no errors we should 
have but few sufferings." 

Our dervise, more solicitous to impress humane senti- 
ments than eager to propagate peculiar tenets, seized this 
opportunity of discoursing with much wisdom upon the du- 
ties of a sovereign : his companion listened with attention 
and replied with frankness. 

He detailed with simplicity some of his own plans for 
diffosing comfort in more equal proportions through all 
ranks of his subjects, and noted the salutary reforms already 
made by him in the Portuguese government ; he described 
the liberal mode in whjqh he had intended to conduct his 
African conquests, mixing these details with so many just 
and noble observations, that Abensallah could not help 
lamenting the battle of Alcazar. 

To have lived under the rule of a king, though christian, 
who would have ameliorated the Moors' condition by paren- 
tal core, and sought to win them into schools and churches, 
without prohibiting their mosques, appeared an object of 
desire, when compared with the grinding tyranny of their 
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natiye Xeriffs, and the brutish ignorance to i^hich theit 
laws condemned them. 

Abensallah continued to hear his royal guest with that 
complacent pleasure with which virtuous old age 'perceives 
generous principles in youth : but he had lived long enough 
in the world to 'know that youth does not always act in 
conformity with its principles, nay, that its most amiable 
qualities may be wrought by interested persons into a foun- 
dation for the opposite vices. So blindly devoted to the* 
infallibility of papal authority, and so abhorrent of any 
religion which disputed it, Abensallah rightly doubted 
whether Sebastian, in the event of complete success, would 
have persevered in his system of moderation : intolerant 
persecution might have been easily brought to be£tr the 
aspect of religious' duty, and that commanded or recom- 
mended by a spiritual superior, would soon have swept 
away every barrier opposed by a character naturally candid- 
Such reflections as these, by teaching the dervise to con- 
sider his companion's misfortunes as a necessary discipline, 
silenced any further regret ; yet Sebastian's sweet and ani- 
mated manner had so won upon his affections, that he could 
not help exclaiming, " I shall be loth to part with thee, my 
son ; but we shall meet again in paradise." i 

Touched by such kindness, the king pressed Abensallah 
to accompany him into Portugal, adding to many arguments 
the entreaties and promises of a grateful spirit, conscious 
of possessing in his own dominions the means of fulfilling 
them all. 

" Did I live only for myself," answered the dervise, " I 
should perhaps gladly leave a land where I see nothing hni 
misery, but the more miserable it is, the more I am called 
upon to remain. My holy profession, and the peaceful life 
I lead, gives me frequent opportunities of assisting captives 
to escape, or of conveying intelligence from them to the 
christian fortresses ; if the old roan of the rocks were gone, 
what would become of these poor strangers? — Added to this, 
I am frequently able to terminate the bloody feuds of my 
countr^Tnen — ^fo restore harmony amongst brethren, and 
bring back rebellious children to their parents ; these are 
my treasures, king ! which would be poorly exchanged 
for all your benefits. I shall however bless you daily ; 
and I will preserve from injury the grave of your departed 
friend." 
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At this meution of Stukeley, clouds gathered over the 
face of Sebastian ; making an effort to dispel them, he has- 
tily uttered some grateful expressions, ana then discoursed 
upon the means of discovering such of his subjects as might 
hare survived the battle. 

Abensallah promised to make diligent search for such 
captives, and to use all his influence for their release. 

Sebastian squeezed his hand, exclaiming with generous 
warmth, ^^ Slacken not your exertions, Abensallah, for the 
meanest of my people ; I stand indebted to every man whom 
I brought from Portugal for his liberty. If I part with the 
whole of my revenue, pawn the jewels of my crown, make 
myself a debtor to half the monarchs in Christendom, and 
after all become a beggar throughout my own domini9n8 for 
contributions and gi&, I vnll do it to ransom these gallant 
sufferers. Should I reach Lisbon, my first step will be to 
raise money and send it over to the governor of Tangier ; 
from his hands you will then receive whatever sums may 
be needful." 

'*• And should I, in my inquiry, find christians of other 
nations, perhaps aged men bowed down with sorrow and 
toil, languishing to die in their native land — " 

^' Ransom them — transom them !" interrupted Sebastian, 
tears glistering in his eyes, ^' first restore liberty to my 
Portuguese, for remember, freedom is a debt I owe them — 
then take all the superflux, and purchase with it happiness 
for others. There are two noble Portuguese, Abensallah, 
whom I pray you to search for with a fathers anxiety: one 
is my dearly loved cousin, the prior of Crato, the other don 
Emanuel de Castro ; he saved my life at Alcazar. When 
you find these, show them this ring, and say that he who 
gave it you is alive, and then I hope in Portugal." 

*•*• How shall I know these gallant gentlemen r asked the 
dervise. '' You may know don Emanuel de Castro," replied 
Sebastian, '' from all the world : though you should behold 
him in the vilest habit and employment, yet will such an 
air of nobleness shine through them, that you cannot help 
discoveiing in him an extraordinary man. l^e is of larger 
proportions than I, his visage oval and full of thought, nis 
complexion dark oUve, his eyes dark grey, somewhat me- 
lancholy but very sweet ; on his left hand he has a deep 
scar, got in the wars of India 

The prior of Crato is of a different mould : though some 

o 
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years older than de Castro, he has preserved almost the 
roundness and floridness of boyhood ; his fair curling hau*, 
light blue eyes, and jovial manner, will soon point him out ; 
he will rejoice to see this ring ! — and so will de Castro," 
added the king after a pause, ^^ as it is a token of my safety, 
he will rejoice, though it was a gift of Gonsalva's/ 

" 'Tis a fanciful ring for a warrior," observed the dervise, 
curiously eying the bauble^ which after the gaudy fashion 
of those times was formed by various precious stones into a 
miniature garland of flowers. 

^' Oh father !" exclaimed Sebastian, passionately fixing 
his eyes on it also, '^ that ring was given me by the 
* loveliest and most beloved of women. — I have no other 
token to send to my Mends, or I would not part with that 
— it must serve too, as a pledge for the governor of Tangier 
she who gave it knows 1 would have defended it with my 
life, and therefore would not resign it but for the sake of 
fulfilling a duty." 

Hurried away in thought to the beautiful creature whom 
this incident recalled, Sebastian forgot every thing else and 
sunk into silence ; he dwelt with tender delight upon the 
unequivocal proof she had given him of her attachment, 
which bestowed and avowed ere she could suspect his royal 
station, carried with them the charm of disinterestedness. 
He then reproached himself for those fantastic jealousies to 
which he had sometimes given way, when he saw her danc- 
ing with another, and confessed now, that her apparent in- 
sensibility at times, had arisen only from a little female 
coquetry, delighting in power, and willing to prove its ex- 
tent. 

Thus satisfied with her affection, he felt no apprehension 
of being coldly received because he returned not a conqueror; 
the Moors themselves attested his gallant conduct in the 
field, and the brilliant success of their onset had shown, that 
but for the perfidy of Hamet the day would have been won 
by the christians. — What then had he to fear? perhaps given 
up as lost, he would return to revive his Gonsalva s widowed 
heart ; she would love him the more for his dangers and 
distresses, and that delicate pride which had stifled the ex- 
pressions of tenderness to a powerful, splendid monarch, 
would impel her to the same monarch become poor and 
unfortunate. 

Observing his guest absorbed in reflections, which from 
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the expression of his countenance did not appear unpleasant, 
the worthy Abensallah gently removed into his outer cham- 
ber, for the purpose of giving audience to some distressed 
people who came to implore his counsel. — Meanwhile Se- 
bastian remained leaning on his rude couch, his ideas wan- 
dering from late sorrow over the. enchanted ground of the 
more distant past, till gently wearied, thought glided into 
dreams, and dreams at last ended in long and profound sleep. 

The wounds of Sebastian and his consequent feebleness 
now daily disappeared, and Abensallah was therefore ena- 
bled to make longer excursions from the cave for the sake 
of gaining information for his guest : his habitation, always 
considered sacred, was not likely to excite 'suspicion as a 
Christian s hiding place ; and even if it did so, the inner 
apartment was a secure retreat, being so contrived as to 
deceive the most prying observer.^lsmael's fidelity had been 
too often tried in similar circumstances to be doubted now, 
so that Abensallah left him without apprehension to attend 
Sebastian ; whom^ however, he knew only as a Portuguese 
knight. 

On the good dervise's return from Alcazar-quiver, he 
brought strange intelligence. — After the fatal battle, Hamet 
Abdulcrim, the new emperor, had strictly enquired for the 
king of Portugal ; he was told that he had fallen ; this asser- 
tion having been made by don Nugno de Mascarenhas, the 
king s chief equeny, he was sent to the field in order that 
he might produce a proof of his veracity by finding the king s 
body. 

In the place he described was indeed found a ooipse in 
green armour, much maimed and disfigured: the Portu- 
guese who saw it, confessed it to be that of their sovereign, 
and therefore assured Hamet Abdulcrim that any farther 
search for Sebastian alive, was useless. Information of his 
nephew's death was now forwarded to Philip of Spain, the 
late Xeriff having been in alliance with him, and when 
Abensallah heard the tale, a messenger from Madrid was 
hourly expected to beg the body, and to procure the release 
of some Castilian prisoners. 

On first hearing this account, Sebastian's inflammable 
blood took fire, for he believed himself wilfully abandoned 
by his people ; but the next instant made him cool again. 
It was impossible not to perceive that Marcarenhas, who 
had always loved his master, could be only actuated by the 
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desire of facilitating his concealment in Barbary, should he 
be living, and seeking the means of escape ; this well-meant 
deceit had evidently given a hint to the other persons ex- 
amined by the Xeriif, and id it probably Sebastian might 
finally owe his pi*eseryation. 

Neither the kingf nor the dervise could approve of absolute 
falsehood ; though they were tempted to think it excusable, 
under such peculiar circumstances as the present, flowing 
tis it did &om loyal zeal and patriotic considerations. 

Alarmed at the diffusion of such an error throughout 
Europe, Sebastian s anxiety to revisit Portugal became ex- 
treme ; but as they must travel on foot, Abensallah assured 
liim that it would be culpable rashness to commence a long 
journey before he was completely restored to health ; Ar- 
zile, the nearest christian foitress, lay at some leagues dis- 
tance, and to avoid notice, they must take a circuitous route 
thither, hiding themselves in the day, and proceeding 
through the changeable air of night. 

Sebastian s impatient nature was ill suited to any delay, 
but necessity is an imperious mistress ; he was therefore 
obliged to turn his attention towards acquiring health ; and 
by obliging Abensaliah on that point, facilitate the hour of 
their departure. 

Each night and morning he now tried his strength among 
the mountains, in excursions of increasing length, gradually 
habituating himself to heat, fatigue, and evening damps : 
his wounds were at last thoroughly healed, and ev^i the 
dervise could no longer refuse assent to the fresh glow that 
began to mantle on his cheek. 

Sebastian's eagerness had nobler resources than selfish 
satisfaction ; he lamented every hour thus wasted at a dis^ 
tance from the kingdom where all his duties were centred, 
he wished to ease the hearts of such as mourned him dead, 
and above all to commence the promised work of liberation 
for his followers : it must be confessed that the prospect of 
again beholding donna Gonsalva, and of restoring ner to 
happiness, gave additional ardour to those honourable an- 
xieties. 

When his importunity finally prevailed on Abensaliah to 
fix the day for their departure, pleasure sparkled in his 
eyes ; it was the first time pleasure had appeared their since 
he had seen the dervise. 
< ^Ah my son!'' exclaimed the holy man, 'Hhou must suffer 
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many more sorrows I fear, ere the spirit that breaks forth 
in that bright light is finally quenched." 

^^And whyd^ould it be quenched T asked the young 
monarch. 

^^ Because," replied Abensallah, ^' it is full of an extrava- 
gant hope of sucn unfading raptures as are only to be found 
in paradise. 'Tis the very spirit of youth whicn falsely be- 
lieves all it loves, immutable. Time that shows thee the 
mutability of every thing, even of human character, for 
alas ! how insecure sometimes is virtue herself^ will extin- 
guish, or give a new direction to this erring fire. Hast thqu, 
my son, never felt, even in the midst of what is called feli- 
city, a sort of feebleness in thy power of enjoyment, which 
seemed to make happiness mocK thy very grasp ? commune 
with a beloved friend, behold this glorious scene of earth 
and heaven, and thou wilt acknowledge, even at the mo- 
ment of liveliest emotion, that in all sublunaiy things we 
feel the want of some faculty by which we might enjoy or 
possess them more intimately: this faculty, whatever it 
may be, is doubtless reserved for another state of being. 
Turn and plant thy thoughts then on sublimer objects: 
with views thus changed, thou wilt no longer hurry impa- 
tiently through life, in search of that blessedness for which 
our souls are expresslv formed, but wilt journey calmly on 
towards the eternal abidiag place, where our Creator trea- 
sures up for the faithful, raptures ineffable." 

^' I am not unmindful of that glorious eternity, be assured, 
good father," returned the king, "yet I frankly acknow- 
ledge, that unless 1 were to bdieve in the permanence of 
himian excellence, long known and long tried, life would 
not merelv lose its chcum, but become hateful to me. In 
yon humble grave lies one, whom, had he lived, I could have 
anchored my soul on. Yes, gallant Stukeley ! our knot of 
love was soon broken, but the memory of thy noble and 
endearing qualities can never leave me I" 

At this short apostrophe to his friend, Sebastian s anima- 
tion disappeared, and a train • of reflections succeeded well 
calculated to amend and to enlarge his heart, x- 

The ensuing night having been fixed on for their journey, 
Abensallah and Ismael went in the evening of the present 
day to a neighbom*ing village, for the purchase of such 
portable provisions as would be requisite to take with him: 
left free to range over the valley, Sebastian s steps naturally 
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turned to the resting place of his friend, as he was so soon 
to quit it never to return; but it was among his mental 
promises to have the honoui'ed dust transferred to Portugal 
when he should return thither. 

The shadows of evening were now deepening the gloom 
of the rocks as he passed along, though the sun had been 
long set, the air burned like a furnace ; the ground too was 
scorching, and the colour of the verdure being lost in the 
grey of twilight, contributed with this unrelenting heat, to 
give an air of savage sterility to the scene. 

Dried up by powerful suns, the mountain stream was 
known onlv by its stony channel; Sebastian hastily crossed 
it, and pushing throueh the matted bouehs of the locust 
trees, a solitary bird wot from amongst mem, and startled 
him with her piercing cry; long after she was flown, he 
stood listening to her fearful echo. 

What a spot for the last bed of a hero! yet Stukeley slept 
in it undisturbed. 

Never before had death been so impressed on the senses 
of the young monarch. The desolation of the place, its now 
awful stillness, the deep^iing twilight, the devouring ele- 
ment by which he was surrounded, for he knew not how to 
deem it air, and the strong oontrast to them in his own ani- 
mated hopes and busy thoughts, agitated him strangely; he 
stood as if transfixed, gazing on the mound of earth, with- 
out venturing to poUute 'mi&t seemed to him so sacred, 
even by an embrace. 

He was roused from this trance by the sound of voices; . 
one resembled that of the dervise,and it was calling on Alia 
for succour ; regardless of personal risque, though unarmed, 
Sebastian rushed into the valley, and soon reached the spot 
whence these cries proceeded; an aged Moor was struggbng 
with a band of robbers, though not Abensallah, he could not 
refrain from bursting upon the plunderers, and attacking 
them with the limb of a tree, which, blown off by some 
storm, had lain luckily in his path. 

The blows of this unwieldy club falling with inconceiva- 
ble rapidity on every side, soon obliged the robbers to quit 
their prey, and turn on their new antagonist; thev surround- 
ed him, attacked him fiercely with their horrid Knives, and 
one of them succeeded hi stabbing him behind, he dropped 
from loss of blood. 

Enraged at the escape of their first victim, a rich mer- 
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chant who had been coining to ask the prayers of Abensal- 
lah, the Alarbes, or mountain dwellers, as they are called, 
were on the point of wholly sacrificing the royal Portuguese 
to their rengeance, when a faint flash of lightning cast a 
gleam over his breast, and discovered through the folds of 
his coarse galebia, the costly setting of donna Gonsalva's 
picture; the head <^ the band immediately seized this pre- 
cious prize, and soon lost in admiration of the diamonds all 
ideas of slaughter; he now ordered the christian dog, as 
he scomftiUy termed his captive, to be lifted on a mule, 
directing one of the men to bandage his wound, and ride on 
the same beast. 

Totally unconscious of what was doing, having fainted 
from efiusion of blood, the ill>starred monarch was lifted 
up, and placed before one of the Alarbes; the fellow spurred 
his beast, and followed by the whole troop, set off on full 
gallop out of the valley. 



CHAP. V. 

When Sebastian was again capable of observation, he found 
himself in the heart of almost impenetrable mountains sur- 
rounded by sav^e tribes, living m tents made of the bark 
and leaves of the palm-tree. These wretches seemed to 
have just as much civilisation amongst them as rendered 
their vices more hideous, by taking from them the plea of 
ignorance; their business was plunder and murder, their 
pleasures, drunkenness and debauchery. 

The habits of such a people were a constant source of 
horror and indignation to Sebastian; of their barlMurous jar- 
gon indeed he knew nothing, but the force of these robbers' 
passions imparted a detestable expressiveness to every action 
of their bodies and features, which made him but too well 
comprehend their ferocity and their profligacy. 

Hitherto a surly old woman had dressed his wound, and 
supplied him with food, and from her he vainly attempted 
to obtain by signs donna Gk)nsalvas picture; she either did 
not or would not understand him. 
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Maddened by this loss, and desperate of release, i^oraut 
of the place where he was, and hopeless therefore of escap- 
ing, he beffan to disregard life : neither the threats nor the 
vidience of the Alarbes preyailed to alter his resolution of 
never submitting to the base occupations they assigned him ; 
he was a monarch still, though deprived of his people and 
of liberty; and whether he lived or died, he was resolved to 
live or me undebased by submission to miscreants. 

The firmness with which he endured all their torments, 
at first astonished and at length exasperated his brutal cap- 
tors ; they suffered him to behold the beautiful image of 
Gonsalva, now robbed of its setting, polluted by their brutish 
admiration, but steadily withheld it, in defiance of his fran- 
tic entreaties, his rash attempts to regain it, or his offer of 
treasures in exchange. 

One day when Sarhamet the chief had exasperated him 
beyond control by deridingly kissing the picture, his fury 
burst forth so fearfully that the Alarbe sprung out of Im 
reach, and hastily dashed the contested object into one of 
the neighbouring torrents : nothing short of regaining his 
treasure could have nven the captive king such joy ; his 
wrath suddenly ceased, he dropt the arm just raised to elahce 
a mortal blow, and approaching the tenant, beheld with 
satisfaction the divine colours of the portrait effaced by its 
foaming waters; he then turned quietly away, and returned 
to his former station. 

Tranquillised by the certainty that his Gonsalva s repre- 
sentative was thus rescued from profimation, he was able to 
control his indignation at other circumstances, and to strive 
at obtaining his own freedom ; but though he endeavoured 
to explain to these bfuiditti, that if they would convey him 
to a christian fortress they should be liberally paid, and 
loaded with gifts, they eitbuer did not comprehend or much 
mistrusted his veracity : at length, wearied out by his sted- 
Hast character, and tempted by the^ great price given for 
handsome Europeans by the Moorish grandees, Sarhamet 
meditated selling him. * 

This information, which was meant to vex, rather grati- 
fied their prisoner ; to be again brought into the plains, was 
to be once more placed within prospect of liberty, and 
chance of meeting the reverend Abensallah: Sebastians 
health returned with hope ; for though his last wound had 
been deep, it had been skilfully managed ; and the purity 
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of a good constitution adding force to an inyincible flpirit, 
enabled Yiim to bear without injury the piercing mountain 
<ur, and the frequent fasts to which the Alarbes had wan- 
tonly doomed him. • 

His improving looks quickened the eagerness of Sarhamet 
for selling him : solicitous to secure the moment of procur- 
ing a hign price for his captive, the robber selected a dozen 
followers, and mounting them and Sebastian upon stout 
barbs, set off with them one morning by day break, for the 
country house of a Moorish grandee. 

Sarhamet and his brother rode on each side of the king ; 
they were armed with guns and Moorish knives, and made 
signs to him that if he attempted to escape, he must inevita- 
bly fall by the hands of the troops escorting them, whose 
n^ed weapons were placed in their girdles ready for that 
purpose :~^ebastian smiled, and motioned acquiescence; but 
it was a grievous smile, ^^ as if he disdained himself' for so 
submitting to fortune. 

Their journey was long and wearisome : the Alarbes, in- 
ured to every change of climate, travelled indifferently 
through nightly dews and noon-day heats ; sometimes they 
halted after a burning day, upon the very summit of a snow- 
topt mountain, where they supped and slept with no other 
covering than the clouds; at other times they would journey 
through the night, and lay themselves to rest in valleys, 
among scorching rocks, that reflected thrice the heat of the 
sun. 

Sebastian contemplated this iron strength with something 
like envy : by rendering a man's body independent, it ^ves 
additional stability to the freedom of his mind ; he felt con- 
scious that, had he been thus disciplined into invulnerable 
strength, he might have attempted, and perhaps effected, 
his escape : but the intense heats had re-opened his last 
wound, and had in consequence so reduced his natural vig- 
our, that he could not hope to succeed, though he should 
master two Alarbes who constantly watched mm while the 
others skpt. Completely unarmed, and cautiously removed 
from the spot where the horses were fastened, he was aware, 
that a contest with one Moor must awaken the others, and 
that he should perish under their daggers long before he 
could meet any shelter : by acquiescing at present, he might 
obtain his object hereafter; in the neighbourhood of a popu- 
lous city, less hazardous means might be found, and provi- 
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dence mifi;ht again throw Abensallah in his way, or some 
christian friend, with whom he might share in su attempt 
at mutual deliverance. 

These thoughts often occupied whim, as he rested or rode 
among his ferocious compamons ; and still hope filled his 
sanguine breast, pointing to his country and to Gonsalva. 

From the length of their journey, Sebastian conjectured 
that his late residence had been at the extremity of the 
Benzeroel mountains : he had therefore been in the same 
tract of country with the benevolent dervise, and was now 
far distant from him ; at thought of never seeing him again 
his feelings saddened, gliding naturally from Abensallah 
to the gallant Stukeley, and thence to the slaughter of 
Alcazar. 

On the fourteenth day Sarhamet exchanged his prisoner s 
worn* out galebia for a coarse but more becoming habit, tell- 
ing him that they were on the point of finishing their career; 
Sebastian for the first time enquired the name and rank of 
the person to whom they were now going ; he learned in 
reply, that he was the Almo^adem of a cavila, that is, 
governor of a province, high in favour of the reigning Xerifi^, 
having ably assisted in securing him the throne, and highly 
respected throughout Barbary. His- dwelling was in the 
valley of palms, a delightful place, nearly three leagues be- 
yond Mequinez. 

After bathing, and redressing themselves, the whole party 
mounted their horses, and proceeded down a winding de- 
clivity into a most luxuriant vale: the country-house of £1 
Hader lay before them. Having been a royal gift, the 
building was a Moorish Cassavee of much magnificence, 
covering with its interior gardens, squares, piazzas, and 
baths, an extent of four miles. Sebastian paused awhile, 
admiring its rude splendour. 

The high dome of green and gold, the tall cypress trees 
which appeared rising above the gilded railings of the 
squares, the fountains of white cmd azure marble, the gay 
piazzas chequered with coloured tiles, the lofty columns and 
massy arches, all presented a semblance of regal grandeur, 
which made his heart spring back to Ribera and Xabregas. 
The contrast of his situation now, with what it had been 
when in those beloved places, almost unmanned him ; their 
scenes were so associated with the idea of donna Gonsalva, 
that it was impossible for him not to heave some profound 
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sig^hs as he entered the dwelling of a Moorish nohleman, a\ 
prisoner and slave. 

Sarhamet) with his hrother and their captive, was admit- 
ted into a lower hall of the Cassavee, whence they were 
soon after led into the presence of the Almo^adem. 

As the young and imperious king of Portugal passed 
through a crowd of Moors to the audience chamher of £1 
Hader, and reflected that he was going to he sold for a price, 
like some ignohle animal, his heart might well be sedd to 
^Vgrow too big for what contained it ;" he was on the point 
of madly rushing upon all surrounding him, and so pur- 
chasing ireedom with life. Had he not happily remembered 
that' Portugal claimed a sacrifice at lus haoids, and that it 
was his duty to suffer, in the hope of living to repair the 
unintentional calamity he had caused her, his rashness must 
have transported him into violence that would have ended 
in his own destruction. 

Fervently callm^ on every saint to endue him with pa- 
tience, he walked slowly after Sarhamet, with a resolution 
of no longer observing the minutis of his fate : thus influ- 
enced, he scarcely noticed the approbation of £1 Hader 
and his retainers, but stood silent, wrapped up in his cloak, 
wilfully inattentive to the long bargaining of the Alarbe, 
and the enormous price at length paid down for him. 

When the bargain was concluded, Sarhamet departed ; 
the Almo^adem then addressed his new slave in vile Portu- 
guese, telling him to adore Alltt^rfor having advanced him 
to so high an honour as that of serving the greatest man 
throughout the XerifiTs dominions ; promising, in consider- 
ation of the christian's fine appearance, to mdke him one of 
his household slaves. 

The sentence of death would have been more grateful to 
Sebastian than this degrading favour. What ! was he, a 
christian king, the descendant of kings, to wait upon an 
accursed infldel, and learn obedience to his nod ? No, he 
would rather perish, he would suffer for his beloved country 
and for his friends all that pain, sorrow, and want, could 
inflict, he would for their sakes bend to almost any morti- 
fication ; but it was impossible for him to yield to base 
servitude, and become tne domestic servant of a Mahome- 
tan. Beesolute to die in this determination, he calmly re- 
peated it to £1 Hader, protesting he would only labour in 
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the manly oceupation of really useful work, the employ* 
ments of the field. 

The Almogadem was a good-humoured, indolent man, 
not easily moved to wrath ; surprised, therefore, but not 
irritated, he turned to his interpreter, bidding him ask the 
foolish christian if he knew the difference between a house- 
hold and a field slave. The man who repeated the question, 
ended it by an explanation of the situations, assuring Sebas- 
tian, that if he remained in the Cassavee he would be su- 
perbly dressed, delicately fed, and comfortably lodged ; that 
all his business would be to wait at his lord's back with his 
hookha, or ride out when he went a hunting, with his lan- 
ces and arrows : that on the contrary, if he persisted in 
joining th^ field slaves, he would be doomed to hard fare, 
£md worse lodging, and be urged to the most laborious task 
by stripes and blows. 

At the last words, Sebastian's eyes sparkled with fury, 
^' Mark me, Moor !" he cried in a dreadnil voice, ^^ I am a 
man that will not survive disgrace : by the immortal hei^ 
vens! if but the shadow of one of your whips ever falls 
upon this bodv, I will wash out the stain in blood ! Beware 
then r 

The Africans looked on each other with astonishment : 
the Almogadem smiled. ^' We shall see ! we shall see !" he 
repeated carelessly, " if you do your duty I give orders that 
you shall not be beaten ; but I must have au my slaves do 
their duty ; so do you hete don't abuse my goodness by 
insolence and idleness. What are you, young man? — 
How did you get into that rogue Sarhamet's hands ?-T~Were 
you one of the mad-headed followers of ^ the mad king 
Sebastian?" 

The captive monarch's blood crimsoned his face : ^ I was 
In the battle of Alcazar," he said proudly, ^ and were 1 free 
this moment, would again follow the royal standard of Por- 
tugal over the plains of Barbary. The mad Sebastian, as 
you call him, on that day made the stoutest hearts in Mo- 
rocco tremble. May he live to make them quake again ! 1 
saw your routed Moors flying before him like scattered 
sheep ! — the field was oyrs, till one of your infidel race, the 
detested Muley Hamet, turned like a traitor upon the troops 
he was afiecting to aid." 

^' He did right," interrupted £1 Hader, ^^ by so doing ho 
made his peace with Mahomet, and gained paradise. But 



DON 8XBA8TIAN* 85 

how could your hot-brained king build on the faith of a 
man who had broken his faith with the prophet by leaguing 
with christians ; Ah ! I see that touches you, — ^well, they 
are both gone to settle their accounts together in the other 
world." 

As he concluded, the Almogadem turned to his interpre- 
ter, ^ Ephra, we must give this christian fool his choice; 
you know 1 am always desirous of leaving my slaves to ex- 
perience. Conduct him to field-work, and then if he con- 
tinues to despise the honour of attending upon me here, we 
must leave mm to his fate. Bid him withdraw." . 

As El Hader rose while he was speaking, Sebastian natu- 
rally coincided witn the movement and turned away, he 
was therefore spared the mortification of being told to 
depart. 

Ephra conducted him towards a long piazza, through 
which they passed into a large paved court, where 8evei*al 
daves were refreshing themselves between their hours of 
labour; struggling with his imperious nature, the unhappy 
monarch neither saw nor heard any thing, till a passionate 
exclamation in pure Portuguese struck his ear; he turned 
hastily round and beheld a young man, whose face he re- 
membered to have seen amongst his troops, who dropping 
upon one knee, repeated in whispers— ^'O sire! what a 
change is this." 

Many and powerful were the reasons 'Of Sebastian for re- 
mainuig unknown to the Moors, but his feelings, ever supe* 
rior to selfish prudence, now mocked control; he stopped 
and extended both his hands, which the soldier eagerly 
kissed, he would have spoken, but the words died on his lips: 
the Portuguese recovering firom his transport of mixed 
emotion, into sorrow and habitual reverence, fearfully re- 
liaquished his sovereign s hand, and turned aside to conceal 
some tears; Ephra rudely advanced and asked the meaning 
of this scene. 

Before Sebastian could reply, the young soldier gently 
answered, that he was overcome by unexpectedly finding 
his commanding officer in the new slave, then he prayed 
permission to converse with him awhile, after which he 
would return to his occupations with redoubled diligence. 

Ephra was a man not easily moved, he coldly denied this 
indulgence, telling the Portuguese to mind his present 
superioi-s and forget his past ones, adding sarcastically, 

H 
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'^ whoever your captain is, whether don or hidalgo, he is 
now a slave like yourself." 

Without venturing to remonstrate, the poor youth bowed 
and disappeared, whue Ephra morosely continued to precede 
his royal companion. ' 

Every thing was now unnoticed by Sebastian, this acci- 
dental meeting with one of his subjects had subdued him; 
the sound of those few words pronounced in their native 
accent, brought into his mind such crowds of tender and 
affecting images, that his heart was completely softened; 
until this moment he had felt utterly abandoned, and now 
the unexpected proof of being still loved and honoured, 
even bv one he might be said to have injured, affected him 
to weaKuess. 

It was the weakness of Sebastian to wish for the love of 
his fellow creatures, tin^e only could teach him to be con- 
tented with their esteem. 

Having conducted his melancholy companion through 
the obscurest parts of the Cassavee, Ephra brought him into 
a large square of ground surrounded by mean buildings, 
where a number of christians were at work; this place con- 
tained the slaves' habitations, and was under the direction 
of a governor, whose office it was to see the several tasks 
fulfilled, and at night to lock up all the captives in their 
miserable lodgings. 

At sight of a new victim this man came forward ; ^' Here, 
Ben Tarab," cried Ephra, ^' our illustrious master has sent 
you this refractor}" christian to teach obedience, give him 
work, and see that he does not attempt to escape; u you do 
not present him to the great El Hader when next he calls 
for him, your head will answer it." 

Ben Tarab bowed submissively, and Ephra left the court. 

Sebastian s eyes meanwhile were anxiously employed in 
scrutinising the persons around him; they were christians 
of all nations, some very old, others in the tender spring of 
IHe, but blood-drinking care and flesh-consuming toil had 
left their traces on the youngest, cheeks; every countenance 
was wan, every figure emaciated. 

Amongst the various groups, he sought in vain for his 
cousin Antonio, or don Emanuel de Castro; none but strange 
faces met his gaze, and as no one recognised him he rightly 
concluded that none of his own army were amongst them. 

Sebastian wished not for partners in affliction, and though 
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anxiety led him to seek for Crato and de Castro^ he was 
gladdened by not finding them under the task-xhasters of 
El Hader. 

Ben Tarab soon assigned him a portion of labour ; too 
much occupied with reflections on the miserable lot of 
others, to think any longer of his own, Sebastian performed 
his task mechanically, while viewing the scene before him. 
In one quarter were groups of captives employed in stamping 
with heavy weights, the damp earth with which the Moors 
form the walls of their inferior buildings ; others were la- 
bouring to prepare this earth out of various materials; 
others again bringing sand, bricks, and lime, in loaded bas- 
kets upon their heads; while some were hewiag stone, 
sawing wood, melting lead, or moulding ornaments for the 
nobler parts of the Cassavee. 

Fainting with heat, toil, and thirst, these unhappy people 
were yet urged to their tasks with imprecations and blows ; 
neither age nor infirmities pleaded for a moment s indul- 
gence; they toiled on, consumed by scorching suns, and un- 
refreshed by a single breeze. 

The sighs and groans of the christians pierced the heart 
of Sebastian ; he heard them with anguish, for he was no 
longer that Sebastian whose nod could give liberty ; a slave 
now, he had nothing to bestow but inward prayers for him- 
self and for them. 

Perceiving his new workman totally ignorant of labour,- 
Ben Tarab roughly told him to observe how others did, and 
so learn the trade of them. — " What, I suppose you have 
been what christian dogs call a gentleman, and therefore 
are good for nothing : — ^1 have always ten times the trouble 
with gentlemen ; they are either insolent, lazy, or stupid, 
and are only fit to do the work of horses qr asses ; one poor 
fellow is worth a thousand of you. — We never promote 
gentlemen here, so you may reckon soon upon being sent 
into the open country to draw the water-waggons, or dig 
for lime. — Why the plague am I to be troubled with youl 
— could not you have been kept amongst the household 
packr 

The rage which seemed ready to burst in thunder from 
Sebastian, evidently intimidated Ben Tarab; he moved 
nimbly out of the reach of his arm, muttering in a sullen 
tone, " Get on with your job — do as well as you can." 

Recovering his self-command, the young king turned 

H 2 
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Boomfally awAy, and puisaed his oocupation ; it was chip- 
ping mar hie. The comparative easiness and delicacy of this 
employment, vfhen contrasted with that of others, made him 
believe that he owed some gratitude even to Ben Tarab, for 
liaving thus favoured him, ne was therefore resolved to dis* 
reeard in future the brutal language of the man, and think 
only of escaping insult by discharging his portion of labour. 

In spite of this resolution he could never again look at 
Ben Tarab without something so alarming in hbeves, that 
the Moor feared to approach nim, he showed him his daily 
tasks, not daring to threaten any punishment for their non- 
fulfilment, and at length, sick of such restraint, offered to 
remove him into a different department. Sebastian caught 
at the proposal ; he was solicitous to see all the slaves of the 
Almogadem, and frequently wished to meet once more with 
the young soldier whose dutiful remembrance had affected 
him so much. 

" I perceive," said Ben Tarab, '* that you know nothing 
of the works we do here, and perhaps some other might suit 
your capacity better ; every man has not the gift oi doing 
all things — We have slaves, now, that manufacture powder, 
and armour, and cast cannon ; do you like that business ? — 
What, you're afraid of such combustibles; — you change co- 
lour at the very mention of them: there you and I agree.-*- 
We have others that hew and drag timber, some that get in 
our three harvests, some that make bricks, and a few that 
work in the great El Hader s gardens. — I can promote you 
to any of these departments if you know how to be thank-^ 
ful for such a favour." 

'^l know how to be thankful;" said Sebastian gently, 
*' give me any occupation so it be but in the fresh air of 
heaven, and require little more than bodily exertion, and I 
will thank you sincerely." 

" Well then," replied the Moor, " you may as well change 
into the gardens ; there you will have nothing to do, but 
trudge about, pruning and digging, fetching water from the 
fountains to the baths, plenty to do, and nothing to crack 
your brains with thinking of: if you behave well^ and show 
any signs of rare sagacity, you may get promoted, and be- 
come at last fruit-gatherer and flower-gatherer for the wo- 



men.*' 
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Ben Tarab !" said Sebastian, after a thoughtful pause, 
disregarding the brute s contemptuous air, ^^ Is there any 
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offer that could persuade you into becoming my friend ? — 
procure for me permission to send to one of the Portuguese 
forts, and I will not only engage to be ransomed at a high 
price, but wiU £uthfully promise you a hundred gold crowns 
for your kindness.*' 

" So then, you are a nobleman X* replied Ben Tarab, at- 
tentively eyeing him, '^ I thought so the moment 1 saw 
you : but hark ye, my friend, the great El Hader prides 
himself upon despising ransoms; if the king of Portugal 
himself were living, and a slave within these walls, he 
must ofiper a thousand of such crowns as that he was crown- 
ed with, before he could move a true Mussulman. Slaves 
here are slaves for life ; and 1 hate you all too cordially 
ever to betray my trust and risk my neck for such scoun- 
drels.** 

As Ben Tarab ended, he disappeared with a malicious 
jg^rin, and in a short time re-entered with an older Moor, 
who looked awhile at Sebastian, and then conducted him 
out of the court : the latter followed his steps in silence, 
strongly wrestling with his own outraged feelings, which 
were aunost chafed into fury, by the mingled malice cmd 
cowardice of Ben Tarab. 

After traversing several open quadrangles and stone gal- 
leries, they came at length to the gardens : they were ad- 
mitted through magnificent gates, curiously wrought in open 
work of cast iron, and covered^^ith gilding ; as he entered 
Sebastian felt an emotion long unknown to him, cm emotion 
of delight. ' 

The gardebs were spacious and verdant, beautified with 
marble fountains and canals ; their terraces were shaded by 
tall trees of the freshest green, and the air that fanned them 
was imi^regnated with the peifume of orange flowers. 

Sebi^tian could not respire air thus perfumed, without 
instantly thinking of the gardens of count Vimiosa; the first 
day he had seen donna Gonsalva came back to his recollec- 
tion with all the force of a present scene ; he stopped, cast his 
eyes round, scarcely breatned, almost expecting to see her 
celestial beauty advance from some of the groves. But he 
saw no one, till his conductor led on still further, and 
brought him to a spot where a few slaves were employed in 
cutting a subterraneous passage, from a bower of Arabian 
jessamine, to one of the baths.-— Stopping at this place, the 
Moor showed the king his new occupation. 

h3 
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After toiling in silence till lon^ past sunset, the slayes 
were dismissed to their distant lodings, where a miserable 
supper awaited them. 

On re-entering the court where he had first laboured^ 
Sebastian did not see Ben Tarab, he passed slowly along, i 
noting every fresh group of new faces, without finding any t 
that he knew : at len^h he perceived a cluster of christians ! 
gathered round one who was sitting with a rude guitar in 
his hand, playing the symphony of a song ; the king ap- 
proached, and recognised the soldier Caspar. The young 
man, without observing him, began to sing with little 
voice, and less skiH, but infinite feding, these stanzas. 

O Time ! thy waves that miffht have rolled 
Through channels gay wiui borderiug ruses, 

JHow slow apd sad and sonless flow 
Where not one flower its bloom discloses 

Say will the blushing wreaths of joy 

Beside thy waters tilossom ever, 
And sweets, like breath of angels, throw 

Around the purple wings of Zephyr ? 

As he was going to repeat the song, his eyes met those of 
the king, and a flush of joyful surprise covered his pallid 
face ; he rose hastily, reminded his comrades of supper, and 
in the midst of their tumultuous movements, drew near to 
one of the houses ; he then glided in at an open door, mak- 
ing a sign for Sebastian to follow. 

The king obeyed ; no sooner were they alone, than Gaa- 
ar cast himself at the feet of his sovereign, uttering in a 
ow voice the affecting expressions of sorrow and of respect, 
deploring the fate of Portugal, thus deprived of her pro- 
tekstor, and beseeching him to order his services and his life 
in £uiy way conducive to his comfort 

Sebastian could not conceal his emotion ; he raised Gas- 
par from the ground, with many gracious acknowledg- 
ments, assuring him that the only service he could do him 
would be to discover whether a ransom would indeed be 
refused by £1 Hader, or to aid in their mutual escape.— 
Gaspar s answer destroyed every hope. 

He represented that the- Almo^adem avowedly picqued 
himself upon never giving liberty to the enemies of Maho- 
met; that as the whole of the domains were inclosed by high 
walls, and these regularly guarded day and night, the escape 
of a prisoner was impossible ; nay, that even such captives as 
worked in*the fields and quarries, were watched by Moor» 
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completely aimed, therefore as hopeless of escape as the 
household servants. 

^ For myself 1 scarcely care," said the young soldier, 
tears starting into his eyes even while he believed himself 
thus indiflPeient; ^^ but to behpld my king so fated drives me 
to desperation. — My life, sire, is of no consequence— except 
to a widowed mother and sisters, whom your royal bounty 
will hereafter save from want — perhaps you would deign to 
accept of my attempting something for your sake ; should 1 
fiedl, it will be nothmg ; 1 shall die in the performance of a 
duty ; should 1 succeed, Portugal will owe her happiness to 
me.' 

^^ What is it you would attempt?' asked Sebastian, seeing 
Gaspar too much affected to proceed. 

^ To scale the walls," exclaimed the breaUiless soldier, 
^ to flee by unfrequented ways to the nearest fortress, to 
convey thither the blessed tidings of my sovereign s safety, 
and either return with a royal ransom, or joined by every 
Portuguese in Africa, march hither, storm the Cassavee« 
and " 

^^ Brave Gaspar T exclaimed the youthful monarch, ani- 
mated with a similar ardour, ^' Thou hast the heart of a 
knight : should we ever reach Portugal, claim knighthood 
at my hand. But 1 cannot accept of freedom on such terms; 
too many gallant soldiers have already been sacrificed by 
my imprudent reliance on the faith of a traitor : neither the 
lives nor the properties of my subjects shall be lavished to 
purchase my liberty. If these wretches knew my real rank, 
half my kingdom would not satisfy their avarice. No ! let 
us trust to providence. — 1 will watch the opportune moment 
like a lynx. I will try every method to bribe my gaolers. 
— If 1 escape at last, be assured, Gaspar, 1 will remember 
you." 

Gaspar was going to press his former petition, Vfhen the 
sound of Ben Tarib's horrid voice made him stop : ^ We 
must part, sire,'' he exclaimed, ^^haste-^mix with the crowd 
— ^we meet again to-morrow night." While speaking, he 
hurried the king out of the house, and they were immedi- 
ately absorbed by the multitude without. 

Ben Tarab kept at a distance from Sebastian, who could 
not help smiling at his mixture of ferocity and meanness ; 
it was sooin bed time ; and the slaves separating, the king 
retired to a scattering of bean straw in the comer of a brick 
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room, where he threw himself heside four other captives, 
and sunk overpowered with sleep. 

The break of day awoke him to the same toil, and the 
hour of supper again allowed him a short conversation with 
Gaspar. Every day brought with it but fresh causes for 
regret, while it diminished the delusions of hope. But 
where \a the situation, however desolate, out of which it is 
impossible for us to extract some consolation ? Sebastian 
found in his present state, a balm for part of that remoi'se 
which had so long tormented him. 

While experiencing the benevolence of Abensallah, he 
had naturally thought with so much esteem of the Moorish 
character, that his expedition appeared almost preposterous, 
and the destruction attendant on it doubly criminal ; but 
now that he witnessed the real miseries of slavery, and the 
detestableness of a tyrannical government, which habituates 
every individual to the exercise of tyranny in his turn, zeal 
once more assumed the rank of a virtue, and lulled con- 
science to rest. — In addition to this, his own sufferings were 
softened by the power he fortunately acquired of alleviating 
those of others. 

Among the,garden labourers were two aged men, for whom 
he frequently procured rest and refreshment, by fulfilling, 
not only his own task, but part of theirs : when he saw 
them fainting with thirst and exhaustion, he would give 
them all that he had purposely saved from his scanty break- 
fast ; their blessings were nis luxuries, his only luxuries, but 
such as warmed his heart far beyond all the enjoyments of 
his former state. 

Never till now had he known the full transport of doing 
good, for never before had he done so at the expense of 
personal privations: sovereigns, like gods, may scatter 
bounties with unsparing hands, yet never have this sacred, 
soul-ennobling consciousness. Ought we then to envy, ah! 
should we not rather pity that exalted station which demands 
from its possessor so many cares, and rewards him witn so 
few pleasures. 

Though the governor of the gardens knew no other lan- 
guage than his own, Sebastian managed to converse with 
him by siens, and to conciliate his favour : from the instant 
in which he found himself capable of benefiting the dis- 
tressed, his servitude ceased to appear degrading, and hid 
toiled incessantly ; his strength and his taste made hun in- 
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estimable ; and by voluntary labour or ingenious plans of 
decoration, he soon won so much on Hafiz, that he gained 
frequent intervals of rest for his fellow slaves. 

They were now employed in constructing and adorning 
a subterraneous passage, in imitation of a natural grotto : 
there Sebastian amused himself with a thousand tasteful 
fancies which enchanted the dull Hafiz, and procured for 
him new proofs of kindness ; from this success his endea- 
vours to please acquire^ fresh stimulus; he redoubled his 
efforts, hoping to win so far upon the Moor, as at last to gain 
liberty through his means. 

After each day s fatigue, the supper-hour was always wel- 
come ; it brought him into the society of Ga^ar. The con- 
versation of his humble friend was now Sebastian's chief 
pleasure, for with him he felt himself Sebastian still ; sym- 
pathy of suffering, gratitude for affection, and esteem of 
native goodness, united to heighten this pleasure ; he talked 
with Gas^ar of Portugal and liberty, of days past and days 
to come, with all the ardour of unbroken youth. 

Gaspar, in return, convassed every possible mode of escape, 
ecmtinuing to bewail the fate which separated him from his 
king: he was, however, inspirited by some information 
lately obtained — ^it was as follows ; at certain periods the 
Moors penaitted a few travelling friars, called brothers of 
the redemption, to inispect their slaves, and to agree for the 
ransom of such as they wished redeemed ; one of these chari- 
table men, a native of ^ain, was expected at Mequinez by 
tiie next new moon ; but the Almogadem having resolv^ 
never to sell any of his slaves, had idways refused to admit 
the friar, so that it would be necessary for Sebastian to exert 
all his eloquence upon Hafiz, for him either to petition the 
Almoyadem himself, or to let. the friar know there was a 
Portuguese nobleman under his care, who would reward 
him amply for importuning El Hader in his favour. 

This information roused the sanguine nature of Sebastian ; 
he believed himself already on the threshold of liberty, and 
faithfully swore to Gaspar that he would not accept free- 
dom without him for a companion. 

Intoxicated with joy, and overflowing with devotedness, 
the young Portuguese fell at his sovereign s feet pouring 
forth a broken torrent of gratitude. Gaspar had been early 
taught to reverence €«id obey his king, and now the amiable 
qu^ities of tlmt king, being shown to him under the most 
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affecting li^ht, added to the principle of duty, every senti- 
ment ofaffection. 

At this moment, while kissing the earth heneath Sebas- 
tian s feet, he was inwardly meditating a rash enterprise, 
full of danger, font fraught with heroism : expecting little 
from Hafiz, Gaspar meant only to wait till one attempt to 
gain him had been made and mistrated, and then he would 
immediately execute his own project. His work lay in the 
open country, where he was employed with other slaves in 
felling timber ; there were periods when the Moors who 
guarded them were scattered about, and therefore to be 
escaped, without instant notice : if Gaspar could get the 
start of them by a single half-hour, being very swift of foot, 
and well acquainted with a bye-road to Mequinez, where 
he had often gone with loaded waggons, he mi^ht hope to 
reach the friar, and communicate the secret of don Sebas- 
tian's existence. 

Gaspar was certain that in pursuing him the Moors would 
first look among the woods and hills leading to the interior, 
and that consequently, though he was almost sure of falling 
eventually into their hands, his object would be attained : 
the friar would convey the important news to the christian 
forts, from thence it would be speedily transmitted to Por- 
tugal and Spain, and then he doubted not, an army or a 
ransom would be sent to redeem their king. 

Some anxiety however was still connected with his en- 
terprise, even if it should succeed : as Gaspar would hazard 
it without his royal master s knowledge, he could not bear 
any proof of his veracity, such as a ring or piece of writing ; 
he must rely solely on the sincerity of his manner, and on 
that natur^ desire of crediting what we wish, which is 
implanted in the human heart. 

To disobey his sovereign on such an important point, he 
justly conceived a duty due to his country ; for Gaspar, 
though bom in the sixteenth century, had an intuitive con- 
viction that his country's claims were superior even to the 
commands of her ralen. 

Filled with this daring project, the young soldier arose 
from his monarch's feet with an illuminated countenance : 
a few moments after they separated for their different 
chambers. 

The only indulgence which Sebastian had asked for him- 
self, was the privilege of passing liis nights, in a solitary 
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apartment, this request had been granted, with many a»- 
Burances of its being gn immense favour : he now repaired 
to the place, which was a small room, scarcely large enough 
to turn in, with a barred window and a straw bed. As he 
entered it with an emotion of pleasure, the change of his 
destiny forcibly struck him: what a cell for a king of 
Portugal, and the lover of donna Gonsalva'to behold with 
gladness ! 

He went up to the narrow window, and as his eye fell on 
nothing but the dark dwellings of the slaves, faintly lighted 
by the rays of a watery moon, he looked from them to him- 
self, and sighed profoundly. Not three months back, he 
had worn the habit, and been surrounded by the glories of 
a powerful prince ; he had been ministered unto l&e a god, 
till the most exquisite refinements of polished life had be- 
come natural wants; he was now a slave, clad in coarse 
garments, denied the common necessaries of his poorest^ub- 
jects, forced to labour without intermission through the day, 
and at night be immured in a wretched chamber, where 
solitude was his only comfort ! 

For awhile, thought took so gloomy a cast, that he felt 
as if all that sunny period of his life had been no more than 
a dream. The memory of Stukeley appeared but the 
memory of some brilliant phantom ; his rousing eloquence, 
that had always acted on the soul of Sebastian like the 
sound of the trumpet, was now passed away, his voice was 
hushed, his body gone down to dust ! 

Nothing gives such apparent length to any portion of 
time, as a complete change in outward scenes and inward 
feelings. Sebastian was scarcely able to persuade himself 
that all these new emotions had been produced by the 
events of so short a period as three months ; he reviewed 
the incidents which had happened since his landings in 
Afi'ica, with a bitterness of regret which was at length 
dispersed by the idea of Gaspar: in this faithful friend, 
providence was evidently preparing for him a zealous 
assistant; at any rate, if his attachment might not aid, 
it would assuredly console him, and was therefore to be 
gratefully accepted as a sort of earnest of the divine suc- 
cour. 

Elevated by this thought, Sebastian's feelings changed 
with their usual rapidity, joy lightened his heart, and pour- 
ing out a fervent prayer over the little cross of his order, 
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which he still preserved, laid himself to rest with the eonfi- 
dence of pious reliance. 4 



CHAP. VI. 

M Gaspar was sure of learning from the good-natured Moor 
who liad spoken to him of the redemption friars, when fa- 
ther ^ansonada would be at Mequinez^ he had cautioned 
the kmg^ not to nut the absolute question to Hafiz, before 
the friar s arrival was actually announced, but to employ 
the intermediate period in gaining his good will, urging 
the request at the time when it must be either instantly 
refused or granted : this precaution would leave no time for 
repentance. 

Pursuant to this prudent resolution, the king continued 
to exert his strength and his talents in every work given 
him by Hafiz : imder his hands the uncouth earthen pas- 
sage grew into a romantic labyrinth, diversified by spat's 
and mosses, and huns^ with natural garlands of flowering 
plants. Often while he was placing a stone or a shrub, he 
smiled bitterly at what to lum seemed womanish employ- 
ment, and was forced to remember that no occupation is 
disgraceful which is submitted to for a great and virtuous 
purpose. 

Havinp; acquired many of the Morocco words, he was now 
able to hold short conversations with Hafiz, who though 
grave, and somewhat dull, was not insensible to merit ; he 
liberaJly praised Sebastian, and for his sake granted new 
indulgences to sickly slaves. 

Sebastian marked his increasing influence with re-anima^- 
ted hope : having his eye fixed but on one object, freedom, 
in which every blessing is included, he disregarded all else, 
distributing among his. fellow captives such presents of 
dress and delicate food, as Hafiz occasionally made him. 

But the satisfaction arising from these circumstances was 
considerably diminished by an unforeseen distress, Caspar 
was taken ill; he had been unusually fatigued lately during 
an insufferable burning day, and at night liad slept on some 
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znaxshy gromid with other christians, who were all attacked 
the following morning with illness: the disorder seized his 
lungs. From that hour a suffocating cough and slow fever 
preyed on his strength. At all times delicate, he now lost 
his appetite and sleep, and appeared hastening fast to that 
world " where the weaiy are at rest." ' 

Afflicted beyond measure, his royal friend no longer 
thought of exei*ting any influence over Hafiz for liis own 
peculiar gratification, hut tried to use it for Gaspar; he re- 
presented his situation in the most moving terms, soliciting 
the Moor to get him transferred from the flelds into the 
gardens, where he promised to work in his place, allowing 
himself no instant of recreation through the day, and hut 
four hours of rest at night. His importunities at length 
wrun^ from Haiiz a promise that he would go and soUcit 
the Aimogadem s leave for the transfer. 

Sebastian communicated this to Gaspar with all the ardour 
of pleasure, the latter turned pale and faltered out an 
exclamation of regret; painfriUy disappointed, Sebastian 
enquired the reason of this disinclination to be near him, 
and soon found irom. the generous soldier, that it arose 
from concern, at the sacrifices which he must make on his 
account. 

This indeed was part of the truth, but the most powerful 
cause was alarm at a removal, which however agreeable to 
Gaspar, would put it out of his power to serve his lAaster; 
from the gardens he could not attempt escape without in- 
volving him in his ruin should he be retaken, and therefore 
it was necessary for him to wait no longer a return of healthy 
but seize this last opportunity of flying from the fields. 
Perhaps another day would close the door of freedom for 
ever, as Hafiz, who had been sent for to Mequinez by the 
Almo9adem, might return ere night, this thought deter- 
mined Gaspar. 

Many and violent were his emotions when he parted fr'om 
his beloved master at the door of their cheerless lodging; 
the poor fellow felt death at his heart, and scarcely knew 
how to hope for sufficient strength to carry him to Mequinez, 
where however the arrival of* friar Mansonada was now 
happily ascertained. He fastened his eyes on Sebastian 
with tne most sorrowful expression, the benign smile that 
sat there revived him for an instant, but fearful of betraying 
any unusual agitation, he retired without speaking. 
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The next day Hafiz did not return, and at night Sebastian 
was surprised by the non-appearance of Gaspar, concluding 
that he was cruelly kept out at distant labour, he began to 
grow impatient for the sight of Hafiz; still the governor re- 
turned not, and the next night and the one following that 
Gaspar too was absent. 

Disturbed and alarmed, Sebastian approached a French 
christian' with whom he had once seen Gaspar enter from 
work, and asked the man in his own language what had 
become of him, the answer overwhelmed hun with grief. 

Gaspar had attempted to escape two days before while the 
wood-slaves were dispersed and their guards carousing, he 
had got half way to Mequinez when he was oyertaken. by 
two of the Moors, who having heard him question another 
about the friars redemtione, guessed which way he was go- 
ing. After a short struggle, a wound in the leg brought 
Gaspar to the ground, and rendered resistance impossible; 
he was now in the prison of the Cassavee, where Ben Tarab 
threatened him with the extremity of the bastinado that 
very night. , 

Sebastian too quickly comprehended the motive of his 
friends rash action; penetrated with gratitude and sorrow, 
he flew to the dark building called the prison, entreating to 
be admitted, and offering extravagant rewards to the Moors 
who guarded it. Sebastian could not always remember that 
he wa6 no longer able to reward any one. But these vain 
promises were no sooner past his lips, than he disclaimed 
them with a stifled groan, and turned once more to en- 
treaties. 

The brutal Ben Tarab advanced cautiously, " You see I 
am armed," was his salutation, pointing to a pair of huge 
pistols in his belt and drawing out a Moorish knife, ^' in that 
case you dare not touch me; what is all this tumult about? 
is it because the dog is a Portuguese like yourself? — or be- 
cause you are colleagues? By the holy prophet! I believe 
you deserve as sound a bastinadoing as he does. If he dies 
under the thong, this night he shall receive a thousand 
lashes. Get you to your sleeping hole, and pretend not to 
thwart a Mussulman in his duty. 

Without replying, Sebastian shot an eagle glance round 
as if in search of something, the next instant he darted for- 
wards, and snatching up a hatchet which lay accidentally 
among some rubbish, flashed it in the eyes of Ben Tarab, 
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^' I too am armed!" he exclaimed fiercely, '^ approach but 
oae step nearer and this hatchet shall lay you dead at my 
feet. I can die but once — ^yet if I do fall, I will sell my 
life dearly. Mark me! the man who takes Gaspar to pun- 
isbment from this prison must cut his wav to him through 
my heart." 

As he concluded, the stem frown of the young monarch 
withered Ben Tarab's courage, he drew back trembling, and 
tried to pull out one of his pistols; Sebastian saw the action, 
and sprang on him like a tiger; his powerful grasp pinioned 
the arms of the Moor, who believing himself in the very 
gripe of death, cried out for mercy; before any one could 
come to his rescue, Sebastian flung him disdainfully away, 
saying— 

^' Take your worthless life— I want nothing beyond pity 
for a poor dying man. Sufier me unmolested to keep watch 
before this prison till Hafiz returns, then let the punishment 
of Caspar be referred to the Almo^adem: you will appear 
against him, I shall plead for him, I hope from the lips of 
the humane Haiiz/' 

Idvid and trembling, Ben Tarab now sheltered himself 
behind a group of Moors who had run to his assistance ; 
conscious that Sebastian was indeed only to be conquered 
by death, and aware of the high value set on him by El 
Hader, he feared to order the violence his base soul longed 
to^inflict. 

" Stay then," he cried at last, "Stay! and may plagues 
blister you for your pains. There you may watch and fast, 
for neither bed nor meal shall you have till Hafiz comes 
back and rids me of you altogether. Soldiers, take care he 
is not too subtle for you, look to him well." So saying, Ben 
Tarab left the court, shutting its huge stone gates after him 
with a rage that threatened to crash them. 

Sebastian grasped his hatchet and sat quietly down upon 
the steps of the prison, while two Moorish guards walked 
backwards and forwards discoursing about this mad chris- 
tian, who would certainly be. condemned to the rack by 
their illustrious master. 

In this situation, full of agitating thoughts, the king of 
Portugal past the night; fortunately for him Hafiz returned 
the next day, and having missed Sebastian in the gardens, 
came to inquire for him of Ben Tarab; that brutal fellow 
related the events of the last few days with all the exag- 

1 2 
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gerations of inveterate animosity, sending Hafie to threaten 
his favourite slave with a chain or a log. 

Sebastian's character was one of extremes ; he was alter- 
nately the fiercest and the gentlest of mankind ; where he 
saw the traces of humanity he could quell every movement 
of passion, and enter into the calmest and most considerate 
explanations : he now let the wrath of Hafiz take its course, 
waiting till it was spent before he expatiated upon the natu- 
ral love we bear our countrymen ; and the impossibility of 
refraining from some show of violence when any object 
whom we sincerely loved is threatened with danger. The 
poor dying youth being menaced with the bastinado, was, 
on this reasoning, a sufficient plea for his own vehemence. 

Sebastian mingled these with strong appeals to that sen- 
timent of liberty which he presumed dwelt in the bosom of 
Haiiz in common with every honest man, he besought his 
pity; — and finished by declaring that if Gaspar perished, nei- 
ther whips nor daggers should ever compel him to any act 
of labour. 

All these arguments had their weight, but especially the 
last. Hafiz feared to lose the very flower of his workmen, 
and therefore promised to go immediately to Kara Aziek, 
the daughter of El Hader, and try to obtain Gaspar s pardon 
from her : this favorite and only surviving child of tne Al- 
mogadem had come that mommg fi'om Mequinez, merely 
to see the subterraneous labyrinth, and having been en- 
chanted with its novelty and beauty, Hafiz hoped might be 
induced to pronounce the desired forgiveness. Hastening 
away, be returned in a short time with the Moorish lady's 
order for the release and removal of Gaspar. 

Penetrated with gratitude proportionate to his late appre- 
hension, Sebastian vehemently tnanked the good Moor, and 
went with him into the prison. 

As they approached the dungeon in which Gaspar was, 
his feeble groans alone broke the sullen silence ; he was the 
only human being who had slept in that dismal place dur- 
ing three nights, and might have perished there, without 
even the hope of succour: at the sound of his ]x>yal master's 
voice, he slowly raised his head, and supported nimself for 
an instant ; but he sunk again, overpowered with pain and 
weakness. — Sebastian hastened to catch him on his breast, 
while Hafiz assured him he was pardoned, and going to be 
removed entirely from the uifluence of Ben Tarah. 
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The prejadiced yet well-meaning Moor accompanied this 
information with seyeral animadversions upon the folly and 
ingratitude of attempting an escape from a residence where 
all the slaves were treated like trusty servants; bidding him 
remember, that as it was solely for Fabians sake he was for- 
given, a second fault would (Lraw Fabian into the same de- 
struction. 

Gaspar could only reply by a submissive motion of the 
head, for a merciless neglect of sending him food had ren- 
dered him so weak he could scarcely speak ; he was besides 
too joyful for utterance : but he held his sovereign's hand 
alternately to his lips and to his heart, with an energy of 
gratitude that needed no additional eloquence. 

The wound in Gaspar's leg was more painful than it ap- 
peared dangerous, so that Sebastian trusted he might yet 
recover both from it and his pulmonary complaint, if pro- 
perly nursed, and kept for a while from labouring amongst 
evening and morning mists : — ^he now made an earnest pe- 
tition to Hafiz for permission to inhabit some chamber ad- 
joining that allotted to Gaspar, in order that he might be 
thus enabled to devote every leisure moment to hissunering 
friend. 

After long resisting, Hafiz reluctantly yielded; first stipu- 
lating some new exercise of his favourite's ingenuity, by way 
of equivalent : — Gaspar was then conveyed to another quar- 
ter of the Cassavee, where the household slaves are lodged, 
and a small but not wretched apartment was assigned to 
him. 

His wound was examined, and his internal disorder pre- 
scribed for, by a skilful renegade who acted as family phy- 
sician and surgeon. Sebastian would fain have staid to as- 
sist this man, but Gaspar himself could not bear the thought 
of so employing lus long, and Hafiz now waited for him at 
the labyrinth. 

Eager to repay the worthy Moor s kindness by increased 
diligence, Sebastian hurried into the gardens ; all his gener- 
ous and delighted heart beamed on his noble countenance 
as he moved through the verdant groves and lawns leading 
to the grotto ; as he was hastily advancing, he was checked 
by an unusual sight ; a group of Moorish women were just 
issuing from the entrance. 

Rightly conjecturing that these were the Almogadem's 
daughter and her attendants, he drew back : one of the ladies 

i3 
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was richly habited after the Morocco feishion, in a kaftan 
and turban embroidered with coloured silks and precious 
stones; her mildly superior air declared her to be Kara 
Aziek: she drew ner veil closer at sight of a man, but 
stopping at the same time, said a few words to Hafiz in a 
▼ery sort voice. Sebastian ventured to advance; he bent 
one knee to the ground, making a sign expressive of grati- 
tude. Kara Aziek courteously motioned him to rise, and 
then moved away; but she frequently looked back as she 
went, and on turning into another wtdk, graciously noticed 
him still, by a gentle inclination of her head. 

Sebastian s eyes remained fixed on the vacant space which 
her figure had occupied : it was the first time he had seen 
a woman since he nad entered Africa, for he would not give 
that title to the female Alarbes, and for the first time, a 
train of sweet and tender emotions glided through his 
bosom. 

The appearance of a young and pleasing woman, is ever 
associated in the mind of man when under affliction, with 
hope of consolation and expectation of relief— Kara Aziek s 
dove-like voice and pitying manner, would of themselves 
have been sufficient to rouse up the sanguine spirit of Sebas- 
tian, but when to these were added the late proofs of her 
humanity or yieldlngness, he could not help indulging in 
reveries as delightful as they were unexpected : in five mi- 
nutes his ardent imagination had gone through a whole 
romance of disinterested generositv on her part, and bound- 
less gratitude on his ; she had fiicilitated his escape, restored 
him to his people, and become the friend of his soul s treas- 
ure, the incomparable donna Oonsalva. 

Transported with these fantastic day-dreams, he scai'cely 
heard the precise Hafiz, who was all this while endeavour- 
ing to explain to him Kara Aziek s commands about the 
gardens; starting at her name, he begged to have those 
commands repeated. 

Hafiz deliberately recapitulated them ; adding, that their 
young mistress, who was going inmiediately Imck to Me- 
quinez, wished her new orders to be ftilfilled before the 
feast of Ramadan, on which she should return with her 
father; that on hearing the particulars of Gaspars situation, 
she had instructed Hafiz to have him careniUy attended, 
and supplied with proper nourishment ; avowing her inten- 
tion of reporting Ben Tarab s barbarity to the Almoyadem, 
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who though strict with his slares, was averse to their being 
cruelly treated. 

When Hafiz ended, Sebastian abruptly exclaimed — ^'*Pcr- 
haps I should bless my captiyity, since it daily frees me 
from prejudice! — Hafiz, when I first fought against your 
countrymen, I believed myself combating a set of wretches, 
devoid of every human feeling: since then, I have learned 
to think that the Maker of heaven and earth, breathes so 
much of his divine spirit through some rare souls, that not 
even the pollutions of a false religion, can wholly deface 
their original beauty! — I had been told that your women 
were little better than agreeable images, without thought 
or will: how is it that this young and admirable lady has 
been thus moved to compassionate a Christian and condemn 
a Mahometanr 

"O, I can soon satisfy you ;" an8.w«red the simjple-minded 
Hafiz, "I begged for this Gaspar, in the name of Stdie Ab- 
salom." 

^'And who is Sidie Absalomr asked Sebastian. 

"You would not ask that," returned his companion, *'if 
you had ever read the Holy Book of the Jews; he was a 
beautiful young man, the son of one king David — ^From 
the sole of his foot even to the crown of his head, there was 
no blemish in him:—- our women pray to him as to a saint; 
ask them any thing in his name, and they are afraid to 
deny you, for fear of not getting a husband as handsome as 
he was." 

Sebastian smiled at his simplicity; Kara Aziek s actions 
seemed worthy of a better motive, and he failed not to be- 
stow on them one infinitely nobler. 

Hafiz now hurried him to labour; the good Moor, proud 
of distinction, and aware that to the activity and taste of 
his Portuguese slave, he should owe some liberal mark of 
the Almogadem's satii^action, exhorted Sebastian to employ 
all his invention in new adornments for the baths and foun- 
tains, and in bringing to perfection the nursery of fragrant 
exotics, which Kara Aziek had requested he might attend. 

Sebastian needed not an additional incitement to these 
humble tasks: it was motive enough for him, that by Heui* 
eying light decorations, requiring more ingenuity than 
strength to accomplish, he spared his fellow-captives many 
a weary labour : Hafiz had long trusted them almost solely 
to his ciirection, well satisfied with seeing beautiful novelties 
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rising around him, though he knew that they did not oc- 
cupy half the time, nor exhaust half the bodily powers he 
had formerly been forced to lavish. 

The slaves blessed with longer intervals of rest, were no 
more pale and squalid; they had leisure for decent attention 
to their persons, and permitted to form for themselves many 
minor comforts; health and resignation, for content can never 
dwell with slavery, began to appear in their looks ; at this 
sight Sebastian's heart glowed within him, and ^e con- 
sciousness of being the source from whence these blessings 
flowed, increased the glow. On retiring for the night of 
this eventful day, Hafi^ allowed the king to gather some 
choice fruits for Gaspar, with which he hastened from the 
gardens. 

Gaspar was already supplied with a basket of the finest 
grapes, and a flask of medicated asses' milk, balm of Mecca 
being infused in it by a servant of Kara Aziek s : he had 
temperately partaken of these presents, and was even then 
revived by them. 

The details which now took place between the king and 
his humble friend, were not unmixed with pleasure ; Gaspar 
.could not conceal the affectionate motive of his mad enter- 
prise, nor could his royal master refrain from showing the 
extent of his gratitude, by describing the scene which had 
passed between him and Ben Tarab--new plans for their 
mutual liberation were then canvassed, and these might all 
be summed up in a determination of seeking the favour of 
Kara Aziek, through whose interference perlmpsthey might 
prevail on the Almo9adem to permit some communication 
between them and the christian forts. 

As this prospect, Gaspar could not check a sigh purely 
selfish ; his cruel disorder forbade him to indulge the fond 
hope of ever again beholding Portugal : this painful emotion 
burst forth, fouowed by a reflection i^ more grievous to 
Sebastian than it was to himself. 

*" I must submit," he said, " if it pleases heaven to den v 
me the joy of witnessing my sovereign's restoration to his 
people : doubtless I sinned in deserting my poor mother and 
sisters for the mere sake of fighting against infidels ; my 
wrong notions of duty p^haps, nave left these dear relations 
to starve, for I was their only protector — Jesu help me ! I 
did not think then, what I have often thought since, that 
our blessed Redeemer must be better pleased with us when 
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we seek to preserve lives, than when we go to destrov 
them r 

This artless remark made the king change colonr : if 
Oasparbelieved that to die in miserable servitude was only 
a just punishment for moral ignorance, what mnst be his 
destiny by whose powerful example multitudes had been 
allured into a similar error? — Sebastian's heart was disturb* 
ed ; and he paused at this question. Though he did not 
answer it to himself at that moment, he often repeated it 
afterwards; and the subject connected with it, was then at- 
tentively examined. His days of prosperity had been un- 
reflecting days, — adversity now taught him to scrutinise 
the past, and to prepare stores of principle for the future ; 
formerly he had only acted of himself; now he began to 
think for himself. 

Withoat suffering Caspar to perceive the pain his re- 
mark had caused, Sebastian soothed the poor fellow s self- 
accusing feelings, joined in an act of devotion with him, 
and did not leave mm till he saw that he was tranquillised 
in sleep; he then repaired to a neighbouring chamber, where 
he spent nearly all the remaining hours of night in earnest 
supplications for an enlightened spirit. 

r rom this period the attention of Sebastian was divided 
between so many objects of anxiety that he had not leisure 
for regret ; though he was often wrung by the thought of 
Oonsalvas too probable grief, and apprehension for the fates 
of Antonio and de Castro, present cares forbade him to dwell 
on such considerations ; he thought yet oftener of escape, 
and while so much was left him to hope, did not feel privi- 
leged to lament. 

Each day now saw him incessantly occupied, each evening 
restored him to Gaspar ; that poor youth s slow-consuming 
disorder had not yet given way to the Moorish prescriptions, 
— ^unable to stand long upon his wounded limb, Gaspar 
could not be employed in field-work, but his grateful dis- 
position taught him a new species of usefulness, and he 
amused his solitary hours, by the manufacture of ingenious 
trifles, such as ornamental baskets, brocaded sandals, &c. 
with which Haiiz was to present Kara Aziek on her return to 
the Cassavee. 

Sebastian had found leisure intervals for the accomplish- 
ment of a triflhig object with which he frequently lulled 
the depressed spirits of his friend : it was a flute formed of 
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cane; he had contrived to furnish it with stopa, &c., and had 
at len^h made it capable of ^^ discoursmg most excellent 
music. ' 

In the tranquillity of evening, when Gaspar was laid on 
his narrow p^et, and their minds equally exhausted by 
agitating conversation, Sebastian would take his flute and 
play Portuguese airs, till Africa was forgotten, ^nd their 
native country alone remembered. — It was in these moments 
that love reigned absolute over the heart of the young king; 
he could not breathe a note that did not reca} some song of 
donna Gonsalva's; her celestial voice seemed floating around 
him, till tenderness melted him into weakness, or impatience 
lashed him into agony, and the instrument would then fall 
from his hand. 

Experience alone teaches us the mutability of fortune : 
we hear of it, we see it, we think we imderstand and believe 
it : — ^but when we find ourselves precipitated from a height 
of happiness into an abyss of misery, it is then for the first 
time that we really discover the slightness of our former 
perceptions. — The adversity of others *' we write in sand ;" 
our own " we engrave on brass.*' 

Sebastian had now constant opportunities of making this 
reflection, for until his dismal change, absolute power had 
prevented him from even dreaming of a reverse in his own 
person ; since that reverse had happened, he bitterly lament- 
ed his precipitate promise to the pope, whose sanction might 
otherwise have been obtained, and then Gonsalva would 
have been left at least a queen, protected by wealth and 
authority 

But these regrets could not recal the past ; they were use- 
ful only as lessons for the future : — ^lie averted his mind 
from such reflections, directing all its energies, towards the 
present objects of his care. 

Some of these were attained ; his fellow slaves of the 
garden were comparatively happy through his means; Hafiz 
continued to show him increasing regard ; and Gaspar was 
losing most of those alarming symptoms which so lately 
threatened his life. — Though in davery, and condemned to 
perpetual labour, the young monarch had never yet smarted 
under one degrading indignity which he would hereafter 
blush to have survived ; this was a consolation almost trans- 
porting; it assured him of divine protection, he thought, 
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seeming to say, that providence might bend bnt would not 
crush him. 

As it was from Kara Aziek that Sebastian anticipated the 
completion of every hope, he was naturally inquisitive about 
her character and habits of life : by his facility of acquiring 
languages, the most enviable because the most useful of tal- 
ents, he was now competent to converse with Hafiz in 
excellent Moresco; he therefore seized an opportunity one 
day when they were alone together inspecting her nursery 
of exotics, and questioned him respecting their gentle 
mistress. 

He learnt in reply that Kara Aziek was the sole surviving 
child of the Almo^adem by a Portuguese lady who had been 
carried off by a set of those pirates, who frequently plunder- 
ed the neighbouring coasts, and brought to Morocco ; as she 
was scarcely passed childhood, £1 Hader had succeeded in 
persuading her to change her religion, and to become his 
wife, upon the condition that he never would many any 
others ; this promise he had kept, living in harmony with 
her many years, until they were separated by death. 

Though this lady was not a woman of much sense, she 
was accomplished, and constitutionally humane ; her influ- 
ence had softened the prejudices of the Almo^adem, so that 
he suffered her to educate her daughter after the European 
fashion, in all respects, save religion. Kara Aziek was 
therefore mistress of the Portuguese and Italian languages, 
and the literature of both countries ; she was a Mahometan 
it is true ; but her expanded and inquiring mind, her pure, 
beneficent spirit, etherialised the grossness of her creed, 
and made her almost a christian in action. 

After her mother's death, Aziek became sole arbiter of 
her father s decrees ; at her request he granted such indul- 
gencies to his slaves as no other slaves throughout Barbary 
ever enjoyed, but unhappily these indulgencies had never 
been faithfully administered : — ^Kara Aziek was too young 
and inexperienced to conceive the possibility of her father's 
benevolent commands being disobeyed, or rather not obeyed 
with eagerness ; she therefore believed the christians to be 
well fed, moderately worked, humanely treated ; when in 
reality most of their task-masters appropriated the liberal 
allowances to themselves ; sold their surplus of labour ; and 
in fact tyrannised over both their bodies and their souls. 

The freedom of a captive she had never obtained. El 
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Hader thought it argued well for his piety that neither 
money nor persuasions could induce him to liberate an 
enemy of his prophet ; on this point he was inflexible; and 
Sebastian, on hearing it, scarcely knew how to hope any 
thing f«r himself: — but hope is a sturdy plant that will 
grbw on the most rocky soil ; it is destined tor the aliment 
of man's spiritual part, and without he could not exist. 

Encouraged by the gentleness of Aziek s character, Sebas- 
tian believed that she might be easily induced to pity, and 
iinally to assist him — ^perhaps her entreaties might not 
always be unsuccessful : — Fraught with these ideas he heard 
of her vetum with the Almoyadem. 

The day after their arrival he was sent for by £1 Hader : 
— ^^ Young man !" said he in Moorish, '^come hither, 1 Vant 
to ask vou if you are now willing to accept the distinguished 
post I nad destined for you, that of attending on my person 
wherever 1 go, even into the presence of the illustrious 
Xeriff- himself ? I hear you have been a perfect whirlwind 
amongst my people, and that you wiU do nothing but what 
you please ; is this true V* 

^^ 1 have not been used to obey :'' replied Sebastian, proud- 
ly, ^^ but 1 believe my incessant labours will show that I am 
not imgrateful for kindness. These limbs are young and 
strong, and capable of much fatigue ; but some of my un- 
fortunate companions are sick, and old, and oppressed, and 
for them 1 have struegled." 

'^ Ay, so it seems, ' answered £1 Hader, with a gracious 
nod : ^^ my daughter tells me that your rash attack upon 
my servant, Ben Tarab, was to be applauded ; to that 1 do 
not assent, for you should respect the servants of the great 
El Hader as his delegates : however, we will pass that over, 
in consideration of your youth and folly, and natural wish 
to defend a countryman. 1 have pardoned both you, and 
that still more rebellious slave Caspar, at my daughter's 
entreaty ; see that you behave in future : if either of you 
attempt a second escape, or brave a domestic of mine a 
second time, not even the tears of my well-beloved Kara 
Aziek shall save you from destruction. But tell me, are 
you inclined to accept the high distinction of waiting on 
my person ?" 

The proud and fiery king of Portugal started at this 
r]ue8tion ; he surveyed the infidel from head to foot with a 
iuok of Insufferable disdain, and then burst into a scornful 
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laugh ; his laugh had something terrlhle in it,\ ndependent 
of the consuming fire of his eyes. Kl Hadcr nimbly 
started up from the cushions on which he was lolling, and 
retreated through an adjacent door ; Sebastian did not wait 
for his re-appearance, but immediately withdrew. 

The degrading mark of fayour offered by one whom he 
esteemed only a few degrees above some harmless brute 
animal, had stung the feelings of Sebastian almost to mad- 
ness ; he traversed the gardens with a swelling heart, but 
a glimpse of Kara Aziek changed the indignant throb into 
a thrill of pleasure : he saw her at a little distance,, walking 
with some other Moorish ladies. Crossing his hands over 
his breast, he stopt and bowed his head ; she recognised 
him through her veil, and graciously returned the saluta- 
tion : her visiters half uncovered their faces to look at the 
christian, about whom they had been conversing ; but Aziek 
moved away, and Sebastian dared not remain. 

After that day he constantly beheld her in the gardens, 
sometimes only at a distance, reading or playing on her 
guitar. No opportunity had yet occurred of addressing 
her in private; for when she went with him over the 
quarter assigned to the culture of Portuguese shrubs, to 
learn their names and qualities, she was surrounded by her 
maids, and he was followed by Hafiz. But obstacles only 
stimulated the kings impatience; other circumstances 
tended to counteract them. For some time he had every 
night found in his chamber the most exquisite confections, 
bread, and sherbet, presents evidently the product of 
female hands : he shtured them with Gaspar, not doubting 
the benevolent giver was she who had already been so 
generous. 

The only return he could make was daily offerings of 
flowers, formed into garlands or arranged in bouquets, for 
the head and bosom of Kara Aziek : these were presented 
to her by Hafiz, who reluctantly acknowledged that they 
came from his slave Fabian. Aziek would smile, accept 
them, inhale their scent awhile, admire their arrangement, 
and then place them among her beautiful hair, instead of 
more costly ornaments. 
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CHAP. VII. 

The first day on which Gaspar was able to walk out, Sebas- 
tian obtained leave for him to breathe the air of the gardens 
in the cool of evening; all the slaves were retfa^d to' supper, 
when the grateful soldier hesitatingly accepted the support 
of his king, and slowly proceeded from his chamber. 

" At moments like these," whispered he, " I cannot be- 
lieve myself awake. So supported — so attended,— oh sire! 
in Portugal this would have been impossible." 

*' Only because in Portugal I should not have known 
your value.". Sebastian could not forbear sighing as he 
spoke — ^but quickly smiling, he added, *' Trust me, Gaspar, 
1 shall not feel less a king when again seated on the throne 
of my ancestors, for having administered to your sufferings 
and shown my gratitude for your rare attachment. I take 
your heart as a sample of all my people's, and the reflections 
your generous sensibilities have given rise to, shall teach 
me to respect their feelings, though at the expense of my 
own extravagant desires." 

They now moved slowly on; a gentle breeze just stirred 
the leaves of the umbrageous plane trees, mingling their mur- 
murs with the cooling sound of fountains and water-falls ; 
a balmy smell from miits and flowers delighted the senses 
of Gaspar, his eyes wandered with pleasure over the beauti- 
ful gardens, and the consciousness of reviving health dlfiiis- 
ed through his heart and over his face an air of grateful 
.complacency. His pale cheek and feeble frame presented 
an interesting contrast to the yet vigorous youth of Sebas- 
tian; like a young cedar of Libanus flourishing in eternal 
spring, his manly beauty seemed formed for duration. 

Having conducted Gaspar into the labyrinth, the king 
laid him down upon one of its mossy couches; fearing to ex- 
haust him by conversation, he took out his flute, and play- 
ed several soft airs. 

The music, the profound tranquillity, and his extreme 
weakness, by degrees stole upon the senses of Gaspar, and 
he dropped to sleep: Sebastian observed it in silence, then 
fearing to awake him, rose to seek some other slave who 
might assist in conveying him to his chamber. 
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For this purpose he quitted the lab3rrinth : the pale even- 
ing star twinkling through innumerous boughs, alone lighted 
him on his way. Glowing with benevolent and friendly 
joy, he trod with a lighter step, and looked even in the 
gardens of £1 Hader as he had done in the magnificent pre- 
cincts of Xabregas ; though wrapped in a homely dress, the 
kingly air was still visible. There is a gracefuli^ess of mind 
which ennobles the meanest habit; that grace now gave 
picturesque grandeur to the coarse drapery of Sebastian. 
His neck and head were bare ; but the crown of Portugal 
itself could not have added majesty to that commanding 
brow, nature's hand had encircled it with a crown, his dark 
brown hair glowing with living gold, hung in glossy curls 
over his forehead and his cheek, discovering at intervals, as 
the breeze lifted it, those eyes and that mouth whose sweet- 
ness had once been proverbial in a court. 

Hastening onwards, he was startled by the sight of Kara 
Aziek standing alone, as if she had been listening to the 
sound of his Hute; after an instant s confusion, the impetuous 
monarch flung himself at her feet, and uttered in Moresco 
a hasty expression of gratitude, then remembering what 
Haflz had said of her accomplishments, and fearing to be 
overheard, he changed his accent, and spoke to her in 
Italian. 

She answered him courteously, though not fluently, in 
the same language; but her soft voice was so broken by 
timidity, so mixed with sighs, and interrupted by hesita- 
tion, tnat she was scarcely intelligible. Sebastian remained 
at her feet, and she had time to recover himself. 

^' What is it 1 can do for thee, amiable christian?' she 
resumed, ^^ my heart is touched with thy situation. So 
Young, so brave, so generous as I hear thou art, thou must 
nave many friends in thine own country, the remembrance 
of whom increases thy present sorrow; would I could re- 
stove thee to them ! but I cannot, my power extends only 
to ameliorating thv condition. What is I can do fortheef* 

^^ Alas, nothing! ' exclaimed the king, pierced with disap- 
pointment, ^^ banished from my country, without hope of 
return, I no longer desire life. I was bom, lady, in the 
midst of power, riches, and honours; I had the means and 
the will of blessing multitudes, 1 was surrounded by rela- 
tions and friends. I am now a slave! if forced at last to 
abandon the hope of release, do vou iin».^inc that any thing 

Ki2 
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can reconcile me to such a destiny? To your hearenly 

foodness I already owe all the comfort of which my misera- 
le fate is susceptible: ah! could I persuade you to pity me 
yet further — to procure for me permission to inform one 
fiiend of my captivity, and so be ransomed from the Almo- 
^adem!*' 

*'*' Christian l** said Kara Aziek after a pause, *' thy noble 
disregard of selfish considerations since thou hast been under 
the charge of Hafiz, deserves the exertions of all who love 
virtue; be assured from this moment, that thou hast made 
a friend in Kara Aziek, she will continue to protect thee, 
she will cautiously labour to obtain thy release, but thou 
must not be impatient if the time be long, and the object 
lost. My father will not bear either too frequent or too 
earnest urging ; if I would serve the christians). I must do 
it prudently." 

Sebastian put the embroidered hem of her kaftan to his 
lips: " You are my guardian anc^el," he exclaimed, ^^and 
there are hearts in Portugal wortliy of knowing yours, that 
shall one day bless you." 

The young monarch's emotion interested Kara Aziek, she 
wished .to see him again more distinctly, and for this pur- 
pose lifted up her veil; the instant their eyes met, she drop- 
ped it ivith a modest blush. But her soft beauty, like that 
of the summer moon, instantaneously changed the impe- 
tuous ardour of Sebastian, a serene and delightful admira- 
tion succeeded to his agitation ; her shape, her voice, her 
countenance, were all lovely, they breathed the tenderness 
and the purity of an angel, and though the radiant image of 
donna Gonsalva outshone the Moorish beauty in splendour^ 
it >could onlv have been preferred by a lover, 
'ipvery thmg in Gonsalva was gay, resistless, triumphant ; 
m{ Kara Aziek, touching, yielding, and humble ; the one 
seamed a divinity to be worship|>ed, the other a tender 
creature to be loved. 

Every endearing quality of woman's fond and faithful 
heart, beamed from the dewy eyes of Kara Aziek ; those 
eyes bespoke a soul capable of wholly losing itself in the 
happiness and honour of one beloved object ; they promised 
heroic devotedness, disinterested goodness, virtuous submis- 
sion : they had never yet known how to express disdain, 
anger, or desire of rule. It was sufficient to have beheld 
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Kara Aziek but for a moment, to be convinced that she was 
the sweetest and the gentlest of human beings. 

Lost in the remembrance of a countenance so engaging, 
the young king did not remark that his companion heaved 
several deep sighs: at length, she spoke to him again, ^^It 
is then to Portugal that thou wishest to return ? It was 
my mother s country — ^perhaps thou hast a mother and 
sisters there— or a wife— art thou married, christian?" 

Sebastian answered in the negative with a sigh deeper 
than her own; Aziek eagerly resumed. If thou luist 
neither mother, sister, nor wife, thou shouldst not be so 
very unhappy at thy present misfortune : think how much 
keener would have been thy sorrows, had they been en- 
creased by the memory of such beloved relations. Learn 
to be grateful, ckristian, to the Great Being for his smallest 
mercies !" 

Sebastian was about to own that Portugal contained one 
as dear to him as a wife^ when she asked after his sick coun- 
tryman; on hearing that he was then in the labyrinth, she 
grieved at. having detained his friend, and bade him pursue 
his way to the house. ^^ Pray warn this poor fellow," she 
added, ^^ never agahi to attempt so rash an enterprise; he 
may get beyond my £sithers walls, 'tis true,, but wherever 
he goes he must encounter Moors, or perish for want among 
solitary places. — ^Adieu, Portuguese! endure patiently, pray 
often, hope constantly." — So saying, the lovely Moor turned 
aw^, leaving Sebastian standmg where they had first met. 

He could not forbear ejaculating a thanksgiving for this 
fortunate meeting, which licensed him in all those sanguine 
expectations that otherwise had been fantastic : he blessed 
the amiable Aziek repeatedly, while hastening to the hall 
of the household slaves, he procured an assistant, and Te- 
tumed for Gaspar. 

The motion in carrying him quickly awakened Gaspar, 
but Sebastian would not rouse him further by speaking 
then of his adventure, and shortly afterwards left him to 
repose for the night. 

The next time Kara Aziek saw the king of Portugal, it 
was again in the gardens, supporting his still languid friend: 
she stopt in the midst of her women and asked after the 
invalid. 

Sebastian seized this opportunity of describing his delicate 
constitution, and beseeching her to order him some less 

k3 
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hazardous labour than that of working through all weathers 
in the open air: at the same time he ventured to solicit in- 
dulgence for some other sick captives. Kara Aziek fixed 
her luminous eyes on him througn her veil, with a look of 
soft admiration. 

^'How is it," she said, '^that thou dost never ask any- 
thing for thyself? — hast thon been taught to live solely for 
others?" 

'4t was the first lesson I ever learnt," replied Sebastian^ 
^^ would to God, that I had always practised it! but my 
heart, lady, lias not room at present for minor wishes; I 
languish for liberty. While I am a riave, every personal 
good is indifferent to me." 

^^I pity thee, christian, indeed I pity thee!" said Aziek 
in a tone of touching smcerity, ''if I were the sole arbiter 
of thy fate, of all &tes, there is not a christian fifroaning 
throughout AfHca that should remain in his bonds — ^but, 
though my father indulges me beyond what any other 
parent allows, he does not leave me absolute. I must win 
favours from him by de^ees; while thou askest these in- 
dulgencies for others, thine own suit remains unurged: 
choose then between them and thyself! am I to plead for 
their comfort, or thy freedomr 

For them! for them!" cried Sebastian. 

-'Generous christian!" she exclaimed, extending her arm 
by an involuntary impulse; Sebastian threw himself at her 
feet, and ventured 'to seize and kiss her hand ; it was a hand 
so lovely soft, that it seemed to melt in the pressure ; though 
his ardour was chastised by respect, Kara Aziek drew back 
in confusion. 'U will learn of thee to be generous," she 
added, '^ to be so, I must risk something, conquer my timid 
nature, and be importunate for thy sake." She then ear- 
nestly besought Sebastian to concert some mode of ameli- 
orating the condition of all the slaves, and yet rendering 
them useful to £1 Hader; if a plan were form-ed, embracing 
a variety of objects suited to cufferent degrees of strength 
and ingenuity, she thought its profitableness would recom- 
mend it to her £ither, and make a strong argument for her 
to use in urging its adoption. 

- Delighted with her benevolent idea, Sebastian readily 
promised to sketch such a plan with Hafiz, and then to 
submit it for her approval; he accompanied this promise 
with an animated eulogium upon her mind and heai*t. At 
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this she blushed timidly, telling him that she pwed her 
thoughtfulness to a few good books which her mother had 
taught her to read, and which perhaps might now be a 
solace to him : the king was gladdened by this o£Fer, and 
gratefdlly accepted it. 

He then ventured to ask whether Kara Aziek eouid give 
him any information about the state of Portugal; she 
replied with benevolent minuteness. From her answers 
he learnt that his throne was filled by the cardinal, don 
Henry, and that his own supposed body, obtained through 
the king of Spain, had been buried at Belem, with royal 
honours. ^' Do they lament their late king T asked Sel>ad^ 
tian, with extreme emotion. 

^ I hear he was in many things worthy to be regretted," 
replied Aziek, '^ but his ill-advised enterprise nearly deso- 
lated Portugfld ; for of the few fiamilies he left in it, there 
was not one that has not lost some relative, either on the 
field, or by captivity. In this weight of private grief, t 
suppose a public loss is scarcely felt. Thou didst love thy 
mcmarch, i think, that starting tear honours his memory." 
The eyes of the gentle Moor filled with answering tears 
while she spoke. 

Overcome by her obvious remark, Sebastian stifled a 
groan : again he saw the bloody plain of Alcazar, and again 
conscience accused him of countless murders. Heart-wrung, 
even to torture, he leaned in silent agony upon the shoulder 
of Gaspar, who being ignorant of Italian, in which they 
spoke, was now surprised and disturbed at his Sovereigns 
agitation. Kara Aziek regarded him with a mixture of 
terror and pity 

^ Alas ! what have I said !" she exclaimed, ^^ that has 
thus afflicted thee? compose thyself, amiable christian 1 
thou Shalt see thy country i^ain, if Kara Aziek parts with 
every comfort of her life to obtain thee that feUcity." 

Without waiting to receive his thanks, she withdrew 
hastily, leaving Gaspar to make unsuccessful attempts at 
soothing his royal friend. 

Aziek had unconsciously planted the dagger of the furies 
in the very bosom she would fain have shielded from every 
shaft: care for others, constant occupation, and ceaseless 
projects of escape, had lately banished from Sebastians 
mind all self-accusing recollections ; but now he saw at one 
glance his name forgotten or execrated in the land which 
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he loved with parental tenderness, his throne filled by 
another, his people sunk in funereal gloom, and donna 
Gonsalva leamino; to hate his name, while she wept for her 
murdered father! 

These images were heightened to the wildest excess by a 

Eassionate imagination, fruitful in self-tormenting, and as it 
urried him in thought from object to object, he sacredly 
vowed never again to unsheathe, the sword but in defence, 
or for ,the succour of others : this virtuous vow checked the 
torrent of sorrow. 

The last words of Kara Aziek had escaped his ear ; and 
desperate of release through her means, smce she herself 
was so doubtful of it, he came to the resolution of making 
some personal effort for his own deliverance : warmed by 
this new project, he gradually recovered himself, and re- 
turned back with Gaspar. 

On entering his chamber he found several volumes of 
Italian and Portuguese authors, which he took up and looked 
at, without knowing one of their titles ; for his mind was 
otherwise occupied, and he laid himself on his pallet, not to 
sleep, but to think. 

It was now that Sebastian found his first visit to Barbary 
likely to produce benefit ; bv it he was made acquainted 
with all the coast, and much of the interior, he had also 
acquired information from the persons he redeemed, which 
now promised to serve him essentially. 

In those days the emperors of Morocco had a right to 
every captive beyond a certain rank, taken either in battle, 
or on the seas, and the Moors therefore, frequently secreted 
their noble slaves and conveyed them privately away for 
the sake of hiigh ransoms : one of these gentlemen who was 
the property of a low man, had been conducted by him to 
the castle of Massignan, by a road which the king now tried 
to recollect. It had lain through a track of more than a 
hundred miles : Sebastian calculated on being able to pur- 
sue the same route undiscovered, as it lea principally 
through desert mountains. 

It is true, that before he could reach Massignan, he must 
cross the river Ardea, the fords of which were all guarded 
by Moorish posts, for the express purpose of frustrating the 
escape of runaways. But ne had been told of a safe pas- 
sage in one part where the river naiTOwed among the 
green mountains, and which on account of its remoteness 
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was left unwatched : once there, he might cross, and make 
directly down to the coast ; could he gain Massignan he 
should he safe. 

Neither the savage heasts infesting the country he must 
thus trarerse unarmed, nor the apprehension of starving, 
staggered the resolution of Sebastian; he felt that a mighty 
spirit has something of omnipotence in it, and believed that 
the all-seeing parent who feeds the fowls of the air, would 
provide for his limited wants; if he were destined to perish, 
better to die free, than to linger out life in slavery. 

At first he thought of making Gaspar his companion, but 
a moment s consideration forbade him to indulge so danger- 
ous a wish. Gaspar could' not endure the fatigue and peril 
to which they must be subjected during such an enterprise, 
and would in all probability prove the cause of their even- 
tual recapture; better therefore to hasten to Massignan, and 
from thence send a kings offer to El Hader. Long did the 
generous Sebastian pause upon this obstacle, he abhorred 
the appearance of abandoning his friend, and would not 
have resolved on it at last, had he not justly deemed that 
the only method of procuring his ultimate liberation. 

The next object of consideration was how to gejt beyond 
the walls of the Almo^adem; so indulged as he had long 
been, it seemed almost perfidious to repay the lenity of £1 
Hader, and the reliance of Hafiz, by using them for the 
purpose of escape; yet liberty, sacred liberty, is the birth- 
right of every man, and he who would enslave his fellow- 
man, however softly he may weave his chains, has perhaps 
no legitimate claim to his fidelity. 

Sebastian felt the force of this assertion, he had ever 
scorned dissembling his thirst for freedom, and therefore be- 
lieved himself still privileged to attempt obtaining it by any 
bold measure. Ere he-finally digested this sudden plan, he 
endeavoured to obey the humane injunction of Kara Aziek ; 
from the day on which they first met, he had employed 
himself after work-hours in visiting the difiPerent quarters 
of the Cassavee, and making such inquiries and obseiTations 
as were necessary for his purpose. Hafiz accompanied him 
completely satisfied with acting in obedience to his mistre^. 
In a short time the king had perfected the theory of a new 
establishment infinitely more advantageous to the Almo9a- 
dem, andfar milder for his christian associates; this project 
he delivered to Kara Aziek thiough Hafiz^ who was recom- 



118 DON SEBASTIAN. 

mended in it to be made governor of the whole. Aziek 
studied it attentively, and assented to its excellence with all 
the ardour of her benevolent nature; soon afterwards she 
sought and obtained her father's approval. 

Transported with this success, she urged El Hader to send 
for that enlightened chi'istian, who thus united regard for 
his interest with pity for lus own countrymen. El Hader 
had not forgotten their last interview, but no longer appre- 
hensive of seeing a madman, he yielded to his daughters 
wish. 

The Almogadem received Sebastian with his usual good- 
natured indolence, and after liaving suggested one or two 
alterations, and demanded a few explanations, he pronounced 
the desired acquiescence. Sebastian would not have pro- 
strated himself to any mortal for a favour merely selnsh, 
but at this mercy to so many sufferers, he cast himself at 
the feet of Kara Aziek, who sat wrapt up in her veil, ex- 
claiming in Italian. * 

'^ It is to you, amiable lady! that the christians owe these 
blessings; henceforth I will believe myself your slave, and 
then bondage will be no longer abhorrent." 

"Ah christian!" cried the lovely Moor, and stopping 
abruptly, she averted her eyes with a palpitating heart. 

Sebastian knew not the soft confusion his ardent speech 
had caused, he forgot the woman in Kara Aziek, and saw 
only the pure and disinterested spirit of an angel. 

El Hader now made some remarks upon the improve- 
ments in his domain, which he was told were the effects of 
his Portuguese slaves' exertions, adding, " Thou must sui-ely 
be satisfied with the miraculous kindness with which thou 
art treated, and consequently pleased with thy situation r 

This observation afforded Sebastian the opportunity he 
sought. " Many and important favours," he said, " 1 grate- 
fully acknowledge in my own person, and in that of every 
christian inhabiting this place, out while I labour to show 
my sense of your indulgence by a peaceable demeanour and 
voluntary acts of service, remember, El Hader, that I do not 
conceive myself bound to forego the hope of liberty: my 
heart is filled with it,^-day and night my thoughts are. on 
it; I warn vou therefore not to suppose that any thing can 
make me abandon a resolution to break my bonds if possi- 
ble. You refuse a ransom, therein you are merciless and 
tyrannical, and by that act free me from the obligation, 



DON SSBASTIAX, 119 

honour would otherwise impose; would you accept money 
as an equivalent for me, however exorbitant the sum, I 
would not steal myself away, and defraud you of your right- 
ful gain, though liberty tempted me from a thousand 
avenues, now I hold my conscience unshackled; if I can 
escape, I will, but wherever 1 go, be assured I shall bear with 
me a salutary remembrance of Moorish virtues." 

'^ Is not this fellow a madman Tasked El Hader, turning 
with a smile to his daughtel*. ^^ This confession of his may 
clip his wings. Christian," he added, '' dost thou not believe 
I tan abridge thy present freedom, and so prevent thy es- 
cape ?** 

^' Assuredly I do, returned the impetuous monarch, but 
that consideration ought not to deter me from asserting my 
right to use every means of restoring myself to my country. 
I tell it you, that you may not hereafter call me a base, 
ungrateful hypocrite ; I tell it you, that you may not im- 
pute to others my imagined guilt. God forbid that I should 
be the occasion of any man s disgrace ! should I effect my 
purpose, recollect it will be all my own work, and that 
neither your slaves nor your servants will have had the 
smallest share in it." 

'^ Rash, but amiable man !" exclaimed Kara Aziek, regard- 
ing him with a look of admiration, ^' O that thou couldst 
forget thy country and be happy in Africa !* 

The tenderness of her tone penetrated the heart of Se- 
bastian, he did not reply by words, but his eloquent eyes 
fixed for a moment upon her, spoke only too ardently the 
gratitude she inspired : again the soft bosom of Kara Aziek 
palpitated with an unknown emotion, and covering her 
figure still more with her veil — as if fearing her soul was 
visible — she hastily withdrew. 

£1 Hader detained the king a few moments longer, jest- 
ing him on his extravagant hopes, and assuring him, that 
though still indulgently used, he should be well watched. 
Sebastian listened in silent majesty, then quitted him, com- 
pletely satisfied with their mutu^ understanding. 

While he returned to toil and the society of Gaspar, who 
was now able to bear a moderate part in the work of the 
gardens, Kara Aziek retired to her own apartments agitated 
with pain and pleasure : imknown to herself, the pity with 
which she had at first regarded the young and handsome 
Christian was now changed into a sentiment less disinter- 
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ested but more animated ; his aituation and cliaracter were 
alike interesting ; his conversation insensibly stole her from 
herself; and his graceful image contrasted with the swarthy 
Moors and pallia slaves around, was ever present to her 
eyes ; at the sound of his voice or his flute, neai'd at a dis- 
tance from the gardens, she would feel her heart throb tu- 
multuously ; and when his past looks or words crossed her 
memory, a delightful thrill would run through her veins. 

Formerly Benevolence was content to administer to his 
wants and to secure him from hardships : now Love panted 
to surround him with the delicacies of refinement, and* to 
procure for him exemption from every occupation. She 
would send him the choicest fruits and viands, essences and 
fragrant oils for his use after the bath, books, music, and 
becoming apparel ; she would watch his looks with silent 
anxiety, foreseeing indisposition ere it approached him, and 
providing against it by medicines prepared by her own 
hand : a favourite maid cautiously conveyed these things 
to the apartment of Sebastian, who received them silently 
aud distributed them with discretion. 

Though indulged in a freedom perfectly singular in Bar- 
bary, Aziek dared not openly pour upon a christian such a 
shower of benefits, she was obliged to find frequent employ- 
ment for him, that she might see and converse with him 
unsuspected. At those times she would talk to him not 
merely of his country but upon such subjects as enlightened 
her mind and displayed the treasures of his : thus did she 
unconsciously weave her own chains, little dreaming that 
the heart she thus learned to idolise, was the property of 
another. 

Wholly devoted to the remembrance of donna Gonsalva, 
and too much occupied with hip various anxieties, Sebastian 
never once thought of the possibility of destroying the 
peace of his beneuictress ; he beheld her with the tenderest 
and most exalted admiration ; and as she showed to Oaspar 
nearly equal compassion, for Gaspar was dear to her on nis 
account, he considered her as a creature formed by provi- 
dence expressly for the purpose of succouring unfortunate 
christians. 

The new order of things was now established throughout 
El Haders residence, and Sebastian became painfully 
anxious for its success. By adapting every occupation to 
the peculiar powers of each man, and allowing them more 
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rest and more food, he knew that nothing short of deter- 
mined industry would reilder theu- master satisfied with 
the change ; he was therefore obliged to urge these motives 
unremittingly amongst them till he conquered their habitual 
languor, and made them feel that the persevering activity 
of half the day would insure to them repose and comfort 
during the remainder. The perfect completion of his sys- 
tem left him free to think solely of his escape. 

To keep his promise with El Hader, and avert destruc- 
tion from Gaspar, Sebastian refrained from telling him of 
his purpose: alone, and in secret, he meditated and o.>- 
aerved. 

Though he was permitted to range through every part 
of the Cassavee domain, it was enclosed by walls of great 
height and thickness, upon which, at small distances, were 
placed sentinels day and night ; the only possible avenue 
appeared to be that part where a narrow river washed the 
eastern wall, the sentinels there were far apart and relying 
on this natural barrier watched carelessly : here Sebastian 
thought it practicable to cut a passage through, and so pass- 
ing from one side to the other, creep through the under- 
wood to the river, and swim across. 

The eastern wall was not far from that angle of thp 
building in which he slept, and he might therefore pass and 
repass with less danger of discovery ; though his door was 
locked nightly, his window was unbarred, and from it he 
could easily descend into the garden. 

On reconnoitring the particular spot he pitched on, he 
found that a cluster of very thick trees would conceal him 
from possible observation, and that a canal, not many paces 
distant, would serve as a reservoir for the rubbish and 
stones : inspirited by these providential circumstances he 
commenced his project the ensuing night. 

The implements of daily toil served now for the instru- 
ments of freedom ; Sebastian was disciplined to labour, and 
rendered expert by practice ; every night he worked during 
' the half of it, leaving the encreasing chasm, masked with 
stones well-fitted. Success seemed to await him ; no one 
hitherto had suspected his nocturnal employment, and 
Gaspar, for whose delicate health he feared, as he resolved 
not to abandon him in a dying state, rather strengthened 
than declined. Meanwhile peace and comfort reigned 
throughout the abode of El Plader ; his slaves looked bet- 

L 
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ter, and performed more than they had ever done j groans 
and sighs were no longer heard in the Cassavee, and if the 
eaptives still wept for their country and friends, it was in 
the privacy of their own chamhers.* 

Kara Aziek continued to move amongst them like the 
angel of pity, she compassionated them all, hut she loved 
one, whose ^4ooks were now her soul's food." Sometimes she 
sent for him to instruct her in the Portuguese songs and the 
Portuguese history, and then, though her father were pre- 
sent, she would speak to him in Italian of the suhject near- 
est his heart. Sometimes she would loiter with her women 
for hours heside him in the gardens under pretence of giving 
orders ahout her howers and her green-houses, when in 
reality it was to hear the music of his voice and to '^ suck 
in the honey of his sweet discourse." 

Indeed Kara Aziek could no longer command, where she 
would willingly have served; respect ever accompanies love, 
and her worth-inspired affection now shrunk from those 
acts which reminded her that the ohject of her devotion was 
in a state of humiliation. 

In such interviews the ardent manner of Sehastian de- 
ceived her unintentionally, those eyes that spoke even the 
slightest emotion more distinctly than any other eyes, seem- 
ed when expressive of gratitude, to he expressive of love; at 
sight of her he rememhered donna Gonsalva, and that en- 
chanting recollection diffusing over his countenance the 
most touching tenderness, made Kara Aziek fondly fancy 
herself its ohject. 

By these frequent opportunities she saw him under every 
variety of his various nature, alternately the serenest and 
the most tempestuous, the tenderest and the fiercest of hu- 
man heings; her gentle character often tremhled at the vio- 
lence of his, hut when the storm was gone, and the sun 
smiling in his face, she felt only the fonder anxiety and 
the deeper interest. 

She saw him quick to avenge the wrongs or relieve the 
pains of others, but regardless still of his own, how then 
could she denounce that very rashness which disquieted 
her, since it arose from the excess of a virtue? 

Yet she was solicitous to have this rashness moderated, 
and often took occasion to converse on the subjects of pru- 
dence and forbearance; she reminded him that there is no 
such thing as swaying others, before we have learned to 
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command ourselves, she pointed out to him several instances 
'in wliich the fierceness of his temper had frustrated the 
effects of his benevolence; when he sought some indulgence 
for a fellow captive suddenly overpowered with heat or 
sickness, if the task-master demurred he would blaze into 
indignation, and harden the heart he disdained to soften. 
- Kara Aziek ventured to show him the superior dignity 
and utility of employing reason at such times rather than 
anger; he would listen with delight and contrition, though 
his former habit of exacting obedience from others, render- 
ed it difficult for him to obey himself. 

Aziek saw that to conquer his natural infirmity would 
cost Sebastian infinite trouble, and to her it would have 
been no visible blemish, since she loved him with a tender- 
ness that veiled his very faults, but she felt that his faults 
made himself unhappv; how then could they continue a 
matter of indifference ( — with such impatience and impru- 
dence he must ever carry in his own mind the seeds of sor- 
row and remorse. 

Unconscious of his hazardous purpose, she was daily ad- 
vancing towards the object he desired; her father never left 
her without bearing away with him some argument in 
&vour of the christians, and particularly of Sebastian; not 
daring to ask at once for his liberation, she was gradually 
softening and preparing El Haders mind for such a request. 

Meanwliile |;ime rolled on, and Sebastian completed his 
laborious task. When he first caught a gleam of the moon- 
lighted river shining through the impoi-tant aperture, it 
seemed as if that sight alone had released him from his 
bonds, he kissed his bosom cross m a rapture of gratitude, 
and emotion for awhile prevented him firom thinking of his 
indiscretion in suffering the chasm to remain uncovered ; 
he filled it up immediately at both extremities, for the night 
was just closmg. 

On returning to his chamber he found it impossible to 
sleep, his heart was too full of anxietv for the event of his 
enterprise, and for the effect it might have upon Gaspar; to 
disclose the secret to him, Sebastian believed absolutely 
necessary, as that would soften the pain of being apparently 
deserted!^ and yet could not justly subject him to the venge- 
ance of El Hader. Gaspar might conscientiously swear that 
he had in no way contributed to the escape of his country- 
man. 

l2 
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Agreeable to these reflections, Sebastian seized an oppor- 
tunity the next morning, and detailed his project; for awnile 
the a£Fectionate soldier stood aghast, but quickly recover- 
ing, he faltered out a mixed expression of jov and sorrow : 
he then ventured to solicit his sovereign's bounty for his, 
mother and sister, praying him to relieve their poverty, and 
to remember that he was left behind in slavery. The poor 
youth was frequently on the point of asking to accompanv 
his king, but as often the conviction of his infirm health 
checked the selfish request. 

Sebastian saw only liberty before him, and succour for 
those he left behind ; yet he grieved to part his destinv from 
that of Gaspar, and at thought of the gentle Aziek, he felt 
the most piercing regret; her rare goodness and refinement 
was wortny a nobler fate than that to which she seemed 
bom ; she was not adapted to share with a harem the ca- 

Ericious fiivour of an ignorant Mussulman, she was calcu- 
ited to win and to deserve a heart polished by culture. 

Kara Aziek did not appear in the gardens that day, and 
towards evening Sebastian spoke of her to Hafiz ; he learnt 
from him, that she was gone to Mequinez, to keep the feast 
£1 Ed Geer, with the Almogadem ; at this information his 
joyous feelings were damped: he had then parted from that 
amiable being for ever, without havine uttered afresh those 
animated sentiments which filled his heart, and which she 
might hereafter recollect as a grateful farewell ! 

The pain of this thought would have tempted Sebastian 
to delay his departure, had not the image of donna Oon- 
salva, sorrowing over his supposed grave, hurried him on- 
wards ; he could not however depart, until he had left a 
slight memorial of his gratitude : — ^for this purpose he enter- 
ed the labyrinth, and cut with a knife upon the chalk of 
one of its stones, a few words in Italian. 

After this tribute to the gentle spirit that had blessed him 
even in captivity; he hastened from the spot, for it was now 
the hour of retiring. 

Gaspar waited for him in his sleeping room ; the night 
was dark and gusty ; a circumstance that awakened some 
friendly fears in the former; but Sebastian's soul was roused 
with the prospect of freedom, and he considered the gloom 
\?hich alaimed his friend, as favourable to his concea&ent. 
They sat together in a remote chamber, watching with ex- 
treme anxiety the gradual stillness that spread around 
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them: by degrees the sound of voices and steps died away, 
•—the closing of doors became less and less frequent, till at 
length profound silence settled over the scene. 

They scarcely exchanged even a whisper during this long 
saspense ; Gaspar's heart was full almost to bursting ; for 
he felt, that in losing the king of Portugal as a fellow-pris- 
oner, he was losing a friend: that king seated again upon a 
throne, would not surely acknowledge and love a private 
soldier! he had heard that '^ the favour of princes is not 
fastened by nails of diamonds to men whom they a£Fect,'* 
and while his artless mind dwelt on this saying the deepest 
dejection stole over him. 

Ideas of such a nature changed his«former ease and con- 
fidence into awe and distrust: and at the very moment in 
which Gaspar most longed to throw himself at his beloved 
master 8 feet, there to pour forth all his feelings, he stood 
sadly silent, scarce venturing to breathe or to raise his eyes 
from the earth. 

Sebastian comprehended these emotions: he took Gaspar's 
hand with a warmth and earnestness which enforced his 
words, and pressing it repeatedly, assured him that neither 
the pomps nor the cares of a crown could break those bonds 
in which mutual suffering and mutual obligation had united 
them: he renewed his promise of immediately placing 
Gaspar's family in competence, and of dispatching an em- 
bassy to the muley of Morocco for the purpose of ransoming 
him and the rest of the christians. 

" Rely on the word of a king, and the faith of a friend !" 
he concluded, " all this I solemnly swear to perform, should 
heaven restore me to my throne. — When we meet again, 
may it be in our dear native land ! — then, Gaspar, thou 
shalt see how much I love thee." 

Transported with such goodness, the tender-hearted youth 
wept like a woman ; his sovereign's heart beat high with 
hope, and could not admit regret; he anticipated a blissful 
hour of future meeting, and gently chiding his companion, 
leaped the window of their chamber: — ^Gaspar followed 
more cautiously. 

Sebastian was lightly clothed in a habit ^ent him by Kara 
^ziek, which he had never yet worn, and therefore could 
not be described by; in his girdle was stuck a small hatchet, 
and a Moorish knife, for the purpose of defence; oyer his 
sboulder was flung a sort of basket, containing a few Tour- 
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kia cakes and dried meats, which he had saved from the 
daily presents of Aziek. 

A short circuit brought them to their place of destination : 
pushing aside the trees, they gently drew away the loose 
stones that concealed the aperture : the sullen sound of the 
river was heard through it: Gaspar looked up fearfully to 
*he sky; the clouds there were thick and dull, but some- 
thing like light gleamed through them in parts proceeding 
from the moon now at her full: Sebastian whispered him 
to be of good cheer; then turning hastily round, he grasped 
him to his heart without speaking. 

Both the king and the soldier trembled in each other a 
embrace; at length sinking from his sovereign's arms, Gas- 
par embraced his knees without being able to articulate a 
single word. Sebastian hastily raised him, embraced him 
once more, then pressed through the aperture. 

With breathless attention Gaspar listened to the rustling 
of the bushes on the opposite Aide through which Sebastian 
had rushed; the next moment he distinctly heard him 
plunge into the river : at that fearful crisis he crossed his 
oreast and his forehead, and remained kneeling in an agony 
of supplication ; but suddenly recollecting his friend's in- 
junctions, he hastily filled up the chasm of the wall at 
each extremity. 

At every blast of wind sweeping through the leafy 
branches over his head, while thus employed, he almost 
fancied that he heard the drowning voice of his king ; once 
he thought the sound of a gun had mingled with the blast, 
but it was not repeated, and his apprehension ceased. 

By degrees the wind, sunk into a low moan, only mixed 
with the hoarse dashing of the water; neither voice nor 
step came any longer to his ear : the faithful soldier then 
sorrowfully arose, and returned to his solitary chamber ; 
piously endeavouring there to cast his cares upon that 
Almignty Protector who alone is able to destroy and to 
save. 
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CHAP. VIII 

Sebastian had to contend with a strong cnmnt, but having 
stripped off his clothes and fastened them above his head, ' 
he was able to breast the powerful water with equal 
strength; a few strokes of his nervous arm brought him to 
the opposite bank, he sprung on land, and shaking off the 
wet quickly redressed himself. 

While he was fastening on his rude sandals, he looked 
up to the Cassavee from whence he had escaped, the faintly 
glimmering moon now cast a momentary gleam over its 
high dome, and silvered part of the line formed by the wall, 
upon which were seen a few sentinels walking to and fro; 
one of these men appeared to stop and bend forward, Sebas- 
tian glided behind a cluster of sallows, the Moor called out, 
and receiving no answer, discharged his harquebuss; but 
whether Sebastian's profound stillness deceived him into the 
belief of having mistaken the shadow of a tree for a humaU 
figure, or whether he thought all his duty performed by 
this act is uncertain, — ^he waited awhile, then moved away 
without further scrutiny. 

Sebastian crept slowly through the underwood till he 
found himself in a path gradually declining between tolen^ 
bly steep hiUs, no longer afraid of discovery, he rose from 
his stooping posture, and ran swiftly in a direction leading 
towards the interior. Happily the moon began to shine 
distinctly, for a rising east wind scattered the clouds that 
had before ascended &om the west, and now her steady light 
brightened every hill and every valley. 

The royal Portuguese proceeded with rapidity through 
scenes which encreased in wild solitariness, at every step the 
heights assumed a l^older and steeper form, the thickets of 
oak and locust trees became more frequent, and except the 
din of a torrent which grew upon his ear, nothing was heard 
to startle even momentary apprehension. 

Guiding his course by the stars, he continued to advance 
among the mountains with the utmost celerity, nature and 
habit had made him capable of bearing great fatigue with- 
out injury; he now flew rather than ran, springing over the 
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broad beds of mountain streams, and leaping from point to 
point of the rocky fissures. 

Day dawned on him in these desert places, but neither 
flocks nor dwellings appeared to warn hun from his fellow- 
men, he pressed forward eager to ^et the start of his pur- 
suers, and resolved not to rest tiU he could do so with a 
prospect of .security. 

After journeying till mid-day, chance led him to a steep 
rocky dell so overhung with shrubs and trees, that it ap- 
peared to promise a safe resting place, he had to stoop under 
the pendent branches that shaded its entrance, but after 
passing through them the foliage fell down again like a 
curtain, and secured him from observation. 

He advanced to the ^nd of this recess, and sat down on a 
proiecting crag, there for the first time since his escape, he 
had leisure to think and to calculate on his future move- 
ments; the earliest fruit of those reflections was gratitude to 
that Almighty Being whose hand had thus conducted him 
in safety, the next emotion was tender remembrance of 
Oaspar and Kara Aziek, but while he believed that he was 
hastening from the latter never to see her again, joy bright- 
ened regret, for he was returning to donna Gonsalva. 

Never before had Sebastian been sensible to such a sud- 
den translation from misery to transport. Freedom, man's 
greatest blessing, the air he is destined to breathe and to 
live by, and without which he dies — Freedom, that pure 
element which is scarcely felt while it surrounds us, and 
seldom known but in its privation, was now his own again; 
it throbbed in all his pulses, spoke to his senses from every 
outward object and inward feeling, new-strung his nerves, 
and turned hopes into certainties. 

What bright visions of future happiness transcending all 
he had ever vet. known, now animated him — ^in his own 

Serson he haa acquired a keener relish for the blessings of 
ome and liberty, and he had learned such important les- 
sons as would make him respect those blessings in the per- 
sons of others. 

Thankful even for captivity since it had ameliorated his 
character, he gave no check to sanguine thought, yet thirty 
leagues of African ground still lay between him and 
security. 

Finding himself faint for want of refreshment, he ate 
sparingly of his few provisions, and quenched his thirst 
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with the water of a neighhouring spring, then commending 
Himself to the protection of his tutelary saints, lay down 
to rest. 

When Sebastian awoke, he found the day far G|>ent : he 
had of late abridged his sleep so much, and been so contin- 
ually anxious, that his first repose, in a scene of comparative 
freedom, lasted longer than he wished ; however, he awoke 
^th renovated strength, and quitting the dell, resumed his 
former track. 

He had not proceeded far, when he came abruptly upon 
a flock of goats, with a couple of stout Moorish boys watch- 
ing them ; not allowing them an instant to note his dress 
or face, he darted down a side declivity and flew along, till 
seeing the hills opening in several directions, he chose one 
path at a venture, and soon lost himself among thickets 
and precipices. — At first he heard the boys' voices mixed 
with those of men ; but shortly thev ceased to reach him, 
and he then concluded they were seeking him in a difi^ereut 
path. 

Alarmed by this incident he deemed it best to penetrate 
further into the mountains, ere he shaped his course down- 
wards towards Massignan, as by so doing he would not be 
so likely to encounter any Moors but Alarbes, and against 
meeting them, he must guard as well as possible : it is true 
that by thus prolonging his journey in desert regions, he 
incurred the risk of perishing either by fsunine or by savage 
beasts ; but he believed himself capable of warding ofi^ 
the latter, and for the former he did not fear, as he learned 
amongst the Alarbes where to find roots and berries fit for 
sustenance. Putting up a fervent prayer, he resumed his 
flight. 

Ni^ht surprised him in a thick forest : to proceed now 
would have been madness; those enormous serpents and 
lions with which Africa abounds, were not lightly to be 
brayed in the darkness of vast solitudes; he therefore 
ascended one of the largest trees, where he watched away 
the remaining hours. 

The awfulness of his present situation, and the alarmed 
state of his spirits, formed a striking contrast to his late 
exultation : every thing around was dismal ; one of those 
iierce winds which constantly blow in Barbary from the 
north-east, in the month of March, was now raving through^ 
the forest ; this was mixed with the distant roar of lions, 
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and the thrilling yell of hyenas ; as each peal shook the 
verv roots of the huge oak in which he lodged, he fancied 
it the fury of some powerful animal, and prepared himself 
to encounter it with nis hatchet. 

Night however passed away, and tKe rising sun flamed 
over a track which Sehastian now trod with tranquil thank- 
fulness ; the heans of the Alcorabe made his scanty break- 
&st, as he walked under its umbrageous boughs: trusting 
that he had now baffled pursuit, he proceeded in a direction 
which must bring him lower down among the green moun- 
tains, and lead directly to the Ardea. Two hours brought 
him out into a wide plain skirting their feet, a broad river 
i-olled through this plain, and over it were scattered Alarbes' 
tents. 

Sebastian's blood curdled with abhorrence at hearing the 
tinkling of zauphens, a barbarous musical instrument he 
remembered too well, as he precipitately turned back to 
retrace his steps, the figures of men crossing from a side 
eminence forced him to retreat, the men shouted on seeing 
him, and rushed forwards; others were quickly seen pour- 
ing from the tents, some came on foot, some on horseback, 
they gained upon his steps, till he distinctly recognised the 
voices of two Moors whom he had known under the roof of 
El Hader. 

Death or slavery was now before him, he flew on the 
wind outstripping even their lances and the shot of their 
harquebusses; the opposite side of the river towards which 
he made was clothea with woods, could he reach them, 
as there was no bridge or boat for the conveyance of his 
pursuers, he hoped yet to escape, shaking off his cloak and 
nis baggage he plunged into the water. Awhile he com- 
bated its rapid current, but alas! former fatigue, anxiety, 
and intense heat, had nearly forespent his bodily powers; 
he struggled with the waves till strength was exhausted and 
consciousness gone, just as he was sinking, an Alarbe dashed 
into the river, seized his arm, and dragged him to shore. 

The rude remedies used by these ferocious people suc- 
ceeded in bringing their victim to life. Sebastian opened 
his eyes and beheld himself in the hands of the Almo9a- 
dem s servants, once more a prisoner and a slave. 

At that moment it could not be said his fortitude forsook 
him, though he closed his eyes again with the air of one 
bereft of hope; on the contrary he was mentally bowuig to 
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the will of providence, and striving to rein in the frenzy 
of extravagant rashness. 

Having secured the weapons with which he might have 
Attempted resistance, and seeing him completely enfeebled, 
the Moors loaded him with abuse; and one of them was on 
the point of adding outrage to invective, when Sebastian 
half-started from the ground on which he lay, faintly utter- 
ing the name of Kara Aziek; at that sound the Africans 
sbjTunk back staring on each other, and pronouncing the 
christian a sorcerer: he had indeed divined the only magic 
that could save him from an extremity of insult, for on 
quitting the Cassavee these slaves had beien threatened by 
Hafiz with their lady's wrath should they injure the Portu- 
guese. 

The crowd of Alarbes that had joined El Hader's servants, 
forbade any attempt to elude them ; Sebastian promised to 
reti^m quietly, upon condition that they did not fasten his 
hands like a criminal. After some consultation together, 
the men at last consented to this. Without allowing him 
time to recover from his exhaustion they mounted him upon 
a horse, and forming a troop of Alarbes around him, pro- 
ceeded towards the valley of palms. 

The uncouth habits and ferocious looks of his mountaineer 
associates, the mode of his conveyance, joined to the circum- 
stances of his situation, forcibly recalled to Sebastian the 
period in which he was first carried to the abode of £1 Ha- 
der; thought then flowed back upon the memory of Stuke- 
ley and the rare goodness of Abensallah, sigh followed sigh 
as he remembered them, though he envied the lot of the 
friend he lamented, who had escaped the galling chains of 
slavery by a memorable death. 

Such reflections as these occupied him so entirely, as to 
render him insensible to the brutality of his companions, 
who frequently repeated with grins of horrid triumph, that 
the Almogadem had sworn he should be broken upon the 
wheel. 

Advancing in a beaten and direct road lying below the 
hills he had mounted, Sebastian found that a journey which 
had cost him two nights and days of wearisome toil, was to 
be achieved in less than the fourth part of that time; the 
Moors hurried on, not allowing him any other refreshment 
than a draught of water, so that when they reached the 
valley of palms, his strength had completely forsaken him. 
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and he almost dropped from his horse at the great gate of 
El Hader 8 residence. 

The Moors conveyed their captive to one of those dun- 
geons where Gaspar had formerly been confined, telling him 
he must wait there till it pleased their high lord the Almo- 
9adem to determine upon his punishment: Sebastian gave 
no answer to their brutal information, throwing himself 
along the damp earth, his only resting place, regardless of 
his own fate, alarmed now for that of Gaspar. 

It was but too probable that the Almogadem might have 
revenged himself upon his innocent head for the flight of 
his countryman : this fear had not before agitated Sebastian, 
because he believed Kara Aziek would interfere for the poor 
soldier, and that indeed El Hader himself was not inclined 
to cruelty; but the present appearance of severity rendered 
apprehensions for Gaspar perfectly rational. 

This thought gave anxiety a new direction, and kept the 
unfortunate monarch from reflecting upon his own disap- 
pointment; he was now earnestly praying to see, or hear 
mm Kara Aziek, from whom alone he could hope for an 
account of his friend: but Kara Aziek did not appear, and 
the king of Portugal counted the tedious hours of night in 
a dark dungeon, upon the bare ground, alone and unsolaced. 

^^When the mind's free, the body's delicate;" he that 
had been nursed on the lap of luxury, now suffered every 
human privation without missing any other comforts than 
those -of freedom and friendship. 

Morninff was made known to Sebastian merely by the 
sounds of Labour without; no cheering sun-beam penetrated 
his airless cell; he lay on the unpaved floor, his spirit sub- 
dued awhile by past exertion and present disturbance. 

Towards evenmg a Moor whom ne had once before seen, 
came to inform him that it was El Hader s pleasure he 
should be brought out the ensuing dav into the large slave* 
court, there to receive a thousand lashes, in the presence of 
the Almogadem and all his household. 

"Tell your merciless master that I will die first!" ex- 
claimed Sebastian, fiercely starting from the ground. 

" Peace! thou art a fool !" returned the phlegmatic Ephra, 
^' how art thou to escape this flogging, when thou hast 
neither weapons nor strength to put thyself out of the 
world r 

"1 shall then meet death on some of your weapons!" 
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cried Sebastian, whose eyes struck fire as he spoke. " B v 
every saint above, 1 swear, that while there is life in this 
body it shall not be dishonoured by a coward's punishment! 
The man who would sooner lose lue than honour, may find 
avenues to death at every step. Tell your master — ^again 
I say tell him — that I will die resisting his infiuuous 
decree!'* 

*^ You wUl die like a lunatic then, as you are,'' retorted 
Ephra, turning to go away, ^^ 1 can tell vou, in return, that 
our master swears he will not abate one jot of your punish- 
ment, even to please my lady, his daughter : so don't reck- 
on upon her interference. — Nay, for that matter, she is 
lying sick at Mequinez, and will know nothing of this bus- 
iness till it is over." 

Ephra closed the dungeon door as he finished, leaving 
Sebastian to contemplate the probability of death on the 
morrow. 

It was in vain that the young and ardent monarch strode 
to reconcile himself to a destiny so inglorious; to perish thus 
in obscurity among a handful of sordid Moors, without the 
means of conveying to his people, and his Gonsalva a last 
blessing, was a thought which drove him* to frenzy; he 
could not hope for the satisfaction of seeing Gaspar, nor was 
Kara Aziek to be neai', soothing his parting pangs with 
respect and tenderness. 

A confused apprehension that she would too deejply re- 
gret his fate, trembled at his heart, softening the wildness 
of despair; — ^' Amiable, too tender Aziek!" he exclaimed, 
"^ when I am released from earthly sufiFerings, may some 
miracle be worked for thee I — ^may thine eves be opened to 
the true faith, and thy days be spent in other scenes than 
these, so full of horror and iniquity V 

Hope, which hitherto had never completely left the in- 
trepid breast of Sebastian, now fled for away; the absence 
and sickness of Kara Aziek appeared his death-warrant; he 
therefore endeavoured to meditate on the probable event of 
his approaching struggle, with the seriousness it demanded. 

It was the middle watch of night, when having fallen a- 
sleep after a long train of thought ; he was awakened by 
the sound of the heavy bolts which fastened his prison door; 
they were withdrawn by feeble hands, for they moved 
gratingly: at length the door opened, and he beheld two of 
Kara Aziek's women. 

M 
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They advanced timidly, closing the door behind them ; 
the king sprung from^ the ground ; hope once more warmed 
his heart. — ^" x our mistress, your angel mistress !" he ex- 
claimed, ^^ does she send you hither T 

'^ She sends me to reproach you, you rash christian !" 
answered the slave, " did you doubt her promise, that you 
thus rushed upon certain destruction by attempting escape?' 

"No, no, Benzaide," replied Sebastian,"! dotibtea only her 
power to serve me. — Tell her that if I am toperish to-morrow, 
my soul will pine in paradise till it meets again her pure 
and benevolent spirit!' 

At this passionate burst of gratitude, the companion of 
Benzaide, who had hitherto leaned unnoticed against the 
dungeon wall, sobbed aloud, and sunk down upon the floor : 
in strange alarm Sebastian hastened to raise her; Benzaide 

gut aside the slave's veil to give her air, and the lamp she 
eld, shining directly upon her face, discovered the soft 
ojive-brown complexion and lovely features of Kara Aziek. 

Sebastian's excess of pleasure was checked by an in> 
stinctive conviction of Kara Aziek's motive ; and now those 
fervent acknowledgments he would have lavished upon 
disinterested benevolence, were stifled by an apprehension 
of heightening a sentiment which he could not return : 
every animated word he should at tliis moment address to 
her, would be treason against Gonsalva. At that thought 
he hastily dropped the trembling hand he was carrying to 
his lips, and respectfully resigning her to Benzaide, rose 
with a dejected air from his kneeling posture. 

The gentle Moor wept some time in silence ; but how ex- 
pressive was that silence ! her eyes spoke every feeling of a 
rond and pitying heart ; as they alternately looked from the 
dungeon to its noble inhabitant, — to him whose feet were 
cut, and bleeding still from the sharp rocks he had traversed, 
and whose countenance though pale and wasted, was yet 
bright with unsubdued heroism. 

" Ah, Fabian !" she exclaimed at length, in a voice that 
went to the soul, " why didst thou do this rash thing T If I 
should not be able to save thee T she stopped at this, unable 
to conclude the sentence, and the blood forsook her cheeks. 

Wrung with grief, sick, pale, and languid, Kara Aziek 
could not have been seen by the man she wished to chai*m, 
at a moment more unfavourable for personal beauty ; but 
there is a beauty of the soul, so transcending all moi'tal 
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perfeotiions, that it triumphs over deformity itself: that 
beauty now beamed from her tear-dimmed eyes and colour- 
less cheek ; it seemed to shed a glory round her, at once 
awaking love and veneration. Sebastian must have yielded 
to its sweet force, had not his heart been pledged to another. 

The agitated expression of the christian's countenance, 
reminded Aziek that she was allowing too much of her own 
emotion to appear; struggling to conceal it, she proceeded 
to repeat that ne owed her present visit solely to that sin- 
cere friendship which his misfortunes and his virtues in- 
spired; a friendship that feared not to show itself in the 
form of sympathy and succour. She informed him, that 
having been taken ill at Mequinez so6n after his flight, she 
must have remained in ignorance of his return and fated 
punishment, had it not been for Hafiz, who secretly dis- 
patched a message to her, praying her intercession in hehalf 
of his &vourite slave : she had then set off for the valley of 
palms, but arriving too late for an interview with £1 Hader, 
who was gone to rest, had ventured to assume a disguise, 
and pass the prison guards as one of her own servants. 

Azlek anxiously tried to hide from Sehastian'the distrac- 
tion into which ms departure had thrown her, by mention- 
ing her illness as accidental ; native delicacy taught her to 
conceal the tenderest and purest love that ever warmed a 
human bosom ; to conceal it because she would owe nothing 
to gratitude, nothing to compassion ; because his happiness 
was the first object of her generous heart. 

The enthusiasm of Aziek's manner while she spoke of 
pity and philanthropy, almost persuaded her grateful audi- 
tor, that she would indeed have done as much for any other 
man under such affecting circumstances; yet he could not 
help allowing that the peculiar esteem she felt for him, gave 
a charm to her benevolence. 

He now blamed his late vain ideas, and thought, that in 
£1 Hader s daughter he beheld one who would learn with 
a sister s sympathy his affection for another, and lament with 
a sister s sorrow the privations of his love ! — ithis belief re- 
stored him to composui'e, and after expressing much of his 
lively admiration,- ne ventured to inquire about Gaspar. 

Aziek replied, that Gaspar had so adroitly parried the 
questions putto him,during the examination which followed 
Sebastian s flight, that the Almogadem could find no ground 
for supposing him privy to the runaway's escape ; espcci- 
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ally as it seemed more natural for the former to have escaped 
also, than to have remained behind : Gaspar had been dis- 
missed without censure, and was now occupied as usual 
under the indulgent Hafiz. 

This information relieved Sebastian s heart from its heavi- 
est load, and again he blessed the gentle being whose 
humanity imparted some of its own mercy even to Moors 
grown old in tyranny. 

Benzaide at this period reminded her mistress of the late 
hour, and of her indisposition, which rendered rest indispen- 
sable. Kara ^ziek reluctantly took her arm; ^' I am going 
to leave thee, Fabian," she said, ^ Alia alone knows when 
and how we shall meet again! — that frantic spirit of thine 
makes me tremble. If I should fail of softening my father, 
alas, what will become of thee! thy terrible look at this 
moment answers me but too plainly." 

Her eyes swimming in tears were now fixed unon his 
violently agitated features, Sebastian strove to calm nimself 
for her sake: ^' I dare not deceive you, amiable Aziek!" he 
said, ^ it is Qiy determination not to survive disgrace, yet 
perhaps they w^ill not seek to inflict it. Let your father 
change my punishment to the severest penalties of toil, 
famine, or imprisonment, let him condemn me to unheard-of 
sufferings, and I will consent to live on, in the fimtastic hope 
of being miraculously delivered at last; but were freedom, 
and all those blessings comprised in the dear name of coun- 
try, to follow the execution of that sentence, which turns 
my cheeks to fire while I but think of it, I would abhor life' 
after such degradation. No, . no, generous Aziek, ask me 
not to bear it and to live." 

*' I do not ask thee! — I know not what I would ask of 
thee!" exclaimed the lovely Moor in a tone of distraction, 
" thy life, so precious — so dear — so dear to all thy compan- 
ions — O Alia! is it to be thus madly thrown away! I would 
not have thee live disgraced, yet I would have thee live. 
Perhaps if thou wouldst join thy prayers with mine, and 
humble thyself to my father — ^prostrate at his feet, he could 
not surely " 

"Prostrate at his feet!" interrupted Sebastian wildly, 
darting on her a look of indignation, ** What! for myself! 
— for a Mahometans mercy! — No!— I will die as I have 
lived — a king !" 

The magnanimous and proud spirit of Sebastian, yet un- 
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subdued by all his mortificationa, now shone out in full 
t force over nis face and figure; like one aw^dng from some 
vanishing dream, Kara Aziek gazed on him, faintly repeat- 
ing his last words. She stood transfixed^ while thought, 
more rapid than light, was destroying eyery former hope. 

If a christian king, what must be the daughter of a Moor- 
ish noble in his eyes? — an atoml — a mote in the broad sun- 
ahine of regal glory; as well might she think to scale the 
immeasurable heayens, as to become the friend and partner 
of a Jdng: in one moment she was hurled from him to a dis- 
tance so remote, that it seemed madness to hope his heart 
would eyer again throb with a single feeling answerable to 
hers. 

Shocked, chilled, despairing, she silently tried to coyer 
herself with her yeil, while hai£ sinking in an attitude of re- 
yerence, excess of emotion oyercame her, and she was forced 
to catch at Benzaide for support. 

The heavy sigh which came from Aziek s heart, as she 
fell on the arm of her maid, recoyered Sebastian from his 
paroxysm, he now threw himself before her: ''Proud as 
vou may think me, gentle Aziek!" he said, ''Behold the 
King of Portugal at your feet, soliciting pardon for lus im- 
petuosity; the discovery that fiery hastiness has made, will 
but Increase your pity for an unfortunate man who, while 
languishing in captivity, has so much to lament." 

He stopped, and Kara Aziek extending her hand to him 
with a varying cheek, answered falteringly, " The king of 
Portugal was said to have fallen at Alcazar, and to be now 
buried in his native land — ^but I believe indeed that thou 
art he. Thou art then that Sebastian I was taught to JuiteP' 

A deep but tender sigh burst forth with the last expres- 
sion, how did that sigh appear to change the meaning of 
the word she uttered! — ^tne toucliing voice in which she 
spoke, the tears that floated her momentarily-fixed, and 
then suddenly averted eyes, were only too expressive of an 
eternal devotedness; but Sebastian, self-absorbed, saw 
nothing, he rapidly recapitulated to her all that he possess- 
ed in Portugal, and was now on the point of abandoning 
for ever. 

On the mentioning of donna Gonsalva, whom love paint- 
ed in the most seducing colours, Kara Aziek s countenance 
suddenly changed, it varied at every word, but she listened 
in silence; those fond hopes which had again sprung up 
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when she saw him at her feet, those hof^es which former! jr 
had heen nourished by his tender manner were now wither- 
ed; could she preserve his honour and his life^ and after that 
obtain his liberty, she would be doing this only to hasten 
the moment that would give him to another. 

Her pure, impassioned heart almost exclaimed aloud, 
^' Ah ! it is not thy throne I covet to share ; thy love alone 
would be to me a kingdom : with thee, a desert or a dun- 
geon, obscurity or poverty would bestow happiness." 

But though this regret filled her bosom, it could not dis- 
place for one moment, that disinterested generosity which 
formed the basis of her noblest qualities ; whatever might 
become of herself she resolved to renew her endeavour for 
procuring his release hereafter, should she succeed in saving 
nim now. 

Donna Gronsalva's beauty appeared from the description 
of Sebastian to be that of a celestial, and her character 
delineated by the same partial hand could not fail of im- 
pressing Kara Aziek with the conviction that she was wor- 
thy to be adored : to such a rival she yielded with the leas 
pain. 

The king of Portugal was painfully affected by the changes 
he beheld in the expressive countenance of his gentle 
friend ; it was impossible for him not to iind his past fears 
recur, as he witnessed this ill-concealed emotion : at one 
moment he repented, at another applauded the disclosure 
of those dear engagements which must teach Kara Aziek 
that he was not ungrateful in remaining untouched by her 
tenderness and charms : but his heart saddened to think 
what the eventful morrow might prove to her. 

Benzaide now warned her mistress that day would soon 
break and expose them to the notice of the Moorish guards ; 
Aziek started, and covered herself with her veil, unwilling 
to show Sebastian the extent of her grief at bidding him 
farewell : incapable of speaking, she timidly held out her 
hand to him ; it was cold and trembling — ^the king put it 
to his lips — ^^ Adieu, matchless creature !" he cried, " may 
angels benevolent and pure like yourself, watch over all 
your days ! — ^were not my heart in Portugal with her who 
is mourning for my sake, this transcendant goodness must 
either have softened or sharpened the pains of slavery : — I 
should have forgotten mv fallen state, and dared to love the 
lovely Aziek." 
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The last sentence breathed in an agitated whisper over 
the soft hand he was pressing to his heart, thrilled through 
the frame of Kara Aziek : she blushed, faltered, moved 
tremblingly away, and seeking the support of Benzaide, 
faintly pronounced a parting benediction : — ^her senses were 
in sweet disorder at so delightful and unexpected a confes- 
sion ; next to the bliss of possessing that noble heart, was 
the certainty that he believed her worthy of it. Transported 
with this assurance, she gave him a last look filled with 
gxatitude and pleasure, and then departed. 

Compassion heightened by admiration, was the reigning 
sentiment left in the heart of Sebastian : long after the de- 
parture of his benefactress, her endearing image solely filled 
iiis thoughts : — ^without a single moment's infidelity to the 
exquisite Gonsalva, he was yet deeply Interestea in the 
happiness of her rival, and could not refrain from thinking 
olteneor of her than of himself. — Still hoping something 
from her interference, he commended himself to provi- 
dence, and lay down to sleep again, upon the floor of his 
dungeon. 

Sebastian had been awake some time the ensuing morn- 
ing, when he heard a bell ring; at the sound of \diich he 
had been told to prepare for punishment : as he listened, 
the blood forsook his face, and a horrid chill suddenly ran 
through his veins : — ^Kara Aziek had then failed ! — ^recover- 
ing from the shock of disappointment, which had shocked 
him only because it was Tmforeseen, he knelt down with 
the crucifix clasped in his hands, fervently breathing over 
ita solemn supplication of forgiveness for all his sins and 
errors. 

He prayed the Lord of heaven to forgive or to enlighten 
him, if the resistance he meditated, were an act of impious 
rebellion ; he besought blessings for his friends and for his 
enemies; he commended his people to the protection of 
Him, who places kings upon their thrones, and the names 
of Qonsalva and Aziek were mingling on his lips, when the 
prison door opened, and instead of guards to conduct him 
to a scene of blood, he beheld the smiling Benzaide. 

Her mission spoke in her face, as she put aside her veil, 
bidding him rise and foUow her.— Sebastian obeyed : not 
before he had devoutly kissed the cross he wore ; — ^bound- 
less gratitude to heaven, did indeed swell his heart, as he 
passed with his companion through the various courts, 
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leading to Kara Aziek's apartments; on reaching them, 
Benzaide threw a large mantle over him, in which she 
hade him wrap even his head, as he would then pass un- 
noticed hy the female servants; at the same time she 
deposited a pair of slippers at the entrance, observing, that 
should the Almoyadem come and see them, he would retire 
according to the Moorish fashion, believing that some 
neighbouring lady was then visiting, his daughter. 

Sebastian learned from this, that in rendering him such 
services as these, Kara Aziek perpetually risked the dis- 
pleasure of her father: this thought did but the more en 
chance the value of her protection. 

Upon entering the chamber of Aziek, he found her alone, 
lying along a aofa, shaded by thin drapery : she spoke to 
him without altering her position or uncovering her £use, 
for she was ill, and greatly agitated : her motive for admit- 
ting him to her presence at such a period, was not merely 
to see him again, or to receive his thanks, but to soothe him 
under a disappointment she had been forced to prepare for 
hinu 

£1 Hader had been previously with her, when she had ex- 
erted all her influence for the pardon of Sebastian : at first he 
refused to hear hisdaughter's petition, expressing great anger 
at her partiality to tblis ungovernable christian, on whom so 
many favours had abeady been thrown away ; he ridiculed 
the idea of a slave's preferring death to a few strokes of the 
whip, and told her plainly, that if she continued thus to 
protect a christian, merely because he was of her mother s 
country, the Moors would proclaim her an enemy to the 
true faith. 

Kara Aziek mildly allowed herself to be called foolish 
and profane, yet redoubled her intercessions, availing her- 
self of her severe illness to plead with more earnestness for 
indulgence : she praved, she wept, she embraced her father's 
knees, telling him that she had vowed for her mother s sake 
never to cease protecting the two Portuguese, and that con- 
sequently, she could not remain inactive now, without 
breaking that inward promise. 

Her tears and touching feebleness at length melted £1 
Hader, and he consented to limit the punishment of Sebas- 
tian to a month of the hardest labour in his quarries : ^^ as 
the fellow is so strong and ingenious," he concluded, ^^ I 
would not part with hun, but his countryman, your other 
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favorite, shall be sold immediately; he is a sickly, stupid, 
good-for-nothing dog, and the sooner he is got rid of the 
Better. — See that you make no attempt to bring these chris- 
tian fools to a leave-taking — ^if you do, I swear by the beard 
of the prophet, that the slave Fabian shall pay the price of 
your fault. 

This had been the Almo^adem's parting command, and 
Kara Aziek, for Sebastian s sake, did not venture to disobey, 
— she detailed her father s resolution with many sighs and 
expressions of deep regret : the king turned pale : and an 
exclamation of grief escaped him; not for himself he grieved, 
but for the less healthy Gaspar, who had so long been ac- 
customed to receive from him comfort and assistance. 

The distress painted on his manly features, was visible to 
Kara Aziek through her transparent veil — she hastened to 
efface it — *' I must not detain thee here," she said blushing, 
*■' even now my heart trembles for fear, I have done wrong 
in admitting thee into these apartments — but I' could not 
deny myself the gratification of telling thee that I will not 
lose sight of thy poor friend ; if money may avail, Gaspar 
shall regain his freedom, and return to Portugal to prepare 
the way for thee. Go, prince! for I cannot call thee Fabian 
now, go, and believe that Kara Aziek knows no other bliss 
on earth than that of trying to resemble the ministering 
spirits of heaven. Thy rare example first taught her, that 
it is noble to live solely for others. 

Sebastian's heart made a more animated reply to tliis 
speech than he suffered to flow from his lips : her disin- 
terested goodness was exalted in his eyes fix)m the very cir- 
cumstance which threatened to wesusen its force : if she 
loved him, and felt that her peculiar happiness was only to 
be found in his presence, what heroic generosity was it, thus . 
to sacrifice every selfish consideration, by seeking to pro- 
cure for him the means of witlidrawing to a rival axld a 
distant land. 

After expressing some part of his feelings, and tenderly 
assuring her of his deep concern at her increased illness, he^ 
once more wrapped himself in the mantle, and passed with 
J^enzaide through the outer chambers. 

On quitting that side of the Oassavee, Sebastian proceeded 
io see and thank Hafiz, to whom he owed the prompt inter- 
ference of Aziek : his acknowledgments were received with 
a mixture of kindness and anger ; for Hafiz was to lose his 
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services a whole month, and could not comprehend what 
he wanted with liberty, when so indulged by him and the 
Almogadem. From the gardehs the unfortunate monarch 
proceeded to the scene of new labour ; there he toiled under 
a sky like burning brass, without shelter, almost without 
sustenance; but his mind was too full of interesting thoughts 
to leave him time for noticing bodily sufiPering : Gaspar and 
far distant freedom, tortured remembrance. 

Though the strict command of her father deterred Kara 
Aziek from attempting to see Sebastian while he wore out 
his days of penance remote from Hafiz, she contrived to 
send him every night various refreshments, accompanied 
sometimes by short billets : in one of these she gave mm the 
imexpected information of Caspar's being free, and now on 
his way to Portugal. 

After a cautious negoeiation through the means of a Jew 
merchant, she had purchased the poor fellow's liberty by 
the sale of a few jewels, and now wrote to animate Sebas- 
tian into hopes for himself: — ardent were the hopes her 
letter awakened ! The king could not doubt but that Gaspar, 
who knew in common with every other Portuguese, his 
engagements with donna Gonsalva, would immediately re- 
pair to her with the liews of his life and captivity, and that 
consequently her fond zeal would quicken the exertions for 
his release. 

It was not in man, however disinterested, to lament the 
act which would thus convey to his ministers and his 
friends the knowledge of his existence ; sincere as was his 
determination of never calling upon his subjects for that 
succour he had a right to demand of them, he was not in- 
sensible to the joy of finding that another was gone to tell 
the tale of his sufferings, and to plead for his return. If 
the people of Portugal loved their king, well enough to tax 
themselves for his ransom, he was well inclined to receive 
that obligation from their affection, which both pride and 
principle had forbidden him to extort from their duty. 
Not doubting the general sentiment, he surrendered him- 
self up to delightful anticipations. 

But a little while, and he would be free again! As his 
heart throbbed high at this blissful thought, it naturally 
turned with warmer gratitude to the generous friend from 
whom it proceeded. Kara A ziek, still dearer than ever, from 
her unwearied goodness, was however to be abandoned, and 
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never more beheld ! As well might a brother have contem- 
plated the prospect of eternally quitting a beloved sister; 
Sebastian would not dwell on it, but formed in fancy many 
romantic plans, each of which had for its foundation the 
religious conversion of Kara Aziek. 

Towards this new and pleasing project now suddenly 
conceived, he determined to direct the whole force of his 
heart, that heart which had never ceased to glow with its 
original zeal : from this period he devoted his leisure mo- 
ments to the recollection and arrangement of such argu- 
ments in favour of Christianity, as appeared to him the most 
convincing, and when again brought into the gardens, was 
enabled to press them upon Aziek in the interviews she 
frequently afforded him. 

Kara Aziek listened with attention and pleasure, for she 
loved to hear him talk upon any subject, more especially 
upon one which interested her deeply; but though she af- 
forded Sebastian frequent opportimities for conversation, 
and almost wished to believe, as he did, her clear reason 
could not blind itself to the monstrous system of popery : 
unhappily the young monarch was not qualified to remove 
this veil from the simple beauty of christianitv: he had 
been educated a devoted son of the Romish churcn, and was 
incapable of perceiving, that but from its unscriptural autho- 
rity, and intolerant tenets, Kara Aziek would have ceased 
to be a Mahometan. 

These constant interviews only tended to fix Sebastian 
more firmly in the heart of the gentle Moor ; she felt that 
they did so, but with an excess of generosity refused to 
purchase peace for herself, by the sacrifice of his enjoy- 
ments: her society was evidently his chief solace, and to 
her unremitting attention he owed every personal comfort; 
could she then afiBict him by sudden or mdual coldness, 
by long absences, and assumed indifference! Sebastian knew 
her only as his friend, and to that disinterested character 
she was resolved never to lose a claim. 

Consonant to this resolution, she accustomed herself to 
talk with him of donna Gonsalva, yet at his lover-like 
description of her rival s enchantments, she could not con- 
trol those tumultuous feelings, of which a love so hopeless 
and so powerful was but too susceptible. 

"Happy, happy creature!" she would often exclaim to 
herself, "could 1 believe that thpulovest him, that any one 
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can loye him as I do, what should I lament? But who has 
seen him like Kara Aziek, a prisoner and a slave, alter- 
nately the object of terror and admiration, interesting even 
in his moments of wildest passion, who therefore win ever 
learn to forget herself and the whole world in him ? Alasl 
how shall 1 Hye, when he who is become the very soul of 
my life, is far from me/' 

From that painfiil question Kara Aziek always turned 
without delay, striring to be indeed as indifferent as she 
believed herself, to her own happiness: love, ingenious at 
deceit, fondly persuaded her that in sighing after the bliss 
of being united to Sebastian she was actuated solely by this 
idea, that no one's affection could equal hers, consequently 
that no one would ever watch so attentively over his con- 
duct and his comfort. 

The king himself hurried away by an earnest desire for 
her conversion, no longer saw or thought of her attachment, 
but dwelt with grateful enthusiasm upon the joy she might 
bestow on him, would she yield her heart to the doctrines 
of the church, renounce her infidel country, and consent to 
become like a sister to his adored Qonsalva. At length he 
found that no arguments of his availed to convince her of 
the fallacy of her own religion, she had many specious ones 
to urge in its defence, but still more to urge against papal 
Christianity; sorrowing and reluctant therefore, he relin- 
quished his attempt. 

Sebastian now counted the days as they passed, welcom- 
ing each on its arrival, as the day of freedom: Gaspar had 
been absent above a month; Kara Aziek had learned at the 
Moorish court that the prior of Crato was alive and in Lis- 
bon, therefore the king reckoned still more confidently 
upon his release ; time, nowever, wore away ; days, weeks, 
months elapsed ; as they fled, still they bore with them 
some health and spirit from Sebastian ; the excuses he men- 
tally made for his people's delay and hesitation hourly de- 
cayed, apprehension and indignation took their place. 

Was he to expect succour from his grand uncle, Don 
Henry? That uncle now knew the gratifications of abso- 
lute power, and mi^ht not perhaps feel willing to resign 
them : was he to iiope for freedom from the voluntary 
sacrifices of his people ! — ^those people were the descendants 
of that pitiless generation who a century before had basely 
suffered the infant Don Ferdinand to die in captivity. 
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Ferdinand had offered himself to the Moors as a pledge for 
the fulfilment of a certain treaty, the Portuguese refused to 
ratify it, and left him to languish out his youth in confine- 
ment. Such a precedent might hut too fatally influence 
the present conduct of PortugaL 

^t this piercing thought, the unhappy monarch lost aU 
self-command, and no longer restrained the expression of 
his fears. Sometimes Kara Aziek would hehold him given 
up to the hitterest grie^ imagining his heloved Qonsalva 
torn from him hy death; at others, she would witness the 
whirlwinds of his character, while he conceived himself 
abandoned by his subjects, or his relations; resentment and 
sorrow then swayed him by turns ; and it was only at the 
sound of her pitying voice, or at the gaze of her imploring 
eyes, that he would rein in his anger, or check the tide of 
lamentation. 

So tossed by various passions, so agitated with many a 
fond fear, so surrounded and touched by the ill-disguised 
tenderness of Kara Aziek, there were moments in which 
Sebastian felt her excellence so exquisitely, that he doubted 
whether he could be quite happy even in Portugal with 
Gonsalva, unless she were there to complete it : his impru- 
dently-ingenuous nature spoke the sentiment as it arose, 
fatally flattering the young and ineiroerienced Aziek with 
ideas she was scarcely conscious of indulging. 

The different emotions of each, soon pioduced a visible 
•ffect; Sebastian lost his strength and his looks; Kara 
Aziek suddenly became languid, sick, and sad : when with 
the king, her eyes no longer dwelt on him with an apparent 
forgetf ulness of every thing but of that soal whose move- 
ments she was tracing through the eloquent countenance ; 
they were tearful and downcsuBt, and that irresistible melt- 
ingness which used to make love visible in their floating 
orbs, was displaced by an expression of troubled anxiety. 

Her careless attire, and unusual fits of abstraction, at 
length led the king to suppose that some domestic distress 
had a principal share in so painful a change ; he interrogated 
Kara Aziek ; as thev walked together with Benzaide imder 
the starry sky, while others slept, he gendy strove to win 
from her the secret of her affliction. Kara Aziek alternately 
blushed and turned pale, sighed and wept, but refused to 
satisfy him. 

Such conduct only stimulated the efforts of a friend whose 
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tenderness was increased by this first call upon its sympa- 
thy ; but Aziek, mildly inflexible, constantly left him at 
the usual hour in doubt and conjecture 



CHAP. IX. 

Srbastian's suspense did not continue long : one night he 
was summoned to meet Aziek in the labyrinth. 

It was nearly midnight when his listening ear caught the 
sound of her unsteady and hurried steps ; we came leaning 
on her confidential maid ; her veil was down, and he could 
not therefore behold any peculiar emotion in her counten- 
ance, but he perceived it m her air and voice. 

She answered his salutation in broken accents, then sit- 
ting down at some distance from him, was awhile silent. 

The green, and now fading lamps, \vith which the sub- 
terraneous passage was illuminated, cast a melancholy light 
over the veiled figure of Kara Aziek ; her silence, and the 
rapidly apprehensive mind of Sebastian contributed to 
agitate him beyond measure ; he approached her with ex- 
treme solicitude. 

^' Allow me a little emotion,** she said faintly, averting 
her head, " I believe we are about to part for ever I thou 
art the only friend Kara Aziek ever had reason to esteem 
and to regret — ah ! if thou shouldst forget her entirely." 

She stopped, momentarily ^overcome, afibrding the king 
an opportunity for uttering an exclamation of surprise and 
of affectionate reproach. *' Prince I" she faltered out, " thou 
art free ; to-morrow thou mayest return to Portugal." 

Uncertain whether he had heard aright, Sebastian re- 
peated her words, conjuring her to say if his senses had 
deceived him ; her answer transported him to throw him- 
self at her feet ; he did not speak, but joy triumphed on 
his face, and burnt in the kiss which he imprinted on her 
trembling hands. 

This excess of joy was what Aziek had thought herself 
pn pared to meet, yet now it distracted her resolutions, and 
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half-maddened her to exclaim, ^' Ah, ungrateful man, is it 
thus that my friendship is returned !" 

Liberty, home, happiness, every dear and oft-remembered 
object was now present to the ardent imagination of Sebas- 
tian ; the names of his country and of his mistress were the 
only sounds that escaped his lips: they penetrated the 
heart of Kara Aziek ; she strove to extricate herself from 
the transports of his gratitude and rapture, for, alas ! their 
impassioned expressions glowed more from anticipated emo- 
tions, than from any that she herself excited. — Faltering and 
tearful, she besought him to let her depart. 

'^ Depart!" he repeated, roused from his selfish delirium, 
" depart so soon, when we are to meet no more ! Do not 
poison the felicity you give, by making me fear that you 
think me indifferent to the future fate of my benefactress 1 
You tell me, Aziek, that it is to your entreaties I am in- 
debted for this blessing, but you do not say how it was 
granted — ^whether you did not incur some wrath." 

Aziek hastened to assure him that she had secured her 
father s assent without incurring his displeasure, " Thy free- 
dom was unexpectedly offered, upon a condition which I 
need not detail, as it does not relate to thee. Take thy 
liberty^ prince! and be convinced that though these eyes 
shall never more behold thee, thine image — the memory of 
thy misfortunes — ^thy virtues — ^thy delightful converse, will 
exist in my heart while life and memory — " 

Tears interrupted the sentence, and sne cast herself back 
upon the bosom of Benzaide. 

Vehemently agitated by her emotion, Sebastian pressed 
her to trust herself to his honour, and to quit Africa with 
him, he promised her the friendship of his Gonsalva, and pro- 
tection in the exercise of her own religion, he urged to her 
the delights of polished society, and perhaps Aziek would 
not have resisted his pleadings had they been seconded by 
vows of love, but now she was able to feel and to avow the 
strong claim of filial obligation. 

Her refusal to desert her father was grounded on argu- 
ments which the king wished, but was not able to shake; 
*' Yet I will not say farewell for ever!" he said, " were 1 
able to do so, Kara Aziek, I should abhor myself; you are 
dear to me as a sister, you are the object of the tenderest and 
truest gratitude that ever penetrated a human heart, — ^how 
then can 1 consent to forego all thought of beholding you 
again? If providence permit me to regain my former power, 
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the Moors will no longer find mo their enemy; for your 
sake I will court their friendship, and when in amity with 
their xeriff, may tempt my Qonsalva to cross the sea in 
search of her Sebastian s guardian angel." 

Kara Aciek did not reply, she was overcome by re- 
collection of the price she must pay for his deliverance, a 
price which would remove her far from the seducing pro- 
spect he pictured; formed with all the weakness and strength 
of woman's mixed character, she could command her actions 
but not her emotions; she could constrain every selfish con- 
sideration for the sake of another, though she knew not 
how to conceal the grief such sacrifices cost her, her &i8t- 
falling tears now fell without interruption. 

Shocked and afiflicted at her excess of sorrow, tho youns 
monarch scarcely knew how to suppose that it origmated 
solely in the regret of parting from him, indeed he wished 
to believe otherwise, and suffering his imagination to take 
a new direction, importuned her to say whether she had 
not heard distressing intelligence of Qaspar, or of some of 
lus dearest friends in PortugaL 

Aziek hastened to relieve lus apprehensions, and by exert- 
ing herself to do so, gradually recovered her own com- 
posure. 

Having succeeded in calming him, she ht4d out a letter, 
oonjuring him not to open it tul he dtiould be restored to 
donna Gonsalva, ^^In it thou wilt find a braid of Kara Aziek s 
jetty hair," she said striving to smUe, '^ thou wilt sometimes 
look at it, and remember her who gave it thee; perhaps thou 
wilt contrast it with the golden tresses and ivory skin of thy 
beloved, ah! tell her as thou dost so, that the heart of Kara 
Aziek is fairer than her face." 

As she spoke she lifted her veil, and fixed on Sebastian 
her lovely eyes now swimming in tears, the look they gave 
entered his soul; neither time nor distance ever effaced their 
impression. Thrilled with pity, admiration, and regret, he 
could only falter out a repetition of his hope that they 
were not parting for the last time; Aziek faint^ repeated 
that hope, adding, they must now separate, to allow him 
some repose ere he began his journey. 

^^ Hafiz is instructed to provide for thy accommodation," 
she continued, '^he has mv Others commands. Adieu, 
prince! — ^friend! — ^instructor! — flight of my once dark mind! 
— ^may thy prophet, may my prophet conduct thee, not 
merely to thy throne, but to the he^ts of thy people!" 
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She turned aside her head while she spoke, and stretched 
out her hands to him; the half-distracted and bewildered 
Sebastian made a movement as if he would have thrown 
himself at her feet, but the feelings of nature triumphed 
over every idea of established customs, and he found that 
he had pressed her to his heart, instead of distantly saluting 
her hand. 

In a tumult of new emotions, Kara Aziek gently pushed 
him from her, "Leave me, leave me, prince!" she exclaimed 
faintly, " think of me in Portugal — ^remember me there, as 
the mutual friend of thee and thy Gonsalva." 

At that name the agitated monarch recovered from a 
nioment's oblivion, he fixed his eyes earnestly upon her lovely 
figure, then lifted them to heaven, as if invokingblessingson 
her, and hurried from the grotto. 

Occupied with contradictory feelings, the king reached 
his own apartment; to sleep was impossible, he walked up 
and down, watching the dawn of that day which was either 
to restore him to liberty, or to crush him with disappoint- 
ment. The capriciousness of the Moorish character made 
him dread some change in the sentiments of £1 Hader; yet 
hope preponderated, and the joyful tone now given to his 
mind, dissipated those fears for Gaspar and Gonsalva which 
had before tormented him. 

How rarely does our reason hehold any object uncoloured 
hy the medium of passion ! Not a single circumstance had 
arisen to warrant a change of opinion, yet Sebastian now 
banished every suspicion of his people's infidelity and his 
relations' unkindness; he recollected the timid spirit of his 
uncle, which might have procrastinated without wishing to 
frustrate measures, and warm with present happiness, con- 
fidently anticipated superior felicity in the future. 

Giving himself up to the most gratifying anticipations, 
he rapidly sketched out plans for times remote, and these 
still included Kara Aziek and the benevolent Abensallah; — 
to Sebastian's ardent romantic heart, every thing it wished 
seemed probable. 

An hour after sim-rise Hafiz appeared, he came to inform 
the Portuguese that their illustrious master, Mahommed £1 
Hader, had generously granted his freedom, and that he 
might depart immediately. At this confirmation of what 
lie had been so long and apparently so confidently expect- 
ing:, Sebastian's emotion rendered him speechless; meanwhile 
Haliz poui'ed forth a most pathetic lamentation. jf^Z^^ , 
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It was some time ere the king could comfort him suffi- 
ciently to obtain information about his route; his sole aim 
was to travel expeditiously and safely towards some chris- 
tian settlement, this was an object not easily attained. Un- 
less under the protection of natives or licensed merchants, a 
liberated captive was but too likely to fall into a second 
captivity. Hafiz knew no way for his friend to avoid such 
a mischance, except by joining a party of travelling traders 
from Syria, who were going that very day from Mequinez 
to a Moorish port, between Tangier and Ceutah. From 
this port a passage might easily be obtained in one of those 
Tessas employed in caitying on a contraband trade with the 
coast of Spain, or the king might hazard a short expedition 
alone, and strike across to the christian town. 

The jou]f^ey from Mequinez was indeed long and fatigu- 
ing, but it would be performed leisurely^ and as the road lay 
near fienzeroel, would afford Sebastian an opportunity of 
ascertaining whether Abensallah were yet alive. After set- 
tling this important point, a most momentous consideration 
remained, how were the expenses of this journey to be de- 
frayed? Happily the Almo^adem had given orders that the 
christian should be conveyed whither he chose at his cost, 
and therefore nothing now remained but to take leave of 
his fellow-prisoners. 

Never before had the king felt so acutely for his brethren 
in affliction, the alteration in his own situation appeared to 
deepen the misery of theirs; he parted from them with mliny 
expressions of sympathy, charged with commissions to vari- 
ous quarters of the globe, and promising fEuthfriUy to have 
them all executed. 

From the slave-court, Sebastian returned through the 
gardens, bidding a jo3rful farewell to every structure and 
every plant that his labour had formed or fostered; yet re- 
gret mingled with gladness, for these gardens were the 
peculiar propriety of Kara Aziek, and her gentle image ap- 
peared to rise at every turning to reproach him. 

Haflz had obtained permission to attend his favourite 
slave to Mequinez, as they mounted their mules at the great 
gate of the Cassavee, Sebastian recalled the last time he had 
passed those gates after his fruitless attempt at escape, he 
was then returning he believed to eternal thraldom ; but 
four months had elapsed since, and as if by miracle his 
cliains were broken. 

The mules were swift of foot, and well acquainted with 
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their road, when they had conveyed their riders to the top 
of an eminence leading £rom the yalley, Sebastian turned 
round to take a farewell look of the habitation that contain- 
ed Kara Aziek. The gilded pinnacles of her apartment 
glittered aboye rows of tall cypress trees, he breathed un- 
numbered blessings on her, fixed lus eyes for some moments 
upon that quarter of the Cassavee, then sparred his mule 
down the opposite side of the declirity. 

An arrangement with the merchants was quickly made 
by Hafiz, who paid beforehand the charges of his compan- 
ion's journey; at parting the good-natured man shed tears, 
which Sebastian repaid by sincere expressions of esteem and 
everlasting sense of obligation; he was preparing to com- 
mence his journey, when one of the Syrians brought him a 
packet which Hafiz had instructed him to deliver when he 
should be on his return; the king took and eagerly opened it. 

Its contents were a purse containing several gol4 sequins, 
some valuable jewels, and a number of those small shells 
which then passed current through Africa, and are still 
known there by the name of Barbary money; upon them lay 
a slip of vellum with these words written on it — " Unfore- 
seen accidents may render this purse of use to the friend of 
Kara Aziek." 

This fragment of her hand-writing made the amiable 
Moor almost present to Sebastian, he looked intently on the 
characters, sighed and sighed again, for memory too forcibly, 
told him, that in striving to succour him she had lost her 
own peace. Closing the packet with a mixture of gratitude 
and regret, he mounted the animal provided for him, and 
began his route. 

The men with whom he travelled, were too much occu- 
pied in calculations of profits and losses to interrupt their 
companion's reveries, they were furnished with an order 
from the Almo^adem, purporting that Fabian his slave was 
going on business to the sea-coast, and therefore not to be 
detained on suspicion of being a runaway; in consequence 
of this their progress was unmolested, and they continued 
journeying on slowly but safely. 

The travellers' road lay near Alcazar, it crossed that fatal 
plain, where above twelvemonths before, the king of Portugal 
at the head of a few gallant troops, had rashly braved the 
whole force of Morocco: what were his emotions when he 
now entered on it! 

The meridian sun blazed over its broad and arid surface. 
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marking with a glaring light every spot affecting to memory; 
Sehastian transiently closed his eyes, as if to shut out a pic- 
ture, that, alas ! was painted yet stronger on his mind. That 
dismal plain covered with dead, such as he had seen it with 
Ahensallah, was even more present to him than the*one he 
actually saw; Stukeley, de Castro, the young Braganza, 
every aear and lamented associate, pressed upon recollec- 
tion; those deep wounds of the heart which new anxieties 
had closed, now opened afi-esh, and he hecame once more the 
prey of profound though unavailing remorse. 

Given up to gloomy retrospects, Sehastian sought to in- 
dulge them alone and at liberty; for this purpose he took 
advantage of his companion's halting for refreshment, and 
went to visit the tower where sir Thomas Stukeley fell. 
His path was whitened with human hones, he trod amongst 
them hastily, yet apprehensively, for whether these were 
the last mortal relics of Moors or Portuguese, they were 
still the relics of men. 

Seen under the cheerful light of day, the broken watch- 
tower was not in itself so dreary an object as it had appear- 
ed by the glimmering of moon-light, but Sebastian viewed 
it with still drearier reflections; time had altered his senti- 
ments, and taught him to consider the blood shed under 
those walls, as blood shed uselessly and madly, but for his 
fanatic enthusiasm, Stukeley might have been then living 
honoured and happy. 

Struck with this thought he slowly approached the ruins, 
that he might look for the last time on the spot where he 
had found his friend's body; as he advanced, two men 
issued from the shattered gateway, and passed him ; one of 
them started as he passed, and stopped. Sebastian moved 
on, thoughtless of personal danger. He had gained the 
place he sought, and had stood sadly contemplating it, when, 
on raising his eyes, as he turned away, they were arrested 
by the sight of faces peeping at him through the lower, 
branches of some trees : in one of these he recognised the 
dark scowl of Ben Tarab. 

•Instinctively he grasped the head of a loaded pistol which 
he wore in his girdle ; this action, and the sudden blaze of 
his eyes, made the cowardly Moor relinquish his hold of the 
tree, its boughs closed as he let them hastily out of his hand, 
preventing Sebastian from seeing which way he went. 

Somewhat disturbed at this unexpected rencontre, the 
young monarch stood for a moment to determine on his 
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fattire movements, he was too conscious of Ben Tarab's 
animosity not to apprehend its effects, and therefore thought 
it best to rejoin his companions without incurring fresh 
risk by attempting alone to find the cave of Abensallah : 
regretting this necessity, he hastened from the ruins, and 
looking back, beheld Ben Tarab and his comrade stealing 
between the trees and the wall in the same direction with 
himse]£ 

Once more he turned round and stopt, determining to 
accost the Moor and be satisfied if the meeting were acci- 
dental; but on seeing him pause, Ben Tarab again retreated 
and concealed himself among the broken walls ; Sebastian 
then resumed the road to his friends. 

The travellers had pitched a tent on the pliun, and were 
therefore visible at a great distance ; through the loop-holes 
of the tower Ben Tarab now watched the course of the 
king, and saw him enter their tent ; he then descended, 
and rejoicing at the chance which had led him to this spot 
for temporary shelter irom the heat, called his associate and 
ran off to the town of Alcazar. 

On rejoining the merchants, Sebastian thought it best to 
speak of his adventure and the apprehension he grounded 
on it ; one of the Syrians to whom Hafiz had peculiarly 
recommended his favourite, proposed immediate departure ; 
if Ben Tarab wished to cast obstacles in their way, he 
might easily find means for doing so, by questioning the 
freedom of Sebastian, or by informing some of the emperor s 
officers in Alcazar, who would then seize him for their mas- 
ter's service. Under this idea it was fit the whole party 
should hasten to get the start of the Moor. 

Their tents were now struck, their camels re-loaded, and 
bidding adieu to the pleasing hope of seeing Abensallah, 
Sebastian mounted a swift horse and resumed his journey. 

They had scarcely passed the boundaries of the plain, 
when a party of horsemen from Alcazar, overtook and de- 
tained tliem ; the king gave himself up for lost ; but he 
dissembled this despair, and met the scrutiny of the Moorish 
soldiers with apparent composure. Surrounded by armed 
guards, Ben Tarab could rail and threaten with impunity ; 
he accused Sebastian of being a runaway slave ; to oppose 
this assertion, the principal merchant simply produced the 
writing and signet to the Almogadem, purporting that the 
christian who accompanied them was a servant of his, bear- 
ing important dispatches to the alcayde of Kouf. — ^At sight 
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of this conyincing testimony, the Moors began to excuse 
themselves, and were about to depart, when Ben Tarab 
called their captain aside, and said a few words to him in a 
low, furious tone ; the officer directly countermanded his 
men, telling the merchant that as they were going to 
travel through a Cavila then in a state of insurrection, he 
would honour the Almo^adem s messenger by escorting him 
to the alcayde and afterwards protecting him back to 
Mequinez. 

At this masterly trick of Ben Tarab's the blood forsook 
the face of Sebastian, but it rushed indignantly back, while 
haughtily braving his fate he told the Moorish captain to 
lead on.— Ben Tarab eyed his changing countenance with a 
doubtful'look ; — 

" If thou art not a runaway," he said, " thou and thy 
master will thank us for this safe guard ; and if thou art 
deceiving us, thy punishment will not wait for the sentence 
of El Hader, whose signet thou must have stolen; the 
alcayde of Kouf will doom" thee to death immediately." 

" Thou art not my judge," replied the king, directing a 
withering glance towards him: intimidated by former 
scenes, the malicious wretch nimbly fell into the ranks of 
his military comrades, and proposed advancing on their 
journey; the merchants acquiesced. None but the ac- 
quaintance of Hafiz knew the real destination of Sebastian, 
and they were therefore pleased to find, that instead of being 
detained by this adventure, it would expedite and protect 
them ; they proceeded on theu' way, headed and flanked 
by the soldiers, who were content to observe the object of 
their suspicion riding in the centre. 

While Ben Tarab was exulting in an accidental meeting, 
which had thus enabled him at least to annoy, if not to 
frustrate the supposed design of his former enemy, Sebastian 
was ruminating upon some mode of escape ; not one pre- 
sented itself: he must either confess that lie was made free, 
and going to embark for Portugal, or try a bold experiment 
on the alcayde. 

To dare the former would be madness, because all Chris- 
tian captives above the rank of artisans or peasants, be- 
longed by law to the Xeriffs. Ben Tarab could therefore 
plausibly question El Hader s right to liberate him, until 
ms true rank were ascertained, and such a scrutiny would 
be destruction ; he then resolved to hazard a suddenly-con- 
ceived stratagem. 
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During the time in which they halted for the night, he 
selected a superb diamond from the jewels of Kara Aziek, 
and placing it in the embroidered purse by itself, folded 
it in a piece of brocade after the Moresco fashion, and 
deposited it in his breast. The character of the alcayde 
had been given him by Hafiz's friend to whom he commu- 
nicated his plan, and upon that he built for success. 

After some days of wearisome travelling, and days full of 
agitation, the cavalcade came in sight of the chief town in the 
province of Kouf ; the merchants were suffered to pursue * 
their way to the port they sought, leaving Sebastian, whom 
they dared not attempt detaining, solely to fortune and his 
guards. 

Ben Tarab's ferocious eyes glared with satisfaction as he 
followed his unprotected victim into the alcayde's house, 
disdaining to notice him, Sebastian calmly proceeded. 
While passing from the court to the audience-hall, his up- 
right mind shrunk from unmanly deception, he was tempt- 
ed to risk the truth, though convinced it would tlirow faim 
again into slavery; but his country, his duties, his beloved, 
all tugged at his heart-strings, and aided by the universal 
toleration of stratagem under circumstances like his, weak- 
ened eveiy other impression; he sighed over the bitter 
necessity of the act, besought heaven to pardon it if really 
culpable, then entered the hall. 

His fate was quickly decided, the gem he brought ap- 
peared an undeniable proof that he came direct from El 
Hader; he presented it in his masters name, alleging that 
the Almo^adem had sent it as a friendly token, requiring, 
from his relation in return only a satisfactory account of the 
province he governed, as it was said at Mequinez to be ripe 
for revolt. The credulous alcayde readily promised to give 
him every information on the morrow; and immediately 
issued orders for the guards from Alcazar to be refreshed 
in his house, and lodged there during their stay. 

Sebastian now carelessly told him the story of their of- 
ficious protection, at which the foolish alcayde laughed 
heartily, though he deigned to say, they had not acted amiss; 
and telling the christian to repose himself wherever he chose, 
left him for the night. 

It was quite dark at this time, and the room in which 
Sebastian remained, opened into a piazza on the outer side 
of the house: the sound of laughter and voices, mixed with 
the sharp notes of a tabor, and the ringing of drinking cups, 
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impress their reality upon his mind with that assurance he 
felt it needed: doubtfully he hearkened to the splashing of 
the sea, mistrusting the evidence of every sense, and unable 
to steady or compose his thoughts. 

Assuredly joy overcomes us more frequently than sorrow; 
perhaps it is because we arm ourselves against the latter, 
and abandon ourselves to the former without reserve. 

While myriads of bright visions were passing and repass- 
ing through Sebastian s entranced imagination, the fisher- 
man and his son were shifting their sail and tacking about 
with plodding indifference ; they neither observed nor shared 
their royal companion s emotion. 

The wind continued favourable, the coast of Africa re- 
ceded, and the fertile mountams of Grenada and Andalusia 
advanced from the horizon : the vessel now ran into a creek, 
and disembarked her crew. 

The moment Sebastian's foot pressed christian ground he 
threw himself down and embraced it; gratitude and adora« 
tion locked up the powers of speech ; so much pain and 
pleasure melted his heart, that it was too big for utterance, 
and he wept. His companions did not long allow him an 
indulgence of this honourable weakness, their voices made 
him start from the earth, he Hung them. their reward, and 
then they hastened away. 



CHAP. X, 

Day was just breaking over the high tops of an olive ground, 
beneath which stood a solitary cottage ; Sebastian approached, 
and unwillingly roused its inhabitants ; they were a simple 
good couple, and finding that their disturber was a Portu- 
guese escaped from Barbary, they brought him in, forced 
refreshment on him, half wearied him with questions^ and 
at length resigned to him the only bed their habitation 
aiFojrded. 

Secure of freedom, and of all the blessings m its train, the 
king hastened to give repose, both to his body and to his 
mind; his exhausted spirit bathed itself in a long and deep 
sleep, which not even a blissful dream disturbed ; the noon- 
day sun awoke him to a livelier sense of what he had regained. 

Glowing with rapturous emotions, and eagerly anticipa- 
ting that moment which should restore him to donna 
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Qonsalva, he knew it would be impossible for him to en- 
dure those delays which must arise, were he to declare him- 
self in Spain or in his own dominions, ere he had reached 
Xabregas; he therefore determined upon travelling dis- 
guised, and giving himself the romantic delight of surpris- 
ing her. 

Having told the people who lodged him that he was a 
Portuguese officer journeying homewards, he had no diffi- 
culty in procuring a guiae and mules to take him through 
Andalusia, the low condition of the men with whom he 
must associate during his journey, would render a recogni- 
tion of his person very improbable, and relying on this cir- 
cumstance, he left the sea-coast without apprehension of 
discovery. 

In one of the valleys through which he passed, the ring- 
ing of a convent bell gave the welcome tidings of evening 
prayers ; how many months had elapsed since that holy 
sound had spoken to him of heaven ! He hastened to obey 
its summons, and leaving his guide in charge of the mules, 
went into the chapel : scarcely any one was there except a 
few poor monks. Sebastian prostrated himself before the 
image of his dying Saviour, and the emotion of his heart 
again flowed out in tears. 

Tears like these the manliest eyes need not disdain shed- 
ding; nay, tears like these, honour him who sheds them. 

Animated by tliis delightful act of duty, he retired im- 
mediately after the service, and regained the muleteer; 
they set forward once more towards Portugal.. 

Traversing the luxuriant vineyards of Andalusia, they 
followed for some time the course of the Guadlana, then 
crossing its stream, they left its wild rocky banks far behind, 
entering upon that part of Portugal which is denominated 
the kingdom of Algarve. 

As Sebastian descended the steep heights that divide the 
two countries, the winds sweeping over his native land, 
came on his sense with imaginary sweetness : at every gale, 
the remembrance of former joyjs oecame more vivid, ana his 
heart beat with additional impatience. Freedom had so 
intoxicated him, that he hoped even against prohahilities, 
expecting to And his Gonsalva's beauty and healtli unim- 
paired, and his uncle willing to resign the sovereign power 
without a struggle. 

Sometimes grateful thought turned hack to Africa, and a 
blessing on the gentle Kara Aziek would bui-st from his lips; 
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but such thoughts were transient, for love, friendship, and 
a kingdom, were before him. 

Travelling without intermission, only snatching a hasty 
meal occasionally at some goatherd's cabin, or under solitaiy 
shades. Sebastian, with his guide, quickly traversed Al- 
garve, penetrated through a pass of the Sierras de Caldaraon 
successively into the provinces of Alentejo and Estremadura, 
and at last found himself in the vicinity of his own capital. 

Having dismissed his guide, he now sought some obscure 
house where he might make such enquiries as hitherto he 
had urged in vain : the people whom he questioned could 
merely tell him that the prior of Crato had, indeed, escaped 
from Barbary very soon after his capture, and that the car- 
dinal king was declining fast. Of donna Gonsalva they 
knew nothing. 

In those days information of court changes did not travel 
down to the lower ranks of society, as it does now in these 
freer times; newspapers and magazines were then unknown; 
the titled and the powerful were considered like so many 
gods, and their actions were as imperfectly known and as 
rarely scrutinised as if they really dwelt above the clouds. 
— Sebastian, therefore, was forced to satisfy himself with the 
belief, that if she had fallen a sacrifice to grief, her death 
must have become public, he consequently concluded that 
she was still living in the palace of Xabregas. 

To Xabregas hastened the young and impassioned lover. 
While hurrying over the road which led to it, his warm 
fancy pictured in endless variety the circumstances of their 
meeting; the well remembered beauty and enchantments 
of Gonsalva agitated him to weakness : " Another moment 
and I shall hold her in my armsl" he exclaimed, hastily ad- 
vancing to the private gate of her abode. The gate yielded 
to his hand; he entered, and treading lightly across an 
angle of the garden, passed into a pavilion whence issued a 
secret passage leading into the state apartmentsof the palace. 

The springs of every door were known to S^astian; he 
pressed one, which opening, led him into the subterranean 
gallery: breathless, trembling, almost flying, he was at the 
entrance of a favounte room of donna Gonsalva's ere he 
thought of the alarm his appearance might cause her ; he 
paused, and for that instant his limbs failed under him; but 
the sound of Gonsalva's voice banished every temperate 
consideration, new-strung his nerves, and made him sud- 
denly push open the door. 

o2 
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Donna Qonsalya was standing alone with her back to- 
wards him, she turned round, and Sebastian beheld again 
that resplendent beautv which had never for a moment been 
absent m>m his thoughts. — He rushed forwards and fell at 
her feet. 

Overpowered with the violence and the variety of hb 
emotions, her very name expired in sighs on his lips, and 
he could only cover her hands with kisses and with tears. 

At sight of a man coarsely habited and obscured with 
dust, donna Gonsalva uttered a cry of terror; but the action 
of Sebastian, his emotion, the well-known touch of his lips 
and hands, the very circumstance of his entering by a pri- 
vate way, made him apparent to her : she turned deadly 
pale, and sunk upon a seat without speaking. 

Her impassioned lover hastened to support her in his arms: 
^^ Yes, Gonsalva!" he exclaimed, in a voice broken by excess 
of joy — '' My own Gonsalva! it is your Sebastian who now 
presses you to his enraptured heart." 

Amazement! donna Gonsalva struggled in his embrace. 
Still silent, she endeavoured to escape from his arms, some- 
times appearing on the point of caUing for assistance, and 
then suddenly checking herself. 

The young king hastily threw off his hat and pushed a- 
side his hair; "Look at me, my beloved!" he exclaimed 
wildly, ''look at me and acknowledge your Sebastian; 
changed as my person is, surely my voice, this agitation — ** 

'' Release me!" interrupted Gonsalva, averting her head 
still more, — '' I know you not: don Sebastian is dead." 

The king looked at her with surprise, amounting to stu- 
pefaction; "Dead!" he repeated, "you have believed me 
dead, and yet live on in health and beauty I — Gonsalva is 
this reception acted to try me ? — yes, yes,*' he added, 
again falling passionately at her feet, — " You cannot have 
forgotten me, — ^you cannot have ceased to love the man who 
has suffered so long, so much, and so faithfully." Again 
he wrapt his arms round her, and again she struggled and 
broke away. 

As she ned towards one of the doors, her foot struck a- 
gainst a little couch and awoke an infant that was sleeping 
there. At the sound of a child's cry, Sebastian was trans- 
fixed, but instantly recovering, he sprang forwards and 
tearing off the covering mantle, beheld a boy whose features 
appeared to mingle mose of two well-known fisices: his 
eyes flashed from the couch to donna Gonsalva. Covered 
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with confusion, and scarcely conscious of what she was 
doing, she harried hack, and threw herself on the bed to 
conceal the child. 

Pale, aghast, speechless, lost in a mist of frightful appre- 
hensions, Sebastian remained gazing on her ; crowds of ago- 
nising recollections, of vanishing hopes and wishes, floated 
confusedly before him. Was this the welcome he had ex- 
pected ? was this the fond Gonsalva whose gratitude and 
friendship he had pledged so liberally to Kara Aziek and to 
Oaspar? was this she, for whose dear sake he had slighted, 
afflicted, and abandoned the tenderest of hearts. 

"Gonsalva I'' he sternly said, after a long silence, "you 
know me, and you are false. Nay, attempt not to fly, he 
added, seizing her arm with an iron grasp, " stay and ex- 
plain this damned mystenr." 

The hitherto confounded beauty now haughtily raised 
herself, and making a bold effort, ordered him to leave her. 
" Whoever you are," she added, "that dares usurp the name 
of don Sebastian, and intrude thus upon my privacy, I com- 
mand you to quit me: the king of Portugal, were he indeed 
aUve, would not have presented himself thus before me/' 

The air of disdain with which she spoke was yet clouded 
with terror. Sebastian's reason became unsettled; " By the 
blessed mother of Jesus !" he cried, " I know not what to 
think! is it possible that only fourteen months have so 
utterly changed my person, my voice, my manner, that you 
should doubt my identity ? O Gonsalva, bless me but by 
saying that Sebastian s memory still reigns in your heart, 
and I will soon convince you that it is he who now stands 
l)efore you agonised and disappointed." 

Again love and hope mingled with grief, floated his eyes; 
donna Gonsalva uttered a few inarticulate evasive words, in 
astonishment the king looked wildly at her, then at himself, 
and seizing the arm he had let go, ne dragged her towards a 
mirror, where he gazed intently for a moment upon his own 
figure, exclaiming in a voice of thunder, "I am no^ so chang- 
ed! you know me, faithless, inhuman woman!" 

The fury of his looks made Gonsalva's fraU heart quail 
within her; fear banished artifice, and ^be sunk to the 
ground, imploring him by name not to destroy her. 

As self-preservation was now her first object, she besought 
him to forgive her infidelity — ^to allow for the desperation of 
her present shame, to be assured that the belief of his death, 
and the unceasing importunities of don Antonio de Crato had 

o3 
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alone rendered her untrue. At the name of her new lorer 
the unfortunate Sebastian staggered a few paces and fell 
against the side of the apartment. What a blow to find 
himself at the same instant betrayed by his friend and by his 
mistress ! 

Terrified at the consequences of her imprudent disclosure, 
Gonsalva began to intercede for her guilty lover and her 
child. Sebastian ran his eyes over her without speaking, des- 
pair and destruction was in that devouring look, it increased 
the terror of Gonsalva, and she clung to his knees sobbing 
out expressions of penitence. Invincible beauty still gave 
an angel 8 semblance to her deceptive features, as Sebastian 
beheld that heavenly countenance deluged with tears, his 
head swam, his heart melted, his convictions were shaken; 
Gonsalva saw her advantage, and redoubled her seducing con- 
trition, but at thlit moment the accidental disorder of her dra- 
pery discovered that she would soon again become a mother. 

Recovered by this sight he broke away, and hurried to 
the cradle; for awhile he stood over it with a terrible coun- 
tenance, his looks changed every instant, all his joints shook, 
he did not speak, but the drops of agony on his forehead 
seemed to say, ^ Live on 1 thou hast not betrayed me." 

Hastily he averted his head &om the mother and child, 
and without having uttered a word, rushed from the apart^ 
ment. 

Darting along the private passages, and then taking the 
first path that presented itself, he was soon several miles 
from the groves of Xabregas. 

The mind of Sebastian was now in that tumultuous state 
which is the very acme of misery, a state in which every 
object of suffering is distinctly perceived, while memory ap- 
pears sharpened by the very acuteness of regret; like the 
waves of a stormy sea, thought urged on tiiought without 
order or intermission, those hours once spent with Gonsalva 
and Antonio, and those expectations, which for fourteen 
long months had cheered the gloom of slaveiy, now throng- 
ed on him like spectres. He traversed hills, valleys, and 
woods, with the rapidity of madness, vainly seeking to fly 
from himself. 

Night was far spent, when he heard himself addressed by 
a stranger; he stopped and beheld an honest-looking roan 
standing at the door of a solitary little inn, where some 
travellers were just alighting from their horses. 

" What makes you journey through such a night as thisr 
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said the man, ^' If you have a mind for a shelter, stay here 
and welcome; by your garfoyou seem a poor fellow and not 
able to pav for a sapper — ^yet you shall have something to 
eat neYertneless." 

Sebastian paused at the roice of kindness, and found that 
he was indeed roving about under a dreadful storm; the 
rain falling in sheets had wetted him through, and he was 
without a hat, having left it in the chamber of donna Gon- 
salva. Bowing silently, he followed the benevolent inn- 
keeper. 

On the threshold of his door the good man paused, and 
holdine a lamp up to Sebastian s face, uttered an exclama- 
tion of surprise at his haggard looks, adding, " However 
there's something in that countenance that tells me I am 
not going to harbour a robber, so come in, poor fellow." 

Sebastian followed him into a large kitchen where the 
horsemen who preceded him were already seating themselves 
near a fire; by their dress and mien two of them appeared 
noble, and the remaining four their attendants. They took 
no notice of ' the king, but called for wine and omelets, and 
began discoursing about the weather; meanwhile the hu- 
mane landlord offered his humbler looking guest some 
cheese and onions, Sebastian in a low voice declined the 
coarse supper; he wrapped himself up in his capote and 
stood remote from the fire, thinking upon the past scene 
with donna Gonsalva. 

Of her guilt, and that of his cousin Antonio, he could 
scarcely doubt; her own confession, and the existence of 
the child, were proofs undeniable, and from the apparent 
age of the latter it was evident, that their criminal inter- 
course must have begun ere the period of his attachment 
to Oonsalva: the conduct and conversation of don £mauuel, 
hitherto so mysterious^ then flashed across his mind, and 
Ills blood froze when he thought that, but for his persever- 
ing conduct, he might have become the husband of Antonio's 
mistress. 

With what piercing regret did he recall the harsh treat- 
ment of the generous de Castro, who had too surely sus- 
pected, if not known, the guilty secret! — ^A groan now 
escaped him that made the company start: fearfiil of excit- 
ing curiosity, he drew his cloak round his face, and moved 
farther from the light, complaining of a sudden pain. — The tra- 
vellers eyed him suspiciously and laid fire-arms on the table. 

Of his crown ana his people, Sebastian thought no more > 
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the monstrous ingratitude of Antonio, the perfidy of Gon- 
salya, and their mutual duplicity, which he vainly en- 
deavoured to trace hack to some suspicious circumstances, 
alone occupied him; he did not even glance towards the 
measures he should pursue for the recovery of his rights as 
a sovereign; hut while he sat lost in rumination, the sound 
of his own name made him start: it was spoken in a con- 
versation now held in Latin hy the two superior travellers. 
— ^Attention completely roused, enabled him to catch every 
word, though tne men spoke in low tones, and seemed 
afraid that not even a learned language was a sufficient 
guard for their subject. 

The moment these travellers laid aside then* large leath- 
ered hats, Sebastian recognised two of his own courtiers. 

*' You will find it difficult to convince me of this," said 
the younger. 

'^ What ! you don't doubt the factr cried his companion, 
'Mo you disbelieve that a man arrived from Afidca, who 
asserted it to be true?" 

"No I do not question that;" rejoined the other, "but I 
believe the fellow told an impudent lie. Don Sebastian fell 
at Alcazar, as sure as yon poor rogue stands shivering in 
the corner." 

"1 am not of your opinion:" answered the elder gentle- 
man, " I was present when this man from Barbaiy brought 
the intelligence to don Antonio: his account was so clear 
and circumstantial that I did not jcruple to avow my fiiith 
in it : and though don Antonio pretended to treat it with 
contempt, I saw it alarmed him dreadfully ; and well it 
might, for the return of Don Sebastian would be a day of 
awkward reckoning for him." 

" Pshaw!" exclaimed the other cavalier, " had don An- 
tonio believed the impostor, policy would have made him 
stop the news-bringer s mouth." 

" The Portuguese seemed to guess as much/ returned the 
former speaker^ " for though he promised to come again on 
the ensuing day, he posted off from Crato to the houses ot 
different nobles, telline the same story, and praying to have 
it carried to the king. 

" Well! and why were all these persons unbelievers too, 
if the tale appeared so trueT 

"Why? — because every one of them are either pretenders 
to the succession, or friends to the pretenders. Some were 
partisans of Philip of Spain, others of the Braganzas, the 
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prince of Pamia, &c. nobles who knew well that the re- 
storation of their former sovereign would not afford them 
such a chance for power, as a scramble amongst numbers. 
Our old cardinal draws to an end, in a few months perhaps 
the Spaniard will sit on his throne, for in my opinion he 
stands the best chance, and we all got a hint of the way 
to please Philip, by hearing how rigorously he treated every 
officer who returned from Africa, and ventured to speak 
doubtfully of Sebdltian's death. If don Sebastian could get 
here by miracle, he would not find a man in Portugal un- 
biassed by some faction; he might return to his chains." 

That Sebastian of whom he spoke, was now kindling into 
fury; he gnawed his nether lip, and grasped his cloak with 
a convulsive action. — The last speaker resumed. 

" Every body concludes that our present monarch rel- 
ished the first report of his nephew s being alive as little as 
Philip ; for I can tell you that don Emanuel de Castro 
would not have got the viceroyalty of Brazil had it not been 
deemed politic to send him out of a country which he was 
continufidly agitating by assertions of Sebastian's existence: 
nay, the silence of his ministers on the subject of this last 
report, and the disappearance of the poor devil himself, 
speaks pretty plain ; the rope or the cap has most likely 
silenced him for ever." 

At this horrible conjecture, the joy of hearing that de 
Castro lived, and was in a land of freedom, gave way to an- 
guish, a second groan burst from the unhappy king, the 
speakers stopt, and fixed their eyes on him. 

" Who is this fellow Tasked one of them : " A sick traveller, 
I fancy,'* replied the landlord, drawing near and speaking 
softly, " or rather I should think a poor youth crossed in 
love : for he has a noble countenance, full of grievous wild- , 
ness, and was roving about under all that storm without 
feeling it." 

The good man now approached with a cup of wine, to 
which Sebastian put his lips, that he miffht avoid unpor- 
tunity, acknowledging that he was sick: the travellers re- 
sumed their discourse. 

*' For my part," said one, " I would never draw a sword 
to rescue don Sebastian, his court was too moral for me ; 
neither Venus nor Bacchus was worshipped there, and where 
they are not worshipped, I beg leave to make my conge. 
Besides, he put a public affront upon my cousin, the young 
marquis CeUamare : he happened to carry off the daughter 
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of a merchant; the old man got her back after one nights 
absence only, yet he complained to the king, and he insisted 
on Cellamare's offering her honourable reparation in pre- 
sence of her family and his own: the girl, tutored by don 
.; Sebastian, no douot, affected to despise such reparation, 

preferred taking the veil, and refused nim." 
, " Refused him I" repeated the other. 

^' Yes, indeed : the degradation was thus made worse than 
if she had polluted his illustrious blood by becoming his 
wife : you were not in Portugal then, I know/ 

" No, I was in Italy," rejoined his companion, " now I 
know your sentiments, I wm frankly confess that I do not 
pray for the rash-brained monarch's return — he was liberal 
enough, to be sure, but then he exacted heavy returns. — 
For instance, he gave me a regiment, but it was on condition 
I followed his mad course to Morocco : fortunately the op- 
poi*tune sickness and death of my wife kept me at home. 
No, no, don Sebastian made away with all his friends, when 
he led on twenty thousand Portuguese like himself to 
slaughter, at Alcazar." 

Quivering with restrained fiiry, his eyes striking fire, the 
young monarch started from his seat, and half-sprung to- 
wards the ungrateful miscreants — ^but suddenly recollecting 
himself^ he turned away, and hastily left the apartment. 

As he went through a passage opening into a field, he 
found the landlord had followed him : ^^ What is the matter 
with thee, friend !" said he,^^my guests pronounce thee mad, 
and recommend my turning thee out : I have not heart to 
do that — Lopez Vemara never yet closed his door on the 
houseless." 

Sebastian turned round with a look of anguish somewhat 
sweetened by grateful feelings ; '^ I am not mad — ^not quite 
mad," he said, ^^ though at this moment the most wretched 
of men. Fear nothing from me, honest Lopez — suffer me 
only to rest in some place where the sound of human voice 
may not reach me. I can reward thee, for I am not so poor 
as 1 seem.'* 

The good innkeeper pointed to a bam at a little distance. 
"Go there," he said, "you will find plenty of straw, and no 
soul shall disturb you. Jesus help thee, poor youth, thou 
lookest at thy wit's endP' Lopez turned back into the 
house as he concluded, and Sebastian wildly trode the path 
before him. 

The information afforded by the two travellers liad thrown 
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his mind into fresh tumults; to find himself thus hlotted 
out from his subjects' hearts, hated for his justice, derided 
by those he had served, betrayed by those he loved, forgot- 
ten almost by the whole world, an outcast even in his own 
kingdom — ^was a consummation to his misery, which not 
even misanthropy could have imagined. Murdered for his 
sake, Gaspar seemed to cry aloud for vengeance : yet where 
was he to find the means of retribution, when the court, 
the army, and the people, were steeled against him ? 

What a return ! and how fearful was the spectacle which 
it presented ! — as if a veil had been torn off by some in- 
visible power, he beheld every heart in which he fondly 
thought himself cherished, false to their vows, and panting 
for his blood ! his sick soul — " sick unto death,*' — turned 
from object to object with increasing anguish: the only hu- 
man beings whose love could be relied on, were out of his 
reach ; de Castro, though living, was beyond the Atlantic, 
Gaspar in the grave, and Kara Aziek in the hateful empire 
of Morocco. 

These convictions half-disordered Sebastian's brain r he 
walked with an irregular pace, sometimes stopping, then 
darting eagerly forwards; alternately striking his breast and 
his forehead, repeating, as their images shot through his 
mind, the names of Gaspar, Antonio, and the perfidious 
Gonsalva. 

Though it was his wish and his interest to remain unknown, 
the mere circumstance of having passed unrecognised by two 
men whom he had so often noticed, joined to the singuku: for- 
tune of never having been once suspected for their king by any 
of the Portuguese, now completed his anguish: distempered 
in mind, he saw not a single exception to the prevalent for- 
getfulness; but wild with grief, with indignation, with 
blasted expectations, hurried into the bam and cast himself 
on a heap of straw: '* Leave me my reason, O God!" he 
exclaimed, in a voice, the tone of which proclaimed a reason 
just tottering on the verge of madness. 

At that sound, a rustling was heard amongst the straw, 
Sebastian started up, the next moment a large rough dog 
sprung towards him, and leaping against his breast. Sent 
forth a cry of joy : " Baremel I Baremel ! — O heaven ! and 
art thou then the only one ?" Interrupted by a gush ot 
tendemess^he houseless monarch clasped his dumb friend 
in his arms; then recollecting the last time he had seen him, 
and the words he had spoken, " Stay and be loved for my 
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sake,* his heart became so subdued that he burst into tears, 
and wept with all the vehemence of a woman. 

Whining and fawning on him, Baremel lay at his master s 
feet, with upturned eyes, expressive of that instinctive at- 
tachment which so often shames the affection of reasoning 
man: the king now stood painfully contemplating this 
added proof of popular instability ; ^^ If thou hadst become 
hateful to Antonio's mistress," he exclaimed, ^^was there 
none of my court who would take thee in, and cherish 
thee for my sake!— poor Aaremel ! from a palace to a shed ! 
the favourites of fallen princes can hope for nothing better." 
— ^e smiled gloomily, and sinking down on the straw, laid 
his head upon the body of Baremel. 

The happy animal seemed proud of his royal burden ; 
Sebastian tnen fell into a train of less distracted but equally 
wounding thought, till by degrees stupor succeeded to 
frenzy; his feeungs became benumbed and ^'a waveless 
calm spread over them: imperceptibly every agitating 
image faded away, till deep sleep, like midnight darknesB, 
buried all things in profound oblivion. 

Early the next day, after seeing his nobler guests on 
their horses, Lopez came to learn how the poor traveller 
had rested ; he found him asleep with Baremel. On ad- 
vancing to awake them, the dog sprung and seized the 
good man by his coat. Sebastian opened his eyes, and at 
his command Baremel released old Lopez. ^^Thou'rt an 
honest fellow. 111 be sworn !" exclaimed the latter, ^^ or this 
dog would not have taken a fancy to thee. — Come, get up 
and let me give thee some breakfast." 

Briefly thanking him for his offer, the king enquired 
how he came to be in possession of a creature that had once 
belonged to their sovereign. Lopez eyed him curiously ; 
*' So, thou hast been a courtier, fnend! or mayhap a soldier, 
and — " Sebastian interrupted him, willing to lull the curi- 
osity which might otherwise annoy him. 

''I am a soldier," he said, ^'lately escaped from Africa. 
After fourteen months' slavery, I have returned to my coim- 
try to And some friends dead, many perfidious; my rights 
usurped by others, and the woman I adored, false, — ^false as 
hell ! ' He paused, and the before pale gloom of his counten- 
ance^ was now changed to the crimson flush of frenzy ; — 
then recollecting himself, he added, *' wonder not that I am 
half distracted — ^the sight of this dog, which 1 Vemember to 
have seen following the king, ha$ brought back some ideas 
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that oaght never again to agitate this betrayed heart.*— How 
did you get this dog 1" 

" Why, by good luck," replied Lopez, " one of my cousins, 
you see, is under-scuUion in the kitchen of the donna 6on- 
salva Vimiosa — she that our last king was to have married. 
Sorrow on her ! what a jade she has proved t worse, I reckon, 
than the woman you are raving about — Come, come man, 
don't shake so ; women were sad deceiving devils ever since 
the fall. — I dare say now, your jilt had not played the har- 
lot with your cousin, as this donna Gonsalva has done ? all 
the world cried shame on her. You see, in less than five 
months affcer the king's sailing for Africa, she brings into 
the world a chopping child; at first my lady tried to make it 
out the king's, and said they were privately married : but 
on don Emanuel de Castro's getting back &om Barbary, he 
disproved that story somehow, and she would have gone to 
die in the inquisition, had not the prior Antonio boldly owned 
her and the child, procured an absolution for them both from 
the pope, and so forced the present king to pardon her. 

"See the world now! — ^the other day she was scorned by 
every body because both she and her paramour were in dis- 
grace at court, but since the king gets so infirm and seems 
so averse to fix the succession, all the world worships her 
again. People think, you see, that don Antonio will have 
the throne.* 

'^ Where then are the Braganzas?" exclaimed Sebastian, 
'^ What claims can the bastard Antonio make T 

"Why, you see," replied Lopez, "this same Antonio 
would have the best right if he could prove himself the law- 
ful son of our cardinal king's brother, the late duke de Beja; 
and so since he cannot prove it, he swears it ; that is, he 
gives out that his father and mother were secretly married. 
— As for the duchess of Braganza, she poor soul scarcely 
cares for a throne ; her heart is out of this world." 

^' Alas !" exclaimed Sebastian, " did she lose both her 
sons in that fat^ battle ? Surely the duke of Barcelos was 
only taken prisoner V 

" Only T repeated Lopez, " Holy Mary defend us ! you 
soldiers think nothing of such matters. 1 can tell you, my 
lady duchess did not make so light of it when she got her 

r)T boy back again with a face like a corpse. He'll never 
the ruddy youth he was." 

" He is returned then T said Sebastian sighing deeply, 
" but the noble Diego, that wondrous child — 
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" He never came back," intemipted the good Vemara, 
^' Alas, what a sad day was that which brought the disastrous 
news 1 My cousin, who has a sweetheart in the duchess's 
family, was there when an officer came who had received 
lus last breath. — The pretty boy was killed by a cannon 
ball ; he fell in his place, fouowing the king ; and you may 
be sure then that he fell in the thick of the battle." 

At this passing tribute to his bravery, the cheek of Sebas- 
tian suddenly glowed ; he turned aside to conceal his emo- 
tion, and Lopez went on; ''the king's arm beat back the 
coward Moors that would have trampled over his pretty 
page ; so this officer that I was speaking of, had time to 
stop and see if he could assist him, but the dear child made 
a sign that he would not be taken off the field ; he grasped 
the officer's hand and said, ' tell my mother' — ^he could .not 
go on, so pointing up to heaven and raising his eyes with 
such a smile as if he would have said he was going to join 
angels like himself^ he fetched a gentle sigh, and died. 

Lopez put the back of his hand to his eyes as he spoke, 
and when he removed it again, it was quite wet with tears : 
the severer emotion of his royal companion shook his voice, 
as he hastily said — " But this dog, Lopez — you have not 
told me how it came into your possession." 

" 0, aye, the dog — ^why you see the donna Gpnsalva took 
an aversion to it, and ordered her people to put it out of her 
sight — ^that you know was next hand to bidding it be killed 
— however nobody liked to do that, and yet they were 
afraid to give it a courtier in case she should see it again ; 
so my cousin offers to take it to me, because, as he said, I 
had a wonderful knack at gaining dumb creatures' hearts, 
and would be sure to make him stay with me ; and sure 
enough, so it turned out ; for Baremel laid himself down 
as soon as Garcias brought him in, and never seemed to 
want to go back again." 

Sebastian looked at the animal with an expression of 
piercinff pain, for he could not forbear thinking poor Bare- 
mel had had no caresses to regret when he left Xabregas. 

While such thoughts passed through his mind, he was 
tempted to ask himself whether he were awake ; a groan 
of bitter conviction followed the question. ^'Do you remem- 
ber don Sebastian V* he said, abmptly. 

" Not I, Lord help you ; I never saw him. — Some folks 
say he's dive still, and that he'll be amongst us when we 
don't expect it ; but for my part I wish lie may be dead, for 
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he'd find but a dismal welcome in Portugal. All his young 
nobles courting the prior of Crato because he makes one in 
their lewd courses ; the old ones sticking to the cardinal 
on account of his peaceableness ; the poor folks not know- 
ing which side to take for fear of their betters ; donna Gon- 
salva turned into a common harlot, — ^mercy on us! I'd 
rather be a mouldering corpse in the shabbiest buiying- 
ground that ever was, than the living don Sebastian wiw 
such vexations to meet him." 

Sebastian suddenly laid his icy hand on the arm of Lopez, 
with so convulsive a grasp, and such a ghastly smile, that 
the innkeeper turned mortal pale, and began to tremble ; 
he thought himself in the power of a maniac, whom he pit- 
ied and yet feared : the wretched Sebastian seeing his ten*or 
withdrew some steps, a&ymg in a softened tone, *'*' Forgive 
my strangeness, worthy Lopez: do not wonder that my own 
sufferings, and sympathy with those of an unfortunate prince 
should thus transport me. 1 will trouble you no longer, 
give me some food, for 1 must be gone." 

Lopez hastened to obey ; alarmed by the varying com- 
plexion and eyes of his companion, by his irregular steps 
and suffocated voice : he led him into the kitchen, where 
he placed before him some coarse food, though the best he 

Sossessed. Sebastian ate a few mouthfiils without sitting 
own, and with an averted face, for there were soldiers and 
servants in the place by whom he feared a discovery : hav- 
ing finished his scanty meal, he walked quickly out of 
the kitchen, motioning for Lopez to follow him. 

By the time the corpulent innkeeper overtook him in an 
adjoinmg field, he had drawn from his bosom the treasure 
of Kara Aziek, and selected from it a bracelet of gems : this 
graceful ornament forcibly recalled its generous wearer, and 
fixing his eyes on it with a mixture of regret, tenderness, 
and consolation, he sighed often and deeply. 

The gems sparkling in daylight rivetted the attention of 
Lopez, and he ventured to commend their beauty; awak- 
ened by this remark, Sebastian turned round : ^^ Friend!" 
he said, with an air of gentler sadness, ^' your kindness has 
not been thrown away upon an ungrateful man ; 1 have 
found one heart in Portugal worthy of a Portuguese : take 
this precious present, turn it into money, and continue, with 
added means to succour the unfortunate. Do not eye me 
with distrust,*' he added, seeing Lopez retreat doubtfully, "I 
came honestly by it ; 'twas the gift of one to whom 1 owe 
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my fi'eedom She is a Moor, Lopez, an infidel, join your 
prayers with mine for her conversion and her salvation ; 
promise me that you will never pray, without soliciting the 
saints to intercede in heaven for ner soul." 

Agaic Lopez thought his companion mad, and gently 
putting aside the bracelet, exclaimed, ^' Poor youth 1 I would 
not rob thee for the whole world ; thy brain is disordered, 
thou knowest not what thou art doing." 

Touched with such uncommon disinterestedness, the 
amiable monarch exerted himself to convince Lopez that he 
was perfectly reasonable and sincere ; after much difficulty 
he succeeded : Lopez took the jewels, and gave up his title 
to Baremel. Sebastian squeezed the hand of his host, and 
telling him to remember the Moorish lady in his prayers, 
plunged into a neighbouring thicket. 

The royal wanderer was now journeying towards the 
river Zadaon, near the extremity of which lay the home of 
Gaspar : he hoped to learn there something of that humble 
friend, to have preserved whose life he would willingly 
have poured forth all his blood ; and hope yet survivine^ 
every shock, began to soothe him with promises of Gaspare 
safety. 

On that subject alone could hope exert her heart-sup" 
porting influence, all others were desperate ; and the wretch- 
ed Sebastian, blasted in every tender expectation, dishon- 
oured by the matchless depravity of her who was to have 
shared his throne, wished only to find some gloomy soli- 
tude where he might bury his shame and his despair. 

A betrayed lover cannot easily learn to think of the wo- 
man who once entranced him, in any other manner than 
that to which he has been accustomed ; impressions repeat- 
ed again and again are not to be immediately efiaced by 
one impression, however just; the heart retains its first 
print of excellence long after a fiftithless object has ceased 
to impress it ; we may regret without weakness for a while, 
what it would be meanness to love on for ever ; in short, 
we may lament that the brightest vision of our days was 
but a vision. 

Sebastian could not revert to his last interview with 
donna Gonsalva, and not find his thoughts hurried away 
by a multitude of softening recollections; past looks of 
tenderness, impassioned replies, tears, caresses, the touch of 
her hand, the tone of her voice, thrilled through his veins 
with the force of present existence ; then returned the con- 
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viction of her baseneas, and he cast himself on the ground, 
bathing it with tears, and uttering a thousand distracted 
exclamations. 

His devious course was too frequently interrupted by 
these bursts of despair ; but he quickly recovered himself, 
for friendship yet claimed a share in his soul, and whether 
Gaspar lived or died, his family had claims on the protec- 
tion of Sebastian. 

Traveling through the wildest, because least frequented 
roads, the king procured food at goat-herds' huts, or from 
passing muleteers; his remaining sequins gave him the 
means of paying these people well, and the watchfrdness of 
Baremel rendered any precaution for his personal safety 
wholly needless: at night they slept together amongst 
woods, and in the day journeyed along, rarely noticed by 
those who met them. 

During his route, Sebastian had more than once taken 
out the letter given him by Kara Aziek, but his bleeding 
heart shrunk from the pain of reading sentiments so tender 
and so. noble ; sentiments which would revive too forcibly 
the vanished virtue of donna Gonsalva. " Another time,*' 
he exclaimed, as he returned the sealed vellum to his breast, 
^^ another time, matchless angel ! for woman 1 will not call 

thee. I was to have read after my re-union with ," 

that perfidious name died upon his tongue ; he started up, 
called to Baremel, and hastened to lose thought, in the ra- 
pidity of violent motion. 

Rememberinc^ the directions originally given by Gaspar, 
Sebastian left the Zadaon on his right, and entered some 
beautiful meadows, among which stood the cottage of his 
friend 8 mother. The mists of morning were but just begin- 
ning to clear away from its low roof, and no sound of man 
or cattle came from the fields around. He approached the 
cottage ; its windows were closed, its garden in ruins : the 
silence that reigned there caused his heart to stop ; could it 
be possible, he thought, for the family of Gaspar to have 
shared his cruel fate ? grief and horror seized him at this 
sugeestion. 

With an tmsteady hand he shook the fastened door, call- 
ing loudly for admittance: after several attempts to rouse 
the inhabitants, if inhabitants there were, he was preparing 
to relinquish them in despair, when a casement was cau- 
tiously opened, and a female voice was heard to ask, in a 
tone of extreme alarm, who was there ; this question was 
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only answered by a hasty inquiry of whether she belonged 
to me family of Gaspar Bibeiro. 

At this demand the youne woman uttered a faint cry, ex- 
claiming ^^0, don't harm us [-—indeed, indeed he is not nere.'* 

Perceiving that she mistook him for some officer of justice, 
the king told her in a tone of convincing gentleness, that he 
was a friend, not an enemy; one that had shared captivity 
with Gaspar, and sought only the satisfaction of beholding 
him again. 

At this assurance the girl hastened down, and opening the 
door, admitted Sebastian into a low, earth-floored room, in 
which he saw a younger girl, half clothed, pale, and trembl- 
ing; their resemblance to Gaspar, and the desolateness of 
their situation, struck him so forcibly, that uttering an ex- 
pression of concern, in which the name of his fiiend was 
more than once repeated, he sat down to recover himself. 

The two young women looked at him fearfully; hk habit, 
indeed, was mean and shattered, but the nobleness of his 
countenance, the grandeur of his mien, awakened a suspi- 
cion of his real character. ^^ My brother spoke but of one 
companion in slavery," said Marakita, the eldest, hesitating 
as she proceeded, ^^ and to him he gave a pledge at parting, 
a ring which — " 

Without speaking, Sebastian held out his hand, and 
Marakita recognising on it a coarse bauble that had once 
been her own, hastened to prostrate herself at the feet of 
her sovereign : struggling in vain to repress his extreme emo- 
tion, Sebastian raised her and her sister, desiring them to 
tell him the fate of their brother. Marakita took out a let- 
ter from an old leather case which she had hidden under a 
stone of the door- way, and gave it the king; opening it, he 
read eagerly as follows. 

^^ Most honoured sovereign, and may I venture to say, 
dear as honoured! should these ill-written lines ever come 
into your hands, and God alone knows how to bring that 
blessed event to pass. 1 hope they may be given you on 
your throne ; then you will not forget, sire, the poor orphans 
who present it, nor blush to^ acknowledge then* self-exiled 
brother : but if, as I fear, it should be given to you after 
your unassisted return. O ! let it warn you to trust no man 
in Portugal. Interest and ambition have corrupted every 
heart. 

"They who should have loved their king most, have in- 
jured him most. I have personally applied to donna Gon- 
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salva, to don Antonio, to the dukes of Braganza and d' 
Ayeyro, nay, to the cardinal reeent himself, and all kave 
pretended to disbelieve me. I have been imprisoned for 
my zeal, but thanks to an honest fellow-soldier nave escaped, 
and am at this moment writing in a vessel bound for the 
land of Brazil: a man who is leavuig her, and will journey 
towards the interior, has promised to convey this packet to 
my sisters. May the saints guide him on his way ! 

^^ I go, sire, to make a last effort for justice. Don Eman- 
uel de Castro, the most upright of your majesty's subjects, 
haviag been ransomed out of Barbary, is at present the 
viceroy at St Salvador; his great soul never yet knew any 
other ambition than that of being unsurpassed in virtue ; 
he will hear and credit my story, and assuredly will inter- 
est the powers of Europe in his master s cause. 

^^ Rely on him, sire, and if he still rule in the new world 
when your majesty receives this letter, follow me thither : 
O ! trust not your precious life amongst a set of traitors, who 
have thirsted even for the blood of your humble messenger. 

'^ Obeying the call of a superior duty, 1 trust my family 
confidently to the Holy Spirit : fortunately no one knew 
more of me than my name, and my sisters may therefore 
live without fear of molestation. 

'' I invoke Jesus, and the Virgin Mother to hear all those 
prayers 1 daily put up for»the good Kara Aziek and for my 
injured sovereign ! — 1 throw myself at his august feet^ and 
venture to kiss and to embrace his sacred hands. 

" The devoted Gaspar." 

The first emotion of joy which had for some time warmed 
the frozen heart of Sebastian, now glowed there; transported 
out of himself by this unexpected assurance of his friend's 
existence, he exclaimed aloud, '^ Not at his feet, Gaspar, in 
your king's arms !*' 

A profound sigh followed these words, and Sebastian's 
mind was soon filled with so many torturing remembrances 
of the worthlessness of others, that he forgot both his situa- 
tion and his companions. Starting from a reverie at an 
action of Baremels, he addressed the awestruck girls, en- 
quiring about their condition and their resources. 

From the younger he learnt that they obtained a living 
by working in vineyards, their mother having died while 
Gaspar was m Africa, and that the eldest might be married 
to the son of a wealthy muleteer, did she possess only a 
portion of five gold crowns. 
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How often liad the present of Kara Aziek kept Sebastian 
from feeling the sharpest sting of misery, an inability to re- 
ward services or to bestow relief! he now took out the 
Moorish handkerchief in which it was wrapt, and bidding 
Marakita advance, put into her hands some ornaments of 
precious stones ; '^ Take these," he said, ^Hhe^ are all that 
IS left an injured monarch to bestow ; they will enrich your 
husband, and enable you to give a portion to your young 
sister when she is of an age to marry : the remainder I go 
to share with Oaspar. — ^Do not show these gems for awhile; 
I may then be far from pursuit — ^far from a country where 
lore, loyalty, friendship, the ties of blood, and the closer 
bond of flection, exist no more for me." 

Alarmed bv the excessive wildness of the young monarch's 
looks and voice, and well informed of his sad story, the two 
sisters shed tears in abundance, timidly asking a few ques- 
tions, and scarce venturing to raise their eyes, while thev 
invoked blessings on their royal bene&ctor and on their 
brother. Much affected, the king returned their blessings, 
adding with a strangely frantic socdle, " Hear me, ye guar- 
dian saints of Portu^ — ^unless 1 am heaven's outcast also !" 

' The sun's broad light now warned him to begone ; and 
repeating his injunctions^ he bade adieu to Marakita and 
her sister. 



CHAP. XL 

Directing his course downwards towards the coast, the king 
found himself at night in a mean town six leagues from 
Setuval; some shons were open, and at one of them he pur- 
chased a homely dress, better calculated for disguise than 
the mulitated liabit he had brought with him from AfHca : 
but alas ! the unfortunate Sebastian scarcely needed any 
other disguise than the alterations wrought on him by hard- 
ships and sorrows. The roundness of health and youth was 
no more to be seen in his figure, giving beauty to strength, 
and proportion to grace : his cheeks were wan and hollow, 
his eyes dim, his brow furrowed with the frequent contrac- 
tion of thought; that enchanting smile which used to dis- 
tinguish him from all mankind, never appeared on his lips: 
who then was to recoenise Sebastian in this gloomy booking 
traveller ? 
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He slept in the town, and the next morning resumed the 
road to Setuval. 

The second night he took up his abode in a cavern on the 
coast whence there was a noble view of the town and bay. 
^ radiant moon, brightened by slight frost, for it was now 
November, illuminated this quiet retreat ; its roof hung with 
crystal stalactites, like natural fringes of diamonds, startled 
Sebastian on entering, he paused and looked back I the same 
resplendent moon was more temperately reflected from a 
vast stretch of sea ; myriads of stars twinkled around her; 
the vessels in the bay, and the buildings in the town were 
silvered by her light, and only a faint dashing of waves 
broke the tranquillity of the scene. 

Is there a heart to which moonlight is not hallowed by 
some association, or in which it does not awaken devotional 
feelings? Sebastian felt its softening, purifying influence, 
and making the sign of the cross over his breast and fore- 
head, gently breathed a prayer to the Divine Being from 
whom that lovely orb derived her beauty and her lignt. 

He entered the cavern with a calmed spirit; when he 
beheld its fantastic interior flashing splendour on him from 
a thousand tremulous crystals, he owned with admiration 
that no mortal palace could surpass the magnificence of this 
to which chance had conducted him. 

The tumult of indignant emotions that had agitated^ him 
incessantly since his reception from donna Gonsalva, now 
gave way for awhile to tenderness only : he was about to 
leave his oountry and his people, he was going to try the 
attachment of subjects, who, situated in another quarter of 
the globe, knew him solely by his choice of their former 
governors. Could he expect to find from them that grateful 
fidelity which his own court and familiar friends had failed 
to show ! and was it from the harsKly-treated de Castro that 
he was to seek for love and duty ? 

" Yes, from de Castro ;" answered the noble spirit of Se- 
bastian, '^ I cannot better recompense his virtue and efiace 
my own injustice than by voluntarily afibrding him an op- 
portunity of serving me. ' 

To the Brazils therefore he determined to go, confidently 
expecting to be there reco&^nised and obeyed ; he might 
then dispatch letters to all the powers of Europe, notifying 
his existence, and requiring their assistance for the restora- 
tion of his rights : to regain tliose rights without bloodshed 
was his earnest wish : his heart sickened at the prospect of 
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a civil war, should he, by remaining in Portugal, give the 
different parties a hope of securing his person ; for if those 
now in authority chose to start doubts of his identity, he 
must call on his inferior subjects to rise in arms for his 
support. 

This extremity was what he sought to avoid ; indeed the 
wounds inflicted by the perfidy of his cousin and mistress, 
bled inwardly, making every well-known scene hateful to 
his eyes, and every friend to whom otherwise he might have 
revealed himself^ an object of suspicion. 

While these thoughts were gloomily displacing the sere- 
ner melancholy with which he entered his present lodging, 
he had thrown himself along the ground, and raising his arm 
to form a support for his head, struck it against something, 
which, on moving out of the way, he found to be a tablet, 
with writing on it in discoloured ink. He c^t his eyes in- 
curiously over the writing ; the first line struck the chief 
chord in his own breast ; and with his hand shading the 
tablet from the dazzling glare of the cavern, he read the 
following wild ejQ^sion. 

O THAT it were no sin to ask for death ! 

Then would 1 pray to yield this hateful breath ; 

I'hen from life's desert vast, its speetred gloom. 

These eyes would turn and rest upon the tomb I 

There griefs approach not, pain aud thought are ^tUl ; 

Nor hope, nor fear, can wake one trembimg thrill ; 

Smote by the glare of death's petrific eye, 

Locked in eteranl ice, life's currents lie ; 

No more their tides quick-circling through each part, 

Send warm emotions to the ea^er heart ; 

No more the gates of sense delighted move; 

No more weak reason yields her throne to love ; 

But all things rense; thought, feeling, mem'ry g<>ue» 

And black oblivion broods unmarked alone. 

Whether oar souls released, immediate go. 

Or sleep in trance awhile we ne*er shall know. 

Till as our change begins, experience shows 

The awful secret of the grave's repose ; 

But pardon, heaven I a frantic wretch who dares 

To own a heart so torn by rending cares, 

So loathing each remembrance, so possessed. 

As but to groan and pray for endlpss rest I 

If when the^e vital fires have ceased to bum. 

Thought, or mere ronsdoudneM, should e'er return. 

Say, would not her idea rush again 

And stab seraphic bliss with piercing pain ? * 

Mixed with my being all,, for ever mixed. 

Of change incapable, her thought is fixed, 

And here on earth, or there in Heav'n would come 

To render still Uie same my bitter doom. 

****** ii 

O God of mercy ! from thy records raze 
This guilty frenzy !—4et some pitving rays 
Beam on ray madden'd brain, ana teach my soul 
To bow submissive to thy wise control ! 
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Teach me to know, that when I loved too well, 
I gave a mortal in thy place to dwell ! 
O tearh me then to own thy jost decree 
And bleas the thorny path that leads to thee ! 

I 

Pity, heightened to the poignancy of agony by fatal sym- 
pathy with the situation nere described, seized Sebastian ; 
ne put down the tablet in extreme agitation, for love began 
now to struggle with indignation, and the tenderness of the 
unhappy unknown became infectious; a confusion of fond, 
delight&l recollections, at once entered his soul ; some rare 
moments of transcendant happiness again re-appeared, — 
moments in which the beauty, the accomplishments, the 
well-acted love and purity of Qonsalya had exalted him to 
beatitude. I how was it possible that this transport had 
been deceptive, that this perfection of woman's charms was 
even then immersed in the low gratifications of illicit pas- 
flion, in the horrible practice of systematic deceit ? 

After this hateful idea rapidly followed a recapitulation 
of her various arts while urging on a secret marriage, which 
was too surely destined to cover the proof of her shameful 
conduct, as by no difficult manoeuvre her child might have 
been passed upon him and on his people for the legitimate 
heir to the crown of Portugal. Fury flashed from Sebas- 
tian's eyes at this thought ; tenderness fled ; and the frenzy 
of a heart outraged and betrayed in every point, suddenly 
succeeded. '^ No, perfidious monster !" he exclaimed aloud, 
" thy crimes murder regret — Thou hast not been commonly 
frail, nor deserted me for another honourable lover ; then I 
might have lamented thee, pity might have united with 
love in regretting that thou wast not perfect, and I might 
have still doated on the past, like this fond wretch ; but 
thou hast fallen into such an abyss of guilt, that even mem- 
ory sees thee only as thou art now.*' 

Ele closed his eyes as if to shut out her image, and turn- 
ing to another part of the cavern, threw himself down once 
more in the hope of obtaining repose. 

It was long ere his tumultuous feelings and throbbing 
brain were stilled by sleep ;- piercing thoughts, like flashes 
of lightning quivering by fits through the blackness of some 
starless night, frequently shot across the gloom that gradu- 
ally succeeded to frenzy ; but at length the dumb caresses 
of Baremel softened every emotion, and he sunk to rest 
amid the calm of rising resignation. 

Sebastian dreamt, and he dreamt of Kara Aziek. Be 
foncied himself once more going through the last interview 



180 DON SEBASTIAN. 

with donna Gonsalva, and dragged by her orders to a loath- 
some dungeon ; there he behela the gentle Aziek braving 
death for the sake of ponring balm upon his wounded spirit; 
he felt himself in her arms, he heard her touching voice, 
her tears dropt over his face, while bending down she im- 
pressed on it a kiss of tender compassion. 

At this instant of his dream, Sebastian awoke; his heart 
was beating strongly : the kiss, the breath of Kara Aziek, 
seemed yet warm upon his lips : so lively was their impres- 
sion that he stretched out his arms with an entranced look, 
believing he should indeed clasp her within thenu — He 
leaped from the ground ; no one was visible ; the moon had 
set, and profound silence and darkness reigned throughout 
the cavern. 

^^^ziek ! angelic Aziek !" he repeated in a voice tender 
as her own — " friend, comforter, benefactress ! where art 
thou?" he stopped and scarcely respired; for as yet his* 
heart and his imagination were dreaming, and he expected 
to hear her speak, or at least sigh. 

While the echo of his own exclamation murmured along 
the walls, his senses gradually recovered from their delusion, 
and he knew himself to be alone in a place remote from her 
he dreamt of: tenderness rapidly diffused itself over his 
whole soul, while he supposed his dream reaUsed, and him- 
self held in the pitying arms of Kara Aziek. Her artless- 
ness^ her sweetness, her mild yet heroic goodness, her 
trembling soul-subduing love, her soft beauty, and still 
softer voice, floated before him, awaking hopes and wishes 
which a few hours previous, he would have deemed it im- 
possible for him to feel. 

How naturally does the warm and youthful heart cling 
to the source of man's sv^eetest emotions 1 how eagerly does 
it embrace the hope of finding its transports renewed ; of 
blessing and being blessed, — of learning again to behold the 
world with complacency for the sake of one amiable object ! 
— Sebastian believed himself solely yielding to friendship, 
gratitude, and the desu'e of atoning to Aziek for the wounds 
he had unintentionally given her peace, when he was thus 
dwellinc; delighted on the probability of one day becoming 
her husband. 

" She would share my varj'ing fate without a murmur;" 
he said to himself, "if happy, she would exalt and refine 
my enjoyments; if wretchea, she would alleviate my afHio- 
tions. On a throne or in obscurity, with her my gratefu^ 
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heart could never know a want ; her love, boundless as her 
virtues, would satisfy and iill it." 

While he uttered this sentence, a thrill of more genuine 
affection than had ever stirred his bosom for donna Gonsalva, 
glided through his veins: perfect esteem, perfect admiration, 
perfect gratitude, — what are they but the purest species ot 
love? 

To these sentiments were now added the conviction of no 
longer possessing any other source of happiness. 

Delicacy gives law to woman's heart ; honour to that of 
man : wpman blushes at the idea of entertaining a second 
passion, yet naturally tender, adheres too tenaciously some- 
times to a changed object. Man, accustomed to consider 
the weaker sex as dependent on him for protection, abhors 
to exercise his power in proportion as it is easy to do so, 
and while he believes himself beloved, refuses to break 
through ties of which he may have become weary. 

Unconsciously^ this sentiment of honour had long been 
Gonsalva's auxiliary while Sebastian was in Africa; the 
transporting emotions caused by Kara Aziek's inestimable 
qualities, and those tenderer ones inspired by her devoted- 
ness, had then been uniformly repressed by remembrance 
rather than by anticipation: when he recollected whole 
days of exquisite felicity, he paused not to discover, that 
after having become acquainted with such a being as Kara 
Aziek, the less endearing character of donna Gonsalva could 
no longer satisfy him. 

Now was the moment for a perusal of the letter : Sebas- 
tian drew it from his vest, and nurried to the mouth of the 
cavern ; but clouds and darkness had succeeded to the 
moon's radiance, and it was impossible for him to read it. 
He returned with chagrin, and seated himself on a projec- 
tion of rock, holding the precious vellum in his hand. 

While thus watching the dawn of day, his mind became 
busied by a multitude of new projects to which the convic- 
tion of Aziek's attachment gave birth ; to bestow happiness 
on her, was now, he thought, an act of justice : while Gon- 
salva appeared virtuous and fkithful, honour and inclination 
retained him in her chains ; but since she had shamefully 
forfeited those rights, gratitude imperiousfy demanded him 
for Kara Aziek : the disinterestedness of her love had been 
proved, he had therefore no circumstance to lament or to 
dread in an union with her, except her hateful religion. 
, To this serious obstacle the ardent character of the king, yet 
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Bangnine andromaniie, opposed tho delightful hope of be- 
coming heaven's instrument for her conversion; perhaps 
the fond zeal of a husband might be destined to remove this 
only blemish £rom what otherwise seemed perfection. He 
dwelt on so gratifying a conclusion, till expectation assumed 
the form of certainty. 

Having determined on one day regaining Kara Aziek, he 
naturally fell into reflections upon the manner in which 
such an event was to be produced ; was he to return im* 
mediately into Burbary, and under some disguise endeavour 
to see, and persuade her to abandon her country ? or waa he 
to pursue his voyage to Brazil, conmience and conclude his 
attempt at recovering Portugal, honourably negotiate for 
her hand, and wed her only when he had a throne to share 
with her? the last project was moat in character with a 
generous prince, and he resolved to adopt it 

By the former scheme, he might indeed earlier and more 
certainly secure Aziek, but then it would be selfishly 
tempting her to share exile, difficulties, dangers, perhaps 
ultimat^y disappointment or death : by the latter, he would 
merely delay domestic blessings to ensure their permanence; 
and reflecting on the delicacy of her character, he felt as- 
sured that years must elapse ere she could yield her heart 
to any other affection, or obey the customs of her country 
by wedding a man to whom she was indifferent 

These considerations reconciled him to the prospect of 
removing for a while yet further from her, and the bliss he 
hoped hereafter to bestow, gave him such exquisite delight 
in contemplation, that even the guardian angel of Kara 
Aziek must have smiled with satisfebction on reading the 
reveries of Sebastian. 

^' Yes, Aziek !" he tenderly repeated, folding her letter to 
his breast, '^ we shall meet again, even in this faithless 
world! A time will come when thou only wilt reign in my 
heart : to appreciate thy tenderness, to know thy unrivalled 
excellence, it has been necessary for me to leara what 
demons charm under the forms of women» Ah! who is 
there like thee V* 

At this impassioned question Sebastian sunk into a train 
of thought, in which he remained absorbed till morning 
shot her first beam into the cavern. 

No sooQer was there light enough to trace the characters 
made on the vellum, than he hastened to read what he be- 
lieved would reanimate all his hopes and resolutions: who 
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can describe the dismay which seized upon him when he 
found thiB letter contamed Kara Aziek's eternal &rewell? 

To procure his freedom and restoration to donna Gonsalva, 
this generous friend had consented to become the wife of a 
•grandee who had Ion? solicited her of her father : by this 
time she was his and liylng far from Morocco. Immured 
within the walls of a harem, her noble and delicate soul 
had no other enjoyment left than the conviction of having 
fuicrificed herself for the sake of him she loved. 

It was not from passionate complaint or studied explana- 
tion of her feelings, that Sebastian gathered the extent of 
her generosity — no — ^her relation was simple and brief, yet 
she was forced to tell him, that by marrying the basha of 
Syria she w^as binding herself to the customs of his na- 
tion, and rendering it mipossible for her to retain a male 
friend. ' 

Sebastian was too well aware of her repugnance to such 
heartless connections, not to divine instantly, that his liberty 
had been offered only on such cruel terms. ^ 

Here then was the explanation of that mysterious sadness 
which had overwhelmed Kara Aziek several days before his 
departure : doubtless she had then been struggling against 
that virtuous horror which every woman ought to feel wlio 
meditates yielding her voh's and her person to a man she 
cannot love. 

The lock of her hair was now in tlie hand of Sebastian, 
his eyes were intently fixed on it, without his seeing or 
thinking of it, the complete destruction of all his hopes was 
contained in this fatal letter ; the bright vision of giatitude 
had vanished, and misery's last blow stunned both thought 
and feeling. 

Such a benumbing influence was on him, that he remain- 
ed nearly on the same spot from sunrise to sunset without 
food or sleep, or the consciousness of wanting either. 

It happened that towards evening a sudden storm drove 
some countrymen into the cavern for shelter. The noise 
they made roused Sebastian ; on seeing him they naturally 
concluded that he had taken refuge nrom the same motive 
with themselves; and entering into conversation with him, 
he learnt that there was then a vessel in the bay of Setuval 
bound for Brazil. He no longer contemplated with lively 
emotions a voyage to the new world, but he was sick of that 
which he inliabited : and to the wretched, change of place 
seems ever desirable. He accompanied the men to Setuval, 

q2 
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where he fortunate!;^ procured a passage in the ship described, 
and she sailed at mionight. 

While the vessel was tossing among the turbulent waves 
of the Atlantic, Portugal's setf-exiled monarch had leisure 
to arrange those events, which by their painful rapidity had 
unsettled his reason: he gave up the hope of happiness; with 
a mood V smile he gave up the hope of blessing nis benefac- 
tress ; but still it was not possible for him to abandon the 
expectation of regaining ms rights, and with them the 
power of benefiting others. For him there was no middle 
station, he must dther mount again to empire, or sink to utter 
desolation ; and it was only in the active duties of sover- 
eignty that he could lose tne remembrance of his present 
sufferings. 

Since Kara Aziek was lost, — and alas ! how sad to think 
she was self-condemned for his sake ! private affections had 
no claim on him, except indeed in the person of Gaspar, for 
the worth of don Emanuel was yet to be proved. What a 
sterile scene did life then present ! he pondered over the 
present and the future, till his heart took so deep a print 
nrom despair, as to make him wildly doubt whether he had 
ever known what happiness was. 

In this state he was ill-adapted to share in the noisy gar- 
rulity of his fellow voyagers ; he shunned their society, sit- 
ting retired in an obscure part of the vessel, from the deck 
of which he seemed to be stupidly watching her track 
through the waters. 

It was on the sixth morning after their departure firom Se- 
tuval, that the clearing away the thick mist discovered a 
Turkish galley which had been blown out to sea, striving to 
re-gain her course, and bearing up towards the straits ; the 
captain of the Brazilman being a fellow of an adventurous 
spirit, proposed giving the infidel chase ; though his vessel 
was inferior in size and weight of metal, the hope of a rich 
booty animated his sailors : bv general consent their track 
was altered ; they crowded sail, and soon came alongside the 
galley, whose heavy decorations impeded her motion. 

The infidel perceiving flight impossible, resigned himself 
to necessity, and prepared for action. 

At the m^t broadside, Sebastian, who had hitherto sat des- 
perately inattentive to the hasty preparations, started up ; 
his brave heart, roused at the alarm of war, and every nerve 
was braced ; but suddenly recollecting those reflections iti 
Barbary which had prompted him to vow he would never 
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wantonly draw the ofiPensire Bword, he east himself again 
on the deck where he lay inactive. 

His limhs shook with an internal strngvle ; the sailors sup- 
posed he tremhled from fear ; hut as the balls showered over 
nim,they changed their opinion, and pronounced him mad. 
Thpugh the Portuguese were lavish of theyr blood and their 
ammunition, thev were no match for an experienced enemy: 
he manoeuvred ms vessel with a quickness and dexterity 
which soon gave him so decided a superiority, that the 
Brazilman, in de^Mur, ordered his crew to strike. At that 
command Sebastian sprung from the deck, threw himself 
before the colours, and exhorted the sailors to defend them 
from infidel hands ; then seizing a weapon, he rushed for* 
ward to the most exposed station. 

It was no longer for mere conquest, but for liberty, for 
the honour of the Christian name, and the Portuguese flag, 
that he was about to fight ; his eyes now flashed with their 
former fire, his figure seemed to dilate, and hui inspiring 
voice roused and inflamed every heart. Used to command, 
and theoretically skilled in naval tactics, he was unconscious 
that he alone gave orders, that those orders were instantly 
approved and obeyed : the captain had just knowledge suf- 
ficient to perceive that he had got one on bourd, to whom 
war was umiliar, and he therefore suffered his people to 
follow the dictates of their new leader. 

The Turk fought ably ; his vessel skilfully worked, and 
favoured by the wind, tor a long time bade defiance to every 
effort at boarding her; her shot and fir^-balls hailed through 
the rigging of the Brazilman, but happily the wind fell, and 
the Portuguese rapidly throwing out their grappling-irons, 
succeeded in fastening her along-side. 

The remembrance of former combats, and the fire of 
native valour, now shone on the brow of Sebastian : like a 
blaz^ of lightning he flamed on the enemy's deck ; his 
voice, his looks, his gestures, called on others to follow : in 
one moment he fell with the force of a thunderbolt amongst 
the infidels, whom his powerful arm crushed and scattered 
in every direction. After a short, yet desperate resistance, 
the Turkish captain cast a gloomy look over the blood and 
devastation around him, then dropping the point of lus 
sword, he delivered it to Sebastian. 

The king having returned the captain's sword, flew from 
place to place to stop any wanton slaughter ; destruction 
then ceased. The commander of the Brazilman eyed him 
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with gathering discontent ; '' What share do you expect of 
the booty V he asked sourly. '^ None," returned Sebastian^ 
^^ I ask only care and compassion for these wounded men." 

The gentleness of his manner testified sincerity, and well 
pleased to be so cheaply served the captain promised prompt 
obedience. While they were speaking, the shrieks of a'wo- 
man were heard from below ; at that sound Sebastian sprung 
over a heap of arms, and leaped down into the cabin : there 
he beheld a group of women clinging together, as if seek- 
ing to protect the entrance of an inner room where a lady 
had fainted. At his decisive voice, some sailors who had 
alarmed them, fell back ; his intrepiditv had gained their ad- 
miration, and admiration is quickly followed by submission. 

^^ My friends, we do not war with women !" he exclaimed, 
in a tone of noble reproof; the men blushed and withdrew. 
Pleased with the effect of his ascendancy, the young mon- 
arch hastily fastened the door, and advanced respectfully ; 
sobbing, the ladies prostrated themselves at his feet: touched 
with their distress, he tried to re-assure them, while he ap- 
proached the one who had fainted, and lying wrapt up in 
ner shawl at full length upon the floor of the inner cabin. 

Bending one knee to the ground, he raised her gently, 
and in doing so discomposed her veil ; trembling, agitated, 
almost transported, he lifted hastily the long black hair 
that her fall had disordered, and beheld the soft features of 
Kara Aziek. " Gracious God ! am I awake The exclaimed, 
gazing on her, and clasping her to his breast. The conster- 
nation of Jier attendants at this bold action was painted in 
their faces; Sebastian regarded them not, he held Kara 
Aziek still, calling on her to revive and behold her protector 
in him. 

Did that voice, so beloved, penetrate the dull ear of in- 
sensibility ? Aziek opened her eyes, and they met those, 
of Sebastian fixed tenderly upon her: doubtful rapture flash- 
ed over her countenance, she sprang up, drew quickly back, 
looked at him an instant, then uttering a joyful cry, pre- 
cipitated herself into the dear arms she had quitted. 

This was not the action of one conscious of belonging to 
another : Sebastian was exalted to the extremest point of 
human felicity ; happiness, lost happiness, he now clasped 
in the form of Kara Aziek, and enjoyed in the cestainty of 
being able to confer it. " We part no more — we part no 
more l" he repeated. 

Bewildered in a maze of delight, and merely conscious 



DON SEBASTIAN. 187 

that the looks and voice of Sebastian breathed love like her 
own, A^iek forgot awhile every obstacle between them : her 
tears and sighs mingled with his, as she rested on his bosom 
with the sweet serenity of a pure heart, sure of loving and 
being beloved ; his name, coupled with endearing epithets, 
breathed repeatedly from her lips, and her soft arms returned 
the pressure of his; at length, starting and trembling, she 
averted her eyes, and pronounced the name of donna Gon- 
salva. 

Indignation alone appeared on the brow of Sebastian ; in 
a few words he detailed her perfidy and his own disappoint- 
ment, and was about to paint to the horror-struck Aziek 
his new wishes, when voices at the door of the outer cabin 
called him away. 

It was the captain of tbe Brazilman with his mate : Se- 
bastian hastened to demand respect for Kara Aziek. He 
informed them that in their fair prisoner he had discovered 
a Moorish lady, to whom he had once been indebted for 
liberty; " I owe her my life,* he said, "and I will defend 
her with my life : her sex and situation ought to insure her 
generous treatment, I hope and believe they will ; but if 
not, this arm shall either protect or avenge her." 

"And a rare strong arm it is," replied me captain, " well 
keep to windward of it, be sure. We sha'n t overhaul the 
lady, only what we find in the money way is lawful prize : 
has she no coin nor jewels to pay the men for civilly treat- 
ing her and the rest of the women V 

Sebastian had not time to reply before Aziek herself ap- 
peared ; she came forth firom her cabinet surrounded by 
her maids; her unsteady step and tearful eyes were directed 
towards him, for whom alone she feared when the voice of 
what she thought violence reached her ear. Struck with 
an apprehension of being discovered, Sebastian hastily told 
her in Moresco, that his rank was unknown, and that these 
men commanded there. 

Aziek turned frightfully pale, she trembled, and leaned 
on him for support; the captain advanced bowing, his eyes 
fixed on her glittering armlets, spoke a language easily 
understood, she hastened to take them off and present them 
\ to him; at the same time she pointed to some large chests, 
the keys of which one of her maids laid at his feet. 

During the examination of these chests, Aziek remained 
leaning on Sebastian, lost in painful conjectures upon his 
mysterious disguise. Alas! was he a prisoner also ! yet, how 
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then could he have power to succour her? She turned her 
eyes on his countenance ; the sunny look that met hers, 
the smoothed brow, and entrancing smile, promised perma- 
nent protection. What could she dread, when the looks of 
him she loved bade her dismiss apprehension? 

Satisfied with a casket of jewels and several purses of 
gold coin, the mercenary seaman shut the boxes; " We 
shall leave you and the lady to yourselves," said the captain, 
*^ that you may try' to reconcile her to a voyage to Brazil; 
if she don t like that, she may go to Portugal in the prize : 
settle that as she pleases. 

"Whoever you are, friend, with your coarse doublet, 
you're a strange brave fellow, and have a right to share our 
gains, and so if you like women better than money, there's 
a whole lot of 'em for you." 

*' I take you at your word,* interrupted the king, " these 
are my prizes.* 

The men withdrew laughing, and Selmstian again alone 
with Kara Aziek, her women having retired into the inner 
chamber,*proceeded to satisfy those anxious enquiries which 
her eloquent eyes had so long been making. He briefly 
detailed the circumstances of his return to Portugal, the 
conduct of his supposed friends, the intentions with which 
he was leaving it when he read her farewell letter ; he 
painted the emotions that letter excited, with all the force 
of tender gratitude. 

"Such were, such are my feelings, Kara Aziek;'' he 
added, throwing himself at her feet, " I am again what I 
was when your generous pity first succoured me — a beggar, 
and a fugitive-~one who must soon be every thing or noth- 
ing : — it remains for you to decide on the dearest part of my 
destiny. Speak your wishes, and they shall be obeyed; if 
they be to fulfil your engagement with the basha, I will 
myself conduct you to him ; hut if a friendship more sacred 
even than love — a gratitude exalted to adoration— every 
sentiment in short, except passion itself; if these may touch 
you — ^if vou can condescend to accept a heart yet smarting 
with a K>rmer wound, a heart that shudders at love, yet 
where your image is worshipped and cherished—" 

" say no more I — ^no more, beloved Sebastian !'' inter- 
rupted Kara Aziek, hiding her blushes and tears on his 
shoulder, " thou knowest too welL that to be permitted to 
dwell but on the threshold of that noble heart, is happiness 
to Kara Aziek." 
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How eloquent was the silence which followed these few 
lYords ! how did the hlissful sighs breathed by each, seem to 
incorporate their souls, and blend their destinies for ever ! 

It was long ere either of them could recover sufficiently 
to conyerse with calmness; when they didso, Aziek timidly 
explained her situation. She informed Sebastian that her 
hand had been frequently sought by the basha of Syria, a 
relation of her father's, but having avowed an invincible 
repugnance to marriage, at least to marriage, as it exists in 
Mahomeddan countries, her indulgent father had forborne 
any importunity : his wishes however, were for the union, 
and seizing the opportimity afforded by her zeal for the 
supposed Fabian, he offered his liberty as the reward of her 
compliance. 

At first, shocked and terrified, Kara Aziek utterly rejected 
the terms ; every delicate and tender feeling revolted from 
the hateful prospect of submitting to the caresses of a man 
whom she remembered from her infancy as one with whom 
her heart could have no commune ; far sooner would she 
have laid her head on the block for the dear sake of him 
she loved : but when she witnessed the failure of his hopes 
after the departure of Gaspar, and beheld his profound and 
corroding melancholy ; when she thought of his passion for 
donna Gonsalva, and fancied her pining over his loss, her 
ten<ler soul shook with irresolution, she hesitated — ^reflected 
— struggled with her repugnance — ^renewed those struggles, 
and at length determined upon the sacrifice. 

Ravished with her consent, El Hader did not give her 
time to retract, he released the christian, and inmiediately 
dispatched messengers to his kinsman: the basha Ibrahim 
was at that time with the sultan his master at Constantin- 
ople ; he sent from thence a sumptuous galley, laden with 
presents for his young bride, and it was on its return with 
the self-devoted victim, that providence threw them into 
the hands of the Portuguese. 

To Kara Aziek the event did indeed appear an eEroecial 
act of providence, since beyond her fondest hopes it not 
only restored Sebastian to her, but reunited them at the 
very period in which they were privileged never to part 
again. In her secret mind she did not regret the loss of his 
throne, for it was with Sebastian divested of power an(f 
. grandeur, that her heart had first been woven : accustomed 
to profound retirement, her inexperienced . nature shrunk 
from the vast sphere of duties which surrounded sovereignty; 
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it seemed as if the love of one little heai*t would be lost in 
so wide an ocean : she looked with j)artial eyes to a scene of 
narrower views ; to a home, private yet not imuseful, where 
the social virtues might have full room to expand and to 
adorn what they supported. 

It was an amiable weakness, in Kara Aziek, yet it was a 
weakness, to desire (fuiy that situation in which her love 
would be always felt, and always necessary ; she judged 
rightly, that power and luxury are not friendly to the exis- 
tence of any sentiment which is devoid of selfishness.-^In 
accompanying Sebastian to Brazil, she hoped that he might 
be induced to resign his ungrateful people altogether, en- 
deavour to forget his former state, and find in the bosoms 
of affection and friendship those calm delights which are 
never the companions of high responsibility. 

To dwell with him any where, to see him, to hear him 
continually, — what joy did not such a prospect afibrd ! Life 
seemed too short to her impassioned heart for the complete 
enjoyment of so much happiness. — Never, indeed, did wo- 
man love like Kara Aziek : it must be remembered, however, 
that her attachment concentrated all the ardour of her na- 
ture; the habits of her country did not suffer the growth 
even of friendship; she had no sisters, no brothers — and 
hitherto she had lived devoid of any other sentiment than 
that of duty towards her father. 

As Sebastian contemplated the mixed expression of her 
ever varying countenance, his enraptured feelings assured 
him that in her s his soul had met its partner ; but he sighed 
to think they should have met so late, when his exhausted 
heart had no longer love to bestow. 

Excessive tenderness, admiration, and gratitude, contend- 
ing with as lively emotions of timidity and apprehension, 
by turns sparkled in Aziek s eyes, or suffused her cheek : 
the aspen-like tremor of her voice thrilled the susceptible 
king: it was now that for the first time he felt the full 
sweetness of love, in the perfect conviction of giving hap- 
piness to the beloved object, devoid of this conviction all its 
oAier enjoyments are lifeless. — Cold as ice were the sensa- 
tions awakened by the beauty of Gonsalva when compared 
with this heart-penetrating, ennobling glow I he looked back 
on them with amazement, and with something of that joy 
with which a man recalls a danger from which he has re- 
cently escaped. 

These new feelings enabled him to speak of the perfidious 
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woman with composure ; to Kara Aziek this calmness was 
animating ; for though at one moment she believed herself 
indeed rewarded by his preference, at another she trembled 
lest Sebastian were self-deceived, and might hereafter find 
gratitude and esteem but feeble substitutes for love. 

Having calmed the fears and satisfied the scruples of his 
gentle friend^ Sebastian remembered that humanity had 
other claims upon him ; the ascendancy he had gained over 
the captain and crew by his valour and disinterestedness, 
rendered him in some degree answerable to himself for the 
treatment of the Turkish prisoners: he therefore reluctantly 
quitted Kara Aziek. 

By his advice the Brazil trader consented to send all the 
Turkish sailors, with their commander, into the first neutral 
port, whence they might easily find a conveyance home, 
and in that port the prize might be advantageously sold. 
It required all the king's rhetoric to persuade his companion 
that it was merciless to push advantage to its uttermost 
verge, by insisting upon a ransom for all the prisoners; the 
man was a long time in perceiving that there was any merit 
in being generous to infidels. 

Sebastian's mingled arguments and persuasidns at length 
succeeded; and the prize^ manned by a few stout sailors, 
headed by the mate, was ordered to convey her former 
owners to Cadiz, in Spain, that country being then in amity 
with the Turks. 

Concluding that the women were forcibly detained by 
the captors, the Turkish commander thought it unwise to 
contest about such immaterial objects ; so making a profomid 
obeisance to his conqueror, he suffered him, undisturbed, to 
lead Kara Aziek and her maids from their cabin to that of 
the Portuguese vessel : in a few minutes after, the galley 
hoisted saU and bore away before the wind for the shores of 
Andalusia. 

Anxious to obtain every accommodation for Kara Aziek, 
Sebastian thought it needrol to inform the captain that he 
could reward lum amply for every attention he might be- 
stow, and that on landing at Brasul he would prove his truth 
by actions ; having simply announced himself a Portuguese 
officer and a friend of don Emanuel de Castro, he insured 
the respect and submission of all the sailors. His remons* 
trances had now the force of commands, and the Moori^ 
ladies were permitted to live as retired in their cabin, as 
they might have done in Morocco. 
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Into their apartments no one intruded except Sebafitlan 
and Baremel: that faithful animal, interesting n*om the pe^ 
culiar circumstances under which he had recognised nis 
master, was constantly fed and caressed by the gentle 
Aziek; he formed the amusement of her women, whose 
simple minds sought no higher recreation than that of seeing 
him fetch audcarry : — ^but to her he was an object of aiFection. 

Often, while looking at fiaremel, and pondering on the 
incidents his figure recalled, she shuddered at the incompre- 
hensible conduct of donna Gonsalra, and had to remember 
that Sebastian witnessed her deprayity ere she could per- 
suade herself of that depravity's existence. 

From the king's mind the remembrance of Gonsalva was 
vanishing like a confused dream; to the agony of betrayed 
lore had quickly succeeded indignation, aversion, and finally 
contempt : the charm of virtue and tenderness united in the 
person of Aziek, completed his cure, and his soul, fi)rmed 
for freedom, eagerly seized again upon its natural right. 

How do our desires grow with our hopes ! how does the 
possession of one blessing, quicken and inflame our thirst 
after others ! — ^but a little while before, and Sebastian was 
indifferent to* every thing ; now, the smallest of his expecta- 
tions was considered with 'lively interest: he contemplated 
his reception at Brazil, and his restoration to Portugal, 
with the anxiety of a spirit newly roused to action ; and 
secure of domestic felicity, felt that no other station . than 
that to which he was bom, could fill the expansion of his 
large soul. 

It is not difficult to communicate our own fire to a heart 
that lives only to reflect the feelings of ours. Kara Aziek 
lent not merely a docile, but a delighted ear, to the animated 
discourses of her lover. He talked to her of the charms of 
empire, of the sublime privilege of diJB^sing comfort and 
protection throughout nations ; he painted the trials and 
the triumphs of that virtue which belongs to exalted sta- 
tions, its uime here, its immortal reward hereafter; he spoke 
to her then of those softer joys which public duties endear 
and enchance ; those delightful throbbings of the heart, 
sacred to the names of husband and of &ther, which con- 
trasted with the severer virtues of royalty, seem like the 
serene beatitude of heaven. 

His voice, his eyes, his smiles, heightened the effect of 
his eloquence : Kara Aziek no longer saw before her the 
captive Fabian, but the powerful monarch of Portugal and 
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the two Indies, who, in selecting her from all the world to 
share his throne and to fill his heart, was yielding the most 
delicious proof of his tenderness ; she saw in him only a 
beneficent, not an ambitious, sovereign, who sought to ex- 
tend the dominion of happiness. 

At these moments she kindled with congenial enthusiasm, 
and her soul aoaring after his, left far below its first humble 
and personal wishes. 

But how were these ardours chilled, these transports 
arrested in their flight, by the spirit with which Sebastian 
spoke of his wrongs ! he thirsted for vengeance : with the 
expectation of one day returning to take his place amongst 
the monarchs of Europe, came the fatal belief that he must 
wash out his stains in the blood of his injurers. 

At mention of don Antonio, a terrible light flamed on his 
brow, his limbs shook, and his articulation became smoth- 
ered ; every look and every word announced still that im- 
perious and fierce character which had so often in Barbary 
blazed before Kara Aziek like sudden earth-fires. 

Her soft nature trembled and grieved ; for it was to this 
intemperance of feeling, this want of self-government, that 
all his misfortunes were attributable ; while it continued to 
rule him, there was no security for 1^ happiness either on 
a throne or in a cloister. 

On the present subject, however, she found it difficult to 
oppose any arguments that were not immediately overturned 
by his impetuous and irresistible rhetoric : neither her edu- 
cation nor the precepts of her religion afforded support to 
the merciful pleadings of her nature; she could only urge 
that instinctive feeling which cries aloud from the depths 
of every human heart, that forbearance and forgiveness 
ought to be the virtues of erring man. 

Sebastian's vehement passions were deaf to the voice ot 
her softer sentiments; pity and mercy could not make them- 
selves heard, where insulted honour, love outraged into 
hatred, wounded pride, and disappointed confidence, were 
clamorous for retribution : he sought to teach her the lesson 
man learns from his cradle, that to preserve reputation he 
must often do violence to his character, and seek revenge 
where he would willingly concede paidon. 

Ah fatal and monstrous spell, which not even Christianity 
itself has yet had power to dissolve I — ^by thy enchantment 
the sacred laws of humanity are disregai-ded, and murder is 
enrolled in the catalogue of honourable deeds 1 

R 
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Aziek had nothing to urge against opinions which she waa 
thaa told were sanctioned hy great authorities; she oould 
only repeat her natire abhorrence to whatever was the effect 
rather of passion than of reason. To appease jnatice and to 
satiate revenge, were in her estimation very different things, 
and she strove to convince Sebastian that true dignity resided 
with the former. 

Sometimes her gentle persuasives conquered : he would 
listen delighted to the music of her voice and the tenderness 
of her sentiments ; his heart would melt under their genial 
softness, till the perfidious Antonio, his court, his crown, his 
wrongs, and his deprivations, all forgotten, he would remem- 
ber only that he lived to love and to be loved by her. 



CHAP. XII. 

Hitherto light airs and cheering suns had accompanied them 
on their voyage, but now the weather changed ; thick clouds 
arose, volume after volume, from the horiswn, till the whole 
heavens were darkened; a hollow wind muttered among 
these threatening clouds, and the turbid sea seemed to labour 
with an approaching storm. 

It was on the uxteenth day of their voyage that the tem- 
pest burst forth. A tremendous gale from the south-west 
began to blow, accompanied with Ughtning and hail ; the 
ship drove bdfbre the blast, her rigging all torn, and the 
waves washing over her deck : every peal of thunder was 
followed by gnastly yelling of shrill winds, a thousand times 
more dreary than thunder. The rattling of hail and rain 
among her cordage, the flapping of her wet sails, the creak- 
ing of her masts, the confused sound of voices and feet, as 
the sailors hurried to and fro along the deck, the tremendous 
roaring of the sea, all struck terror to Kara Aziek ; she sat 
trembling in her cabin, listening to every sound, and sensi- 
ble to hope only when she sow Sebastian. 

Aware of their danger, for the ship was driving rapidly 
towards a lee shore, the king s anxiety discovered itself in 
his pale and disturbed countenance ; he presented himself 
perpetually at the door of Aziek's cabin, as if to see that he 
had her still, and as often hurried away again to assist in the 
labours of the seamen. 

Whenever he appeared the devoted Aziek felt her terrors 
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disperae; it seemed impoflcdble to her that heaven should 
abandon him she loved, to a dreadful death. Her women, 
drowned in tears, on their knees, and half distracted, 
mingled shrieks with their prayers and lamentations; the 
soft soul of their mistress became a coward for their sakes, 
and she wept more for their apprehensions than from her own. 

In the midst of this awful suspense a crash was heard, the 
next moment Sebastian entered ; his wild look and hurried 
step transfixed Kara Aziek ; for the first time she believed 
that they were about to perish together: without speaking, 
he snatched her up and bore her in his arms to the deck ; 
she found he trembled violently : Yes, Aziek, but it was for 
thee he trembled, — ^that great soul knew no other fear! 

Merciful heaven I what a sight presented itself 1 the 
vessel, with her masts swept by the board was lyine a mere 
hull upon mountainous waves ; through the blacKness of 
midnight, by repeated eheets of lightning the whole ocean 
was momentarily discovered, danc, raging, covered with 
horrid foam, — now swelling to the clouds, now sinking as if 
into the depths of perdition. 

Imprecations, vows, prayers, and cries, mingled with the 
dreadful roar of the winds and waters ; sometimes the storm 
made a pause, and then was heard distinctly the noise of 
the ship, as she drove furiously towards the rocks : but again 
the blast and thunder would unite, till heaven and earth 
seemed rocking with the sound. 

As the tempest had swept away their boat, and they 
were driving upon the perilous coasts of Tarradunt and Suz, 
every soul on board gave himself up to destruction. It was 
at tms moment that Sebastian yielded to despair : he nressed 
Kara Aziek in his arms with convulsive strength, while he 
repeated wildly, " You perish, Aziek ! and my love cannot 
save you.'' 

" I perish on thy bosom — ^in thy heart T she said faintly, 
fixing on him her asking eyes, swimming in grief and bliss. 

** Yes, in my heart, Aziek V he exckumed vehemently, 
" I call God to witness at this awful moment, that you only 
share my thoughts with him.** 

Aziek raised her speaking eyes to heaven with a look of 
ineffable emotion — " 0, grant, she cried, " divine prophet, 
that we may live together in tlvy paradise !" 

At that expression, mortal pains seized Sebastian, his blood 
firoze, cold damps stood on his forehead; Aziek, the beloved 
and generous Aziek, was a Mahometan, and ia the other 
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world they would never be re-united. Pierced with pious sor- 
row, he uttered a deep groan, his arms lost their strength, 
they slackened their hola, and the sea breaking over them, 
carried with it the last earthly blessing of Sebastian. 

The next moment the smp struck upon a steep coast ; 
confusion, terror, despair, followed ; the frantic king calling 
on Kara Aziek, ran m>m side to side, yet hoping to find her 
he had lost. Some of the crew clung to the snattered wreck, 
others threw themselves into the sea on planks and spars ; 
the women shrieking and invoking their prophet hune round 
i Sebastian, his heart was wrung with pity, and regardless of 
' his own situation, he exerted his small remains of strength 
to succour these unfortunates. 

A sort of raft, hastily constructed, offered the only means 
of safety; to that he committed them, while he sprang to 
the topmost part of the stem, madly striving to catch a 
broader view of the ocean amid the blazes of lightning. 

Aziek 8 name, coupled with that of the awful God he im- 
plored to save her, were soon the sole human sounds heard 
mingling with the roaring elements; alone and hopeless, his 
eyes were still straining round, when another shock loosened 
every plank of the vessel, and scattered her in fragments 
upon the waters. 

Sebastian sunk ; but his guardian angel yet watched over 
her charge ; and he rose again : cold, motionless, spent with 
grief and fatigue, insensible to every thing, he was seized by 
his watchful dog who kept hold in defiance of the storm, and 
at last brought him safely to land. 

The chill morning air contributed to awaken Sebastian 
from that lethargy into which his senses had fallen ; when 
he unclosed his eyes, they fixed upon Baremel, who lay 
shivering at his feet ; he turned them from him to the ob- 
jects around: nothing was to be seen beyond arid rocks, aud 
a measureless ocean whose turbid waves sullenly heaved 
under a leaden sky. 

He gazed wistfully, for his thoughts were dim and im- 
perfect, and memory seemed blotted out from his fiiculties ; 
the confused idea of Kara Aziek alone remained. 

He lay some time looking stedfastly before him, while his 
senses roused slowly ; on a sudden a cry escaped him, he 
leaped up, and glanced round with a maniac s wildness; the 
penect recollec^on of his misfortune had shot through his 
brain, enlightening while it maddened him : he tried to ar- 
ticulate the name of her he lamented, but the sound expired 
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on his lips, and smiting his breast, he, sat down again upon 
the ground. 

It is not at first that our hearts feel the full force of a 
blow which breaks them in pieces: we do not easily compre- 
hend howa fewhours or momentscan have madeus squtterly 
wretched ; 'tis only by degrees that our thoughts^ mea8U3[iii|^. 
the extent of an irrevocable calamity, ascertain' $ts-e3U8;teAee 
and its magnitude : then rush forth regret an^ to)6htation, 
then the images of past joys surround us UkcTdemoBS^assiim* 
ing beloved shapes to torture us more keenly;, and thoie 
deadly words, l6st, lost for ever ! resounding p«rpeilially 
through our souls, fill them with desolation and despair.^ 

Pale and motionless, Sebastian sat with his head leaning 
on his hand, gazing on that wide occean which had entoml^ 
ed Kara Aziek : even yet, his senses were not quite awake ; 
nay, they seemed to liave fallen back into that trance out ot 
which they had transiently started. — ^His dull eyes saw not 
the wistful ones of his dumb companion, who sensible to his 
masters grief, lay moaning before him: nothing roused 
him till some firagments of wreck floating on shore gave 
birth to hope. 

Again the face of Sebastian shone with animation^ his 
nerves were new-strung, he called to Baremel, and. flew 
rather than ran towards the sea. — Every where he beheld 
broken masts and yards, mixed with dead bodies; some were 
already washed on shore, others borne in with the tide : at 
that afflicting sight he averted his head and groaned heavily. 
Alas ! it appeared his destiny to be for ever surrounded by 
destruction 1 

He traversed theisands and shore in vain, he searched the 
rocks and their caverns, he sent Baremel into the waves for 
every object but faintly discernible ; Baremel only brought 
him Kara Aziek's shawl : at this sight his fortitude ceased, 
he snatched the sad relic, while burning drops rained from 
his eyes — she had perished then, she had lost h&t life for 
him ! — since but for his unhappy sake she would never have 
consented to be the basha s wife, never have braved the sea, 
never have met so disastrous a death. 

Overcome with these convictions, the unfortunate prince 
held the shawl to his lips, and remained in the same attitude 
with his face enveloped in it, alternately pursuing in thought 
the body of Aziek to the hideous depths of ocean, or fol- 
lowing, with trembling anxiety, her pure spirit into the 

courts of heaven. 
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CHAP. XIIL 

In this state of abstraction, the king was perceived by a 
groupe of natives, who had come to the strand, in hope of 
plundering such vessels as they mi^ht find wrecked there ; 
it cost them no trouble to make him their prisoner ; the 
formidable Sebastian had not then any care for himself.'— 
Having explained to them as well as the difference of their 
provincial Moresco would permit, that he had been cast on 
their shore by the late storm, and was consequently too 
much enfeebled for great exertion, they were induced to let 
him walk slowly. 

They led him towards some mean houses, which lay at a 
distance up the country ; there they left him, and ran off 
again to the wreck. Baremel, though beaten away by those 
surly Africans, had still returned and followed his masters 
steps, but plunged in profound grief^ Sebastian ceased to 
think of his faithful dog, and entered a hut, unconscious 
that clubs and stones were then driving the poor animal far 
away. 

An old woman within offered him some coarse provisions, 
and pointed to a miserable bed of dried weeds, where she 
said he might sleep off his fatigue : Sebastian threw himself 
down in silence, and the women quitting him, bolted the 
door on her charge. 

The certainty of being again a slaye, made little impres- 
sion oh a heart already exhausted of its capability of suffer- 
ing. There are periods in our existence, when we seem 
able to refuse any farther sacrifices to grief; in these 
moments a species of sullen resignation succeeds the trans- 
ports of despair, and life or death appeal's equally a matter 
of indifference. 

Such were the feelings of Sebastian ; he lay on his rude 
bed, gloomy and tearless, careless of the passing hours which 
were to bring back his new masters. 

It was evening when these men returned : they brought 
with them many things from the wreck, which they greedily 
shared. Their captive's silent acquiescence in his destiny, 
moved th^m to promise that they would sell him only to a 
good master, and that in the meantime he should be well 
fed and kindly treated. 

While tempting him to eat part of their hard fare, some 
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one opened the outer door, and Baremel rushine in, sprang 
io his master's feet: one of the Moors would naye thrust 
him out, had not Sebastian besought the comfort of retain- 
ing hia only friend: after a short demur, consent was 
granted; and having devoured some scanty fragments of 
the supper, Baremel was suffered to retire to rest in the 
same comer with his master. 

As the king put aside his doublet and vest, he observed 
on the back of them the deep indents of teeth ; the miracle 
of his preservation was then shown to him ; grief mixed 
with gratitude, and a sentiment nearly amounting to tender- 
ness, swelled from his heart to his eyes ; it burst forth in 
tears, while hastily glancing fropi his clothes to lus mute 
friend, he exclaimed, ^^ Ah Baremel, what a life hast thou 
preserved!" 

The feelings once melted are not soon restored to their 
former state ; Sebastian wept sUentlv a long time ; for he 
thought of Kax& Ajsiek, and wished that Baremel had saved 
her only. 

Vain were these wishes, these poignant regrets; the hol- 
low blasts sweeping over the roof which sheltered him, and 
the hoarse waves resounding from afar, seemed to repeat 
again and again that Aziek had been their victim. 

It was now that Sebastian felt conscious of having loved 
that generous being, her loss had torn away the veil of self- 
delusion, and convinced him that what he believed but 
solicitude for her happiness, was in reality anxiety for his 
own. — Ah wretched condition of humanity ! no sooner do 
we begin to feel the full value of our possessions, than they 
are wrested from us ! — ^is it the law of our being that we are 
never to possess and to enjoy at the same moment ? 

Providence had consigned the unfortunate monarch to 
merciful men ; they tried to cheer his melancholy, and did 
not urge him to any services : if he would but share their 
meal and submit to confinement, they were satisfied. — ^'Tis 
true, it was interest they chiefly consulted in this conduct, 
for on his healthful looks depended their expected profit, 
yet ignorant men do not often calculate remote advantages. 

The first day after a new moon, these people pet off with 

their captive for the town of Mesa, where repairing to the 

. house of a slave merchant, they encountered an aged man 

in want of a servant, who purchased Sebastian. 

j Something of his former fierceness blazed in the eyes oF 

the proud king, when he found himself the object of degrad- 
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ing tnffie, bat the gentle image of Kara Aziek glided before 
his fimcy, and absorbed every other sentiment in that of 
r^ret ; he paused, sighed profoundly, and tears stole down 
his cheek. 

The old man looked at him with an air of compassion ; 
that look encouraged Sebastian to ask if Baremel might 
share his destiny, the request was granted, and soon after 
these inseparable companions were remoyed to a comforta- 
ble abode in the town of Mesa. 

Te&a, Sebastian's master, was a native of the kingdom 
of Fez, and having made a pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina, 
bore the title of hadge ; a religious distinction conferred 
only on such as have visited the birth-place, and the tomb 
of their prophet. Far advanced in life, and naturally averse 
to domestic cares, the hadge had neither wives nor children, 
so that all the occupations of Sebastian were to work in a 
little garden, and assist in charitable offices. 

The latter part of his duty was one to which his benevo- 
lent nature yielded with delight, and by sharing in it, he 
learned to esteem his master, and to obey him in other mat- 
ters without reluctance. Assuredly there can be no degra- 
dation in serving the good. 

These humane employments softened tlie bitterness of 
Sebastian's regrets, but though he complained no more, 
raved no more, an austere sadness settled on his character : 
the virtues and the love of Kara Aziek had penetrated the 
utmost depths of his heart, and now devoured with vain re^ 
morse at having ever preferred another to her, he abandoned 
every .other wish, and every other source of enjoyment. 

His docility and his dejection, but above all, that dignity 
which the divine hand had stamped upon his lineaments, 
interested the hadge ; he would frequently endeavour to 
draw him into conversation about his past life and condition, 
and would often urge on him what he believed the only 
true religion: but Sebastian ooiitrived to elude his questions, 
and silence his arguments. 

A month had not elapsed, when Tefza informed his slave 
that they were on the point of commencing a long journey; 
he had a brother in Fez, dying of a lingering disorder, who 
had sent to beg he would come and close his eyes; he waa 
therefore about to set forward on the morrow. 

What a tumult of sweet and maddening remembrancea 
did not the prospect of this journey awucen ! — Fez had 
been the scene of Sebastian's principal misfortune ; it was 
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once the residence 6f Kara Aziek ; he was going again to 
tread that ground hathed in the blood of his bravest war- 
riors, and sacred to the memory of Stukeley ; he was going 
to revisit as a slave, the place which he had left only two 
or three months back, with love and a kingdom before 
him ! — How would the worthy Tefza have been amazed, 
could he have seen all the movements of that heart, which 
to him was so mysteriously reserved ! 

Accompanied by Baremel, sometimes travelling on camels 
or on mules, the badge and his companion quitted the terri- 
tory of Tarradunt, crossed the range of Atlas, and journey- 
ing over the plains of Morocco, penetrated through the 
passes of the Qreen Mountains into the kingdom of Fez ; 
directing their course westward, they came at length to 
the dwelling of the badge's brother, a solitary house near 
the town of Riffa. 

Death had already sealed the eyes of the sick man; but 
as his property devolved to the nearest relative, after pro- 
viding for his widows, the good badge resolved upon spend- 
ing the remnant of his own days in his native place : they 
returned therefore no more to Tarradunt. 

Days and weeks now revolved in the same wearisome 
round of trifling employments and complete retirement; 
Sebastian almost wished for laborious tasks which might dis- 
tract his attention by fatiguing his body ; his attention alas! 
was occupied with past events. Regret assuming the form 
of remorse, preyed on him incessantly, reminding him of 
the worthless woman for whose sake he had slighted happi- 
ness when he might have secured it with Kara Aziek. 

With this regret was mixed some repining at the hard 
destiny which had never presented him to Aziek but under 
circumstances of humiliation ; he wished she had seen him 
in his prosperous days, surrounded by pomps and pleasures, * 
yet disdaining their caresses, and emulous only of fame { he 
wished she had beheld the man she loved in the full pleni- 
tude of power ; his preference then, might have appeared a 
distinction ! 

Fruitless were these wishes ! that proud heart could now 
never be gratified by laying worldly honours at the feet of 
one chosen object. Once a frightful apprehension suddenly 
sprung out of these meditations; Kara Aziek might have per- 
ished doubting the reality of his rights, surely their strange 
rencontre on the ocean might authorise such a suspicion 1 

Not even the pang inflicted by her death could equal 
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that which now wrong Sebastian ; he imagined himself to 
have been suspected an impostor ; the thought was madden* 
ing to honour. 

It was many moments ere that impatient spirit could 
calm itself sufficiently to silence so preposterous a fear : 
gradually it was tranquillised by the recollections of Aziek'a 
ingenuous looks, where respect ever mixed itself with lore. 
•—But the Tanquished alarm had left behind it some thoughts 
which roused the slumbering energies of Sebastian : he felt 
that Kara Aziek's memory required that he should endea- 
vour to restore the man she adored to the rank and the 
duties allotted him by providence. 

Often when plunged in deep fits of gloom, during which 
his faculties seemed benumbed and his feelings callous, an 
inward voice would cry out to him, '' Awake ! arise, Sebas- 
tian ! days of glory yet await thee !" then the blood would 
pour In tides of fire through his veins, he would start from 
his desponding posture, and look around with an inflamed 
countenance, as if on the point of breaking the bonds which 
held him. 

Had they been real bonds how soon would his powerful 
arm have burst them asunder ! but they were the bonds of 
gratitude and honour! 

The badge confided in him implicitly, treated him like 
a son, ceas^ to exact his attendance, save where humanity 
demanded their united cares, evinced the liveliest interest 
in his salvation, in short, ofiPered him every thing, granted 
him every thing except his freedom. — Could he then basely 
turn these benefits into engines of ingratitude 1 

At liberty to go whithersoever he pleased, Sebastian was 
more a prisoner than when shut up within the ceUs of £1 
Hader's residence : the generosity , of his present master was 
a wall of adamant in his eyes. 

Unable to use stratagem, he tried the effect of entreaties; 
he combatted his unsocial melancholy, and spoke unreser- 
vedly to Tefza of his desire to quit Barbary. Tefza's ques- 
tions forced him to' confess that he had neither parents nor 
dear connexions to whom he wished to be reunited, that 
he was a solitary wretch going to cross the Atlantic in the 
forlorn hope of finding a lost friend. 

^ 1 love thee too much, poor youth, to grant thy molish 
suit," said the badge, one day to him ; ^^thou hast owned 
that death and perfidy have swept away all thy possessions, 
where then wouldst thou seek happiness? believe me it is 
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only placed in piety. Stay contented with me, listen to my 
instructions ; it will be impossible for such a soul as thine 
to remain long in darkness ; I shall convert thee at last to 
thd religion of our holy prophet; then, thou wilt bless thy 
misfortunes which brought thee to covet the bread of life. 
No, no, thou shalt not go ; I am interested for thy soul V 

This vain idea had fixed itself so firmly in the good 
mussulman's mind that no protestations of Sebastian's could 
shake it: the more the one resisted arguments the more the 
other redoubled them; and when he found his slave resolute 
in rejecting every persuasive for him to be present at one 
of their religious ceremonies, he merely shook his head, 
telling him the time would come when he would look back 
upon his present obstinate blindness with shame and com- 
ponction. 

Neither the indulgence, nor the good intention of Tefisa, 
moderated that mixture of sorrow and resentment with 
which the still-impatient monarch of Portugal received this 
decision : disdaining fctrthur solicitation, and resolved never 
again to reveal his rank, while it was in the power of ad- 
verse accideDi to give an air of doubt to such an assertion, 
he withdrew once more within himself; and like the proud 
steed newly brought under man's subjection, who champs 
his bit, and paws the groimd with indignation, he performed 
the duties of a slave with the haughty air of a prince. 

Adversity hardens some hearts, and melts others ; Sebas- 
tian's unfortunately did not soften from the grasp of cal- 
amity : his eyes, not yet opened to his own character, had 
not observed how inevitably some lines of conduct produce 
certain misery* Had he reflected dispassionately, he might 
have been convinced, that to his romantic wilfiilness and 
contempt of counsel, all the disasters of Alcazar were at< 
tributable ; that rash enterprise, together with his blamabie 
attachment to the betrothed wife of de Castro, had prepared 
the hearts of his subjects for future indifference about his 
fate. 

There were times, indeed, when Sebastian severely cen- 
sured parts of his own conduct, but for want of steadily 
tracing actions and their consequences through the whole , 
of their course, he remained self-deluded, believing provi- 
dence, not himself, responsible for his heaviest calaniities. 
Often did he exclaim, ^^ What have I done to merit ruin 
like this !" 

Remote from any social intercourse, for he abhorred the 
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society of the Moors, and almost abandoned of hope, his 
spirit was gradually contracting a severity bordering upon 
hardness : that soft being was gone, who alone knew how to 
melt him into tenderness; that soft being who ever possessed 
a charm capable of awakening him to philanthropy and to 
delight. 

Deprived of Kara Aziek, he was likely to lose all that 
was amiable in his character, and to retain only the sterner 
virtues : sometimes he sighed over this changing character, 
and felt sorrow at the alteration ; but except his faithful dog, 
whose attachment always affected him, he possessed no ob- 
ject for tender solicitude. Was it wonderful then, that he 
should become cold and unsocial? 

The short winter of that sultry climate had now passed 
away, and the almond trees were already covered with their 
bright, rosy blossoms; one of the Moresco feasts was ap- 
proaching, at which the badge urged his slave to be pre- 
sent: from such a proposition Sebastian started with horror, 
hastening to redouble his devout prostrations before a wood- 
en cross which he had shaped for himself, and kept within 
his own chamber. The badge left him disappointed. 

It was evening when he returned : the captive monarch 
was alone on one of these terraces which the Moors raise 
upon the flat roofs of their houses, and plant with odorous 
shrubs ; he was stretched out under the shade of a citron- 
tree, whose branches enveloped him, and plunged in a 
reverie, did not hear the badge utter the following words; 

^' Fabian, I have brought home a venerable traveUer for 
rest and refreshment, see that you prevent all his wants; I 
must go out again, and trust bun awhile to your care.** 

The noise Tefza made in closing the door that opened 
on the terrace, roused Sebastian, he started round, and 
beheld with rising emotion, an aged man clad in a dark, 
brown garment, whose silver beard descended to his girdle : 
the mildly-intellectual look assured him it was Abensallah. 

Uttering an exclamation of joy, Sebastian pressed forward 
to kiss his hand ; the dervise put his finger on his lip, they 
were both silent : at length, venturing to believe Tefza be- 
yond hearing, he stretched out his arms, and pressing him 
within them, shed some tears. " We meet at last, my son," 
he said, in a low feeble voice, '^ the gracious Mahomet has 
heard my prayers, and repaid me for this pilgrimage in 
search of thee. 

" In search of me," repeated Sebastian, ^ surely, father. 
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yoQ have not been wandering throaghoat Africa in pursuit 
of me, ever since the day we parted. 

A benign smile gently moved the old man's lips. ^ No, 
zny son, 1 have not ; for I knew not then, whether thy de- 
parture had not been voluntary : since that period 1 have 
heard the whole of thy sufferings ; they have been severe— 
but I come to thee now with comfort — I bring thee a strange 
present from a hand deservedly dear." As the old man 
spoke, he put aside the foldings of his mantle, and drew out 
of his breast a milk-white dove which nestled there. 

" This bird,'' he continued, " is destined to convey intelli- 
gence of thy safety and my success, to one who scarcely 
values life preserved, till " 

The violent emotion of Sebastian interrupted him : pale, 
trembling, oppressed with sudden hope almost to agony, the 
king vehemently seized one of Abensallah's hands in both 
his, while his eyes only articulated the name of Aziek: the 
dervise hastily replied to them. 

'* She lives, my son — she sends me to thee.'' 

At these life-giving words, Sebastian's transported coun- 
tenance might be said to emit visible rays ; he dropt the 
hand of Abensallah abruptly, and raising nis own to heaven, 
uttered with his heart the acknowledgment his lips could 
not pronounce. 

When this rapturous disorder of the senses would allow 
him power, he exclaimed, " She lives — ^you say she lives, 
Abensallah !— .how saved ? — ^where sheltered ? — This bird, 
soft and tender like herself^ ah, fit emblem of Kara Aziek! 
why is it sent ? — assure me that she lives — you would, not 
deceive me." 

The impetuous agitation of youth was here gracefully 
contrasted by the majestic calmness of age : Abensallah 
listened with mildness to these broken and fluctuating sen- 
tences, then exhorting him to be composed, began to detail 
the circumstance of Kara Aziek's escape. 

At the dreadful moment in which she was swept away 
from the arms of Sebastian, providence ordained that a large 
wicker basket should be swept off also ; by an instinctive 
action she snatched at it for support, and borne up by its 
elasticity, continued floating forward. 

The tide was flowing in, so that every surge impelled the 
basket, and its precious freight, nearer shore: one wave 
stronger than another, lifted them to a prodigious height, 
and tnen precipitated them upon the land ; Aziek had just 

s 
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life enough left to feel the possibility of preserying life, and 
the fond idea that perhaps Sebastian was with her, gave her 
strength to move amon^ the ledges of the rock on which she 
was cast, and to secure herself in a chasm : there she sank 
down w^holly exhoosted, no longer sensible of danger, though 
the foaming billows alternately lashed and reeed^ from tne 
projection which sheltered her. 

The same morning air that had revived her distant lover, 
brought her back to a sense of existence ; but she was ia- 
capable of motion, and remained two whole days undis- 
covered by any one, even While she heard people on the 
shore below, whom her feeble voice could not reach. She 
called on Sebastian, but her doleful accents alone returned 
on the echo. 

Some sea-fowls' eggs deposited in the cleft that hid her, 
sofBiced to keep nature from perishing ; but grief, and the 
wounds her tender body had received while beaten against 
the rocks, had nearly terminated her short life, when a 
Moorish child clambenng up in search of birds' nests descried 
her, and ran off to tell ms parents. 

As her complexion, dress, and language, assured them she 
was a native of Barbary, these peo^e carried her to their 
fishing-boat with great care; she fainted ere they reached it, 
reviving at last only to a state more like death than life. 

In this situation she was taken to their hut some miles 
further down the coast, and remained there many days, al- 
most expiring ; at length the hand of heaven raised her, 
and she was able to tell her name and rank. 

Deprived of her soul's treasure, Kara Azick believed that 
she should not tarry after him on earth, but she was will- 
ing to die on the bosom of her parent, and to receive the 
consolations of religion in her parting hour. She therefore 
gave orders for being conveyed to the alcayde of the pro- 
vince, who deeming it his duty to forward her to her fatner, 
supplied her with guards and a physician, under whose pro- 
tection she was moved in a sort of litter, by easy stipes, 
from the kingdom of Suz to that of Fez. 

At this part of his narrative, the dervise suddenly broke 
off, ^' alas my memory !" he exclaimed, ^' this bird was to 
have been dispatched with tidings if I found thee — I see 
Tefza approaching along the road — ^thou hast no time to 
write— the sight of her bird will suffice." 

*^Stay, Abensallahr cried Sebastian, catching his arm as 
it was extended to give the dove liberty; — the dervise 
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paused, while the king hastily pulled from his head a lock 
of hair, and pushing aside the loose sleeve of his habit, un- 
twisted a braid of Kara Aziek's, which from its length sur- 
rounded his wrist several times. 

The sight of that loyelynsoft hair, revived the memory 
of her lovelier form, and Sebastian's emotions uow assumed 
a more passionate cast; his eyes sparkling with vehement 
wishes, floated in a kind of rapturous dizziness ; half-closing 
them, he leaned for support against the shoulder of Aben- 
sallah : an ardent sigh burst from his oppressed heart. 

'^Moderate this transport, my son!' said the dervise, 
*' or turn it towards that God to whom thou owest so much/' 

Sebastian blushed, and roused himself. '' My heart does 
overflow with gratitude ;" he replied, ^' Heaven reads it : 
but surely I may be permitted to feel the value of what 
that heaven restores r 

As he spoke, he was weaving the locks of hair together, 
intending them to convey to Kara Aziek the sentiment of 
their inseparable union, — ^the gentle dove scarcely fluttered 
in Abensallah's grasp, whUe Sebastian fastened the precious 
knot under her wing ; no sooner was it flxed, than running 
to the furthest edge of the terrace, he unloosed the bird^ 
which shot away with the velocity of light. 

Her white pinions, rendered visible by the darkening 
twilight, enabled them long to trace her course through air, 
but at length she diminished to a mere speck, and the next 
moment disappeared wholly. 

The eyes of the, king remained flxed upon that part of 
the sky 'where she had vanished ; Abensallah had just time 
to whisper that he would flnish his story on the morrow, 
before Tefza joined them. 

When the badge found that the stranger had not par- 
taken of any refreshment, he was going to rebuke his slave, 
when Abensallah turned his wrath into pleasure, by assur- 
ing him the young man had done better hy attending to his 
discourse. 

Concluding that so pious a personage could only have 
talked upon one topic, Tefza smiled graciously, and leading 
his guest down to a covered apartment, ordered a dish of 
kusscason, and dried fruits. 

During supper, Sebastian discovered that Abensallah had 
introduced himself in the chief mosque to the badge, and 
prodaiming himself the hermit of Benzeroel, had imme* 
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diately received an invitation to rest for the night under his 
roof; he was to set off again the ensuing day. 

^ A charitable errand brought me to Riffia/' he said, ad- 
dressing Tefza, ^^ our blessed prophet has allowed me to fed* 
ill it : by sun-rise to-morrow I must return to my moun- 
tain, for many unfortunates are now perhaps waiting for me 
there to ask my feeble prayers, — ^let this christian accom- 
pany me a little on my way." 

Tefza joyfully consented, and they separated for the night. 
— There was no sleep in the breast of Sebastian, agitated 
by anxiety to learn more of Aziek's situation, and thrilling 
with a multitude of sweet anticipations, he left his bed, and 
traversed his room : sometimes he stoptand embraced Bare- 
mel, thanking him for having preserved a life now unspeak- 
ably dear to him ; but still ortener he prostrated l^imself 
before the cross, and yielded up his whole soul to the de- 
lightful duty of gratitude. 

It was in these moments that the proud spirit which had 
rebelled against its trials, and dared to question divine jus- 
tice, became soft and malleable, and melted into penitence ; 
how was he touched and overcome when he reflected, that 
at the very time he was resisting the Almighty hand, that 
bounteous hand was preparing for him the most miraculous 
blessing ! 

Struck, penetrated w;ith remorse, he wept his fault and 
never was the imperious monarch of Portugal more htimble, 
more impressed with a sense of human dependence, than 
at this period when happiness seemed to woo his embrace. 



CHAP. XIV. 

Day dawned over the high top of Atlas, bringing the hour 
for Abensallah's departure ; Sebastian was first ready : they 
set off together, the former seated on a quiet mule, which 
Tefza kindlv forced the dervise to accept ; the latter walk- 
ing by his side. 

rJo sooner were they beyond the precincts of Riffa, and 
passinff under the refreshing shade of trees, than Sebastian 
besou^t his companion to proceed with his narrative: 
Abensallah hastened to acquiesce. 

"My story will not be much longer;" he observed, "it is 



i 
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enough to tell thee that Kara Asiek reached her home in 
safety, where the ablest physicians were employed to restore 
her nealth : hat her soul languished for thee, my son, and 
medicines cannot reach the soul. — Her £&ther too, happy in 
beholding her again, and moTed by her melancholy, though 
ignorant of its cause, consented to defer sending information 
of her safety to the basha of Syria, till our prophet should 
have heard the prayers of the physicians ; this indulgence 
somewhat revived her, yet her heart drooped again, for she 
believed thee lost. Wasted by sorrow and sickness, every 
one supposed her &st descending to hades, when lo, her 
looks brightened, her spirit overflowed with joy, and she 
revived to a second fife. . This wonderful change was 
wrought in her, by one of those events which providence 
orders, but which erring mortals so often attribute to 
Ghance, 

Dost thou not remember, prince, having found a traveller 
in the road to Rifia, whom robbers had stripped and left 
eovered with wounds ? — thou didst carry him in thine arms 
to the house of thy master, thy pious cares restored him to 
life, he sojourned with thee five days, at parting, thy words 
were these, ^' Moor, do not thank me, thank Christ, whose 
servant I am, and who has taught me to succour even those 
who deny his name." 

^ Yes— I remember this man, but what had he to do with 
my fater 

^^Much," returned Abensallah, ^^see how good actions 
bless themselves ! — ^this man came to Mequinez to visit a 
brother, who is married to Kara Aziek's favourite woman : 
lie spoke of thee, he detailed thy humanity, described thy 
person, and thy discourses, but chiefly ne spoke of yon 
taithfnl animal, whom he had heard thee <xi]l tny preserver 
from, shipwreck; at this relation Benzaide ran to her mish 
tress, transfhsed her own hopes into her bosom, and quickly 
suggested a mode of being satisfied. — The Ahno^adem El 
Hader, had been just offered the government of Benzeroel ; 
Kara Aziek was to persuade him to accept it, as that step 
would bring her into a cavila near thee. 

**' No sooner was she removed thither, than remembering 
thy accounts of Abensallah, she despatched messengers for 
me, partly that 1 might teach her how best to thank the 
great prophet for restoring her health, partly to interest me 
with her own anxiety : the sad story she had to tell of thy 

8 3 
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^lisfortunes, renewed all my affection, I set out^ and' found 
thee." 

At these words, Sehastian precipitated himself into the 
arms of the benevolent dervise, his excesi^ve emotion de- 
prived him of utterance : *'*' Ah, my son T resumed Abeii^ 
sallah, *'*' if providence destines thee to regain thy rights, thou 
hast promised to sheathe the sword, wmch for so many cen- 
turies has desolated Africa ; — be true to that promise, and 
then I cannot believe myself culpable in seeking to ob- 
tain thy freedom, and preserving for thee the heart of her, 
whose virtues will prove the best guarantee of thy good £Euth» 
Thou knowest lam no bigot; wherever they are to be 
found, sinceritv and zeal obtaii^L my respect. Christians are 
as yet but walking in darkness, they see not the light that 
we do, but if they walk uprightly according to their own 
laws, may we not hope for their salvation? Obey thy pro- 
phet, prince, and then I trust we shall meet again, even in 
the paradise of his superior, Mahomet." 

^' Hold, hold, father," interrupted Sebastian, averting his 
face with a look of horror, " I must not listen to such im-* 
pious words. I acknowledge no superior to H-im under 
whose banner I fight." 

Abensallah cast on him a glance of pity, but did not 
answer : Sebastian for some time preserved a dignified si- 
lence, at length suddenly recollecting the commission he had 
formerly given the dervise, he enquired whether he had ever 
sought out the Portuguese prisoners. 

A new source of satisfaction opened to him when he learnt 
that Abensallah's charitable exertions had procured the re- 
lease of several, and that amongst them was don £manuel 
de Castro. 

Had he then told de Castro of his sovereign's existence ? 
How had he received that information ? What sentiments 
had he uttered ? These, and a crowd of other questions, 
followed each other with such impetuosity, that the dervise 
scarcely found an opportunity of replying .to them. 
. '^ When he took the ring thou didst instruct me to dis- 
play," said Abensallah, '^ his otherwise calm and thoughtful 
aspect, became suddenly as changeful, my son, as thine own, 
his cheek alternately reddened and grew pale, and his eyes 
bent on the momentous signet, seemed fraught with past 
events : once or twice he sighed, but soon brightening into 
joy, he put it respectfully to his lips, and devoutly blessed 
thy prophet for having preserved thee. Having told him of 
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thy strange disappearance, he seemed ercatly disturhed, 
although I endeavoured to make him helieve that some 
hasty impulse had prompted thee to brave thy fate, without 
my assistance ; he then won from me the ring, assuring me 
that shouldst thou not be returned to Portugal, unless he 
eould produce that, such of the grandees as round it their 
interest to doubt, might plausibly suspect him of falsehood. 
To this reasoning I yielded, and soou after journeying to 
Tangier, made my way to the governor, and brought back 
with me a redemptionfriar, to treat for don Emanuel's ran- 
som. 

Ignorant of his rank, the person to whose Ipt he had fall- 
en would have sold him for a trifle, but thy friend refused 
to take advantage of this circumstance ; he left with him 
seven purses of gold crowns." 

^ How like de Castro !*' interrupted his once-intemperate 
rival, ^ nobleness and he were twin-bom 1 Father, it is one 
of my sins to have used this man unworthily." 

^' Wliat an unworthy passion must that have been which 
blinded theel^ exclaimed Abensallah, with an earnestness 
unusual to him. '' Were I to paint truth, the majestic por- 
trait should have the lineaments of Emanuel de Castro. ' 

^ It was an unworthy passion,'' returned the king, casting 
his eyes down, yet somewhat proudly still — "However, 
father, I believed the object of it, what she appeared, an 
angel !" 

This oblique defence produced some observations and 
admonitions mm Abensallah which carried along with them 
infinite instruction; Sebastian listened with profound at- 
tention, and many of the exhortations he then heard, were 
remembered in after years with solid advantage. 

Thev parted near a village where the good dervise had 
some cliaritable visits to make. 

Reflective but happy, Sebastian returned homewards, too 
much occupied with Kara Aziek's safety, and Abensallah's 
friendship, to recollect that he was even now remote from 
enjoying them; fortunately for human nature, it is ever in- 
clining to take one good as the earnest of another ; and 
sweetly cheated by this self-delusion, the king of Portugal 
already looked confidently to the ultimate possession of all 
ids wishes. 

Tefza welcomed him back with many an encomium upon 
the pious dervise, whose discourses he ventured to hope 
\vouldnot be thrown away: encouraged by the complacency 
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with which hiij slave heard him, he renewed his own argo* 
ments in favour of Mahomet, promising to make the chris- 
tian his heir, provided he would emhrace Islamism^ At any 
other period such a proposal would have drawn down on 
him a storm of indignation, hut the hannonised feelings of 
Sehastian were at present inclined to put the most amiable 
construction upon every thing, he therefore saw only zeal 
and affection in this weak attempt at bribing him to aban- 
don his peculiar &ith, and answered him temperately yet 
firmly. 

This unusual gentleness on a topic which had hitherto 
roused fiery opposition, gave the good badge grounds for 
believuig him not unmoved by the conversation of Aben- 
sallah. 

While he was indulging unreal satis&ction during the 
days which followed this, his royal slave was impatiently 
watching the re-appearance of that winged messenger whose 
speedy return Abensallah had led him to expect. The first 
glow of blissful surprise was now over, chilling fears began 
to succeed; and in proportion to the value he set on liberty 
and love, so increased his doubts of ever obtaining them. 

Kara Aziek under the command of her &ther, and him* 
self in slavery^ were ill able to give a happy change to their 
mutual destiny: it is true Abensallah had informed him 
that she would purchase his freedom through the medium 
of Benzaide's brother-in-law, but observation of the badge's 
character warned him not to rely too much upon his ac- 
quiescence, and while contemplating the blind zeal of that 
devotee, he trembled to think, that after all, this bright 
dawn might darken, and the sun of felicity sink in clouds. 

The fourth day elapsed without bringing an v intelligence 
from Benzeroel: every hour of those days had the,king 
hurried to the terrace, and hastily glanced round the whole 
circle of air; in the evenings when Tefza was at the mosque, 
he repaired to his station, gazing with a throbbing heart, 
which mistook every cloud for a bird. 

The day was done, Tefza had come home and retired to 
rest, Sebastian sought the terrace again ; he leaned over its 
railing, and his eyes wandered round a scene of solenm 
beauty. 

The "moon walking in brightness," cast her sublime 
shadow upon the city below ; the minarets of its mosques, 
and the flat roofs of its houses were covered with light as 
with a mantle ; profound repose rested on these buildings ; 
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but a moment before they had been full of huny and noise; 
distant groves of tall palms, and the far-off mountains of 
Atlas with their snowy summits, glittered faintly on the 
horizon, filling the imagination with yet nobler images, and 
prompting genius and piety to awake together. The whole 
prospect breathied peace, and all nature appeared to feel in 
this nugestic stillness the immediate presence of her Al- 
mighty Maker. 

Sebastian s heart was touched, a sweet melancholy pene- 
trated and filled it, never before had he thought of Kara 
Aziek with so little passion or so much love ; never before 
had he contemplated eternity with her, with so much enthu- 
siasm ; he repeated her name softly, and some tears stole 
down his cheek. 

^ O beautiful planet T he exclaimed, fixing hisswlmmine 
eyes on the orb above, '^ Thou alone art like my beloved 1 
perhaps she is looking on thee at this moment, and thinking 
of her Sebastian : our souls are then meeting, Kara Aziek, 
sympathy unites them, though a hard fate separates our 
lives. — ^Are we not destined to live together in another 
world ? — yes, thou wilt abjure thy error, and give thyself 
to the God 1 worship.** 

He stopt, mused awhile, then recollecting the dove, again 
looked wistfully round. Perhaps some disaster had hap- 
pened to her, some wandering Alarbe might have shot her 
as she flew ! at so probable an idea composure vanished, and 
anidety blended with pity began to increase insupportably. 

But in that instant a bright speck is seen on the deep blue 
of the heavens ; it increases, approaches ! soon the white 
wings of a bird are visible, they move swifter, they pause, 
it is a dove ! 

She drops from her height and alights beside him ; Se- 
bastian seizes hev hastilv, but his trembling hand almost 
fears to grasp his prize: he covers her head, her wings, with 
kisses, he £Qels the letter beneath them, yet, as if afiaid of 
too much joy, is unable to do more than to renew those 
kisses and to call on heaven as the witness of his gratitude! 

Having at last secured his treasure, neither humanity nor 
justice would permit him to enjoy it, till he had rewarded 
its carrier ; he ran with the little creature in his bosom to 
his own chamber where he gave it food and water, caressing 
it all the time with a fondness which excited Baremel's 
jealousy ; he barked, and leaped upon his master as if to 
remind him tliat he too had served him. 
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^^ What a change V exclaimed Sehastian, mnsing, ^' from 
a court and crowds of serving nobles, to this Moorish hovel, 
and these two mute creatures ! ah well, they love me, and 
are faithful." 

He now placed the pigeon in a cage of osiers which he 
had before prepared for her, and while her weary eyes 
closed in sleep, and Baremel was comforted by licking ms 
master's hand unchidden, the momentous letter was opened 
and read. 

All that the tenderest and freest of hearts could dictate 
when addressing the object dearest to it on earth, that letter 
contained; it repeated vows of eternal constancy, and assured 
him that his freedom would immediately be attempted; but 
the joy diffused over Sebastian's mind by this promise was 
blighted at once by learning, that a lamentable disorder had 
seized £1 Hader, and that in consequence of it, Aziek be> 
lieved herself bound to remain with him. 

" Thou wilt quit Barbary," she wrote, ''alas ! thou wilt 
then have to quit it alone, for how can I clandestinely de- 
sert a dying father who has indulgently heard my prayer 
of being released from the basha 1 but thoughts of Kara 
Aziek's love will live in thy generous soul, and thou wilt 
claim her after thy return to Portugal. 

" Yet ! think not, my beloved, that I will not follow 
thee to the remotest comer of the globe, should the angel 
of death summon away my kind parent : my soul is inse- 
parable from thine; it is lost, confounded, mixed with tlfine 
for ever. Whatever be thy destiny I have a precious right 
to share it ; in happiaess or in misery art thou not my be- 
bastianT 

In another part she described in the most affecting lan- 
guage her emotions on receiving the proof of his preserva- 
tion. Sebastian did not require so lively « picture of Kara 
Aziek's devotedness to be convinced that she lived only in 
him, and that while a sacred duty withheld her from sharing 
his &te immediately she was rending her heart to obey its 
dictates. Alas ! if he were to quit Barbary without her, 
how many years might pass ere he could return to claim 
her! 

The joyful tumults excited at first, now sunk into sad- 
ness; trouble and apprehension took possession of that breast 
which so lately seemed filled with an eternity of happiness, 
and reclining his head on his hand, the sorrowful Sebastian 
sat thinking away the hours of night in cheerless solitude. 
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Aziek had settled that Babec — ^the dove was so called — 
should remain in his care till after the arrival of Benzaide's 
brother-in-law, and that then the pretty messenger was to 
be dispatched with news to his impatient mistress; Sebastian 
was to loumey with his purchaser to the house of Benzaide, 
from whence it would not be difficult to manage an interview 
with Kara Aziek. 

These were all the arrangements Aziek had yet made, 
at least all that she had written down ; for in her heart 
were multitudes of contraiy wishes, fantastic plans, seduc- 
injg hopes, which she meant to communicate to her lover 
when they met. She was indeed meditating a full avawal 
to her father, whose sanction alone could reconcile such 
opposite affections ; this project however, required infinite 
consideration, as £1 Hader mieht not easily give credit to 
the roval dignity, and base injuries of his former slave, or 
if he dfid, might deem it an act of conscience to betray him 
into the hands of his own sovereign : at any rate a mussul- 
man's antipathy to a christian would cost much pains to 
overcome. 

After the lapse of a few days, Benzaide's brother appeared 
at Riffia ; the badge instantly recollected in him the mer- 
chant whom his slave had succoured, and welcomed him, 
as he did all strangers, with benevolent hospitality ; but 
when he proposed purchasing his benefactor, and so return- 
ing his goodness by the gift of freedom. Tefza turned pale, 
stammering out some encomiums upon his gratitude, and 
refused the request ; a look of indignation from Sebastian 
made him cast down Ills eyes. 

The traveller ventured to name a decided sum of money, 
and receiving no answer, doubled its amount ; the badge 
replied by a short angry negative : again the traveller re- 
doubled his offer, and again Tefza refused it; the whole 
day was wasted in fruitless proposals on the one side, and 
firai denials on the other. 

Meanwhile Sebastian watched with breathless anxiety 
the countenances of each ; the letter Kara Aziek had sent 
him by Benzaide's brother increased this anxiety, as it con- 
tained an account of her Other's heightened danger, warning 
him to prepare for many fresh obstacles if he were not free 
at the moment of his death to snatch her from the power 
of her relations. Te£sa's obstinacy almost irritated him 
to utter bitter invectives against that bigotted religion by 
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which it was dictated : never before had he expressed him- 
self so violently. « 

The hadge was grieved, somewhat displeased, but not 
shaken. ^^ Come, come, no more of this, my son, you speak 
the language of the evil-one, and he would fain make prey 
of that well-disposed heart of yours. — I know what is good 
for you — ^my frequent prayers do not arise in vain — some, 
day our prophet will hear them, and you will feel that he 
does. What is money to me ? — I have plenty of it — I covet 
only the treasure of good works ; — and is it not a good work 
to save a soul ?~-once for all, I say I will not part with 
you. — Traveller, you have your answer." 

Kara Aziek s agent sorrowfully departed. 

Sebastian hesitated a moment, then remembering that he 
owed her a sacrifice, he surmounted his towering spirit, and 
threw himself at the old man's feet : there he implored his 
generosity, he acknowledged his obligations, he described hia^ 
own affection and respect, but then he painted his passion- 
ate longing for freedom in the liveliest colours, and ventured 
to touch upon his own fidelity in having so long borne the 
weight of servitude, rather than act treacherously to a con- 
fiding master. In short, he left no persuasion unapplied. 

Te&a shed tears, and raised him tenderly : but he began 
upon the old argument, repeating his unjust determination. 

Lashed into fury, Sebastian now flung away the hadge s 
hand, and looking at him with an inflamed countenance, ex- 
claimed — ^*' Take back then, all your favours ; — at least op- 
press me with them no more 1 here abjure them, tell 

you 1 abhor them — ^will retain them no longer 1— from this 
hour I hold myself released from every scruple of honour, 
and will employ my whole soul in trying to fly your ac- 
cursed country ! look well to me then — say not I nave basely 

deceived you, for I tell it you in the face of heaven. 

Why do you force me to this ingratitude, old man ? — you 
have used me most graciously — ^may God bless you for it;'' 
—his voice faltered as he spoke the last words, but impa- 
tient of reply, he rushed out of the apartment. 

Blinded by passion, his reason did not see the folly of fi 
too hasty communication to Kara Aziek ; he hurried to his 
own cluunber, wrote her a short detail of his disappointment, 
ending with an assurance that he would break his bonds at 
any rate and soon hasten to her : having taken Babec 
from her cage, and fastened the vellum under her silver 
wing, he opened the casement, and let her fly. 
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Scarcely waiting till she should disappear, he left his 
room and ran with the quickness of chafed feelings towards 
the town, where he had several sick persons to yisit, and 
much alms to distribute; this occupation, by reminding 
him of the badge's best qualities^ caused him to regret 
having expressed his purpose, however determined, in such 
harsh terms : regret mcreased painfully, and brought him 
back sooner than his accustomed hour. 

Te&a was out, and did not re-appear till night was far 
wasted: on seeing his dave quietly standing at the gate 
watching his return, he uttered an exclamation of joy ; Se- 
bastian tnen found that the badge had been all these hours 
in search of him, whom he believed gone to put his threat 
of flight into exeoution. 

The garments of Tefza were dripping with wet, for it had 
rained heavily after sun-set, and he was too solicitous to get 
tidings of his runaway, to think of sheltering himself: he 
now embraced Sebastian, saying, he trusted that Alia had 
made him repent his cruel anger, and disposed him to con- 
tinue happOy with one who loved him like a father. 

Gratitude and * compunction did indeed appear in the 
king 8 reply, but he gently repeated his unaltered determi- 
nation, even while occupied in chwDsing the old man's 
soaked galebia, with a care^l tenderness hostile to his words. 
Tefza sighed, squeezed the christian s hand, and withdrew 
shivering to his chamber. 

The night was spent by Sebastian in such disturbance of 
mind as keeps sleep far distant : passion and gratitude urged 
him to fly to Kara Aziek ; gratitude joined by honour for- 
bade him to escape from Tefza. In the stonn raised by 
those contradictory emotions, reason's voice was unheard ; 
what passion wished, she pronounced lawful, what her 
rival attempted to say was hastily silenced. 

Never before had Sebastian found it difficult to discover 
the path of duty ; he dreaded his final decision, because it 
might be influenced by his desires, and nearly leaned to the 
erroneous side merely from fearing himself too much. 

The next morning however, found him resolved to regain 
his rightful liberty by any means, since he had neither con- 
«ented to part with it, nor forfeited his claim by the com- 
mission of crimes : accident alone, not even the chance of 
war, had brought him into bondage ; perhaps, he thought, 
they who enlist under her banners bind themselves to abide 
by her nicer laws; here, however, no laws exist to chain me. 
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Cheered by the serenity which always follows a resolution 
grounded upon conscientious deliberation, he lightly left hi» 
i^)om, and was proceeding out of the house with an intent 
of purchasing in Riifa some coarse habit to serve as a dis- 
guise, when a low groan arrested his steps ; he listened, — 
another, and another followed, — ^they came from the sleep- 
ing room of his master. 
. Forgetful of all those anxieties which but a moment before 
had engrossed him, he pushed open the door, and cautiously 
entered ; the sound of Kis tread startled Tefza, he faintly 
unclosed his eyes, exclaiming, *' Ah ! is it you, my son %-— 
give me some drink — I am very ill." 

Sebastian hastened to his bed-side, on touching Tefza's 
hand he found it dry and burning; his eyes were heavy, his 
breath short — every symptom announced one of those ma- 
lignant fevers which so frequently ravage Barbary, and are 
produced by excessive moisture after intense heats. 

Struck with the conviction that it was to the search for 
him that Tefza owed his malady, Sebastian's h6art smote 
him more powerfully than justice required ; he hurried to 
rouse the household slaves, and have the physician sent for, 
then he returned to the old man, and sat watching and 
soothing him by turns. 

The Moorish doctor was just skilful enough to perceive 
his patient's extreme danger, and to prescribe a few innox- 
ipus useless simples ; he repeated his visit at night, by which 
time the badge was delirious, and his fever alarmingly in- 
creased. 

Observing the ignorance of this practitioner, and re*- 
membering the remedies resorted to by the Portuguese, 
Sebastian assumed some command, and ventured to act 
according to the suggestions of his own understanding : the 
medicines he administered were in some degree successful : 
but a fierce disease must have its course ; the fever raged for 
one-and-twenty days, till it had spent its fires, and then they 
went out of themselves. 

During this tedious period Sebastian was agitated by the 
greatest inquietude for Kara Aziek ; Benzaide's brother-in- 
law having delayed his return a few days, had been the 
bearer of a letter describing the tie which now bound him 
to Riffa, and Babec had afterwards appeared with the infor- 
mation of £1 Hader s death, and the removal of Aziek to the 
neighbouring house of an uncle. 

Plunged in filial sorrow, she had scarcely said more than 
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that her sad heart needed the consolation of its dearest ob- 
ject, though at the same time she urged him by every 
sacred law of gratitude and humanity not to desert the 
hadge till death had released him, or health returned. 

As Sebastian sat by the old man's pillovir, contemplating 
liis wasted figure while it lay composed in sleep, for the 
fever had left him, he could not refrain from heaving deep 
and repeated sighs; a tedious confalescence must follow 
such a violent disorder. Tefza, reduced to infantine feeble- 
ness, would long require the tenderest care— who would be- 
stow it in the absence of Sebastian ? — Alas, even goodness 
cannot always insure to itself a comforter in the time of 
need ! Most jnen are capable of making one great sacrifice 
to Ijheir benefactor, but how few are disposed to yield with- 
out murmuring their time, their enjoyments, nay their rest 
and personal liberty, in a continued round of privations ! 

'^ Poor childless old man!" said Sebastian, looking tenderly 
on him, ^' thou hast thy wish, I remain with thee." 

At this virtuous resolution, some sweetness mingled with 
the pain of regret, O delightful emotion of self-approval, 
how amply dost thou repay the soul for any sacrifice ! 

Sebastian's heart was calmed yet elevated, and he added 
devoutly — " This is heaven's wiU." 

It was his purpose to st&v at Riffa, till Tefza should be 
sufficiently recovered, and then he hoped to obtain fireedom 
from his gratitude, without having recourse to violent 
measures. Kara Aziek, shut up in her uncle's house with 
the privacy of mourning, would by almost inaccessible, 
were he near her abode, and it was therefore as well, per- 
haps, for them to be thus far asunder, till her grief was 
enough abated for them to concert together a mode of 
flight : two or three weeks longer, and he hoped to be with 
Benzaide in the cavila of Benzeroel. 

Tefza's recovery was tryingly slow ; and though he felt 
and acknowledged his obligation to the heroic faithfulness 
of Sebastian, he had not the heroism himself to repay it 
.instantly by freedom : — ^he would only promise freedom 
hereafter, but no intreaties could prevaU on him to fix the 
period. 

The sickly state of his body and mind pleaded so power- 
fully for indulgence, that Sebastian forbore to press the 
subject, secretly- making up his mind to a decisive step, 
onuuld the old man's wearying irresolution tcihUt it neces- 
sary. 

T 2 
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In the midst of these inquietudes, another billet arrived 
from Kara Aziek, it was written hastily, and with a trem- 
bling hand : ^^ Alas!'* she said, ''we are lost, my belored ! 
my uncle has just informed me, that the basha of Syria, 
acquainted with my existence, has reclaimed my person—^ 
he is set out to receive me — flight of my soul! am I again 
to be torn from thee ? art thou to be lost to me at last?— 
- despair and love change my whole nature; I am no longer 
thy timid, starting Aziek. I meditate a rash, ah me ! perhaps 
.an immodest step : I am going, disguised like one of thy 
sex, to seek refuge in flight ; Benzaide and her husband 
will accompany me : we will bend our course to the dwell- 
ing of Abensailah, his piety will be our protection and our 
guide, wilt thou not meet me there, Seoastian ? At least 
when gratitude and humanity have no longer claims on 
thee wilt thou not hasten to her, whom the most passionate 
wishes, the wildest fears, consume homiy? — ^but oh! how 
sweet it is to feel life burning out for thee ! 

'' Providence opens to me the door of liberty, this night 
perhaps, this night ; ah ! haste my beloved.'* 

The most frightful pangs seizea Sebastian on reading this 
letter, in their first paroxysm he was on the point of hasten- 
ing to Te&a, casting himself at his feet, declaring his situa- 
tion, and imploring permission to depart; but the next 
moment he trembled at the rash suggestion, confident that 
Tefza 8 bigotry, would never pardon a Mahometan woman 
for loving a christian. 

He then sought to allay his apprehensions by reflecting 
on the safe asylum Kara Aziek had chosen ; yet how would 
she arrive there? she, so delicate, so timid, so inexperienced! 
was her tender frame made for the haste and fatigue of 
flight! and that flight too, performed under burning skies, 
upon uneasy animals, and exposed to numberless accidents! 
were her sex discovered in that relentless country, where 
women are deemed impious if they believe themselves 
created without roots, shame and punishment would follow. 

At that thought the devoted lover fancied himself ready 
to pay any price for her safety, — ^nay, even that of wholly 
resigning her; he thought so only an instant; her soft 
beauties in the arms of another, was an idea so abhorrent, 
that it maddened him as it passed, and banished all wish for 
her delay. 

He now hurried out in search of Tefza, and found him 
stretched along a paillasse in lus garden, enjoying the even- 
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Lng air ; as he approached, the infinn old man eyed him 
with an expression of thanking kindliness, which pained 
while it pleased Sebastian : having uttered several assuran- 
ces of reviving health, and eaten heartily of some dish 
brought by a servant, he afforded the impatient king ap 
opportunity ef remarking upon his convalescence, and con- 
sequently of re-urging his suit. 

The subject was once more discussed with vehement im- 
portunity by the one, and useless arguments by the other; 
Sebastian was again inflamed to passion, and again* the weak 
Tefza became sibk, and tearful, and relenting. 

^But one trial more !" he cried, detaining the kine by his 
mantle, '^ thou knowest how my heart yearns for thy con- 
version — gratitude for thy late goodness encreases this desire, 
and makes me seem cruel to thee, when I mean to be most 
kind. Only accompany me to Mecca ; with the first cara- 
van, I go thither to bless the prophet for my life, and to 
implore him for thee : should he not hear my im worthy 
prayers, should thy soul remain unconverted by the piety 
thou wilt behold there, I swear to thee by Mahomet nim- 
self, that in three days after our arrival, tnoushalt be free 1" 

Sebastian turned quickly round, and fixed his eyes on him 
with a look that searched his soul; ^' Swear it to me!" he 
exclaimed, then as suddenly stopping, he added, ^' Tefza, I 
cannot consent, it will be too late." 

His fate at this period depended on the chance of a single 
moment ; a day, an hour, might ravish Kara Azick from 
him and with her all hope of future happiness from the 
attainment of minor objects. Tefza's repeated refusal and 
desolate ill health, by turns maddened and melted him ; 
yet was he just enough to respect the old man s motive, 
even while suffering under its pernicious effects. 

A new thought struck him; " we are not many leagues 
from Benzeroel," he cried, " let us go thither, Tefza ! you 
venerate the worthy dervise who dwells among its moun- 
tains ; we will state our case — ^you shall urge every argu- 
ment suggested by this fruitless wish of converting me, — I 
will simply state the mode by which I became a slave, my 
desire of freedom, my dutiful care of you in illness, and 
your indefinite promise;— if he bid me go with you to 
Arabia, I will comply, — if he exhort you to torture me no 
longer, but fulfil your promise, may I not expect that you 
will obey him V 

Transported out of liimself, Tefza caught the ardent 
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king in his ann8> exclaiming — ^' I consent — ^we set out to- 
morrow." 

Leaving him no time for consideration, Sebastian hastily 
obtained permission, and left the garden to order prepar- 
ations for their journey : while doing so, he reflected with 
Some confusion u^n the stratagem he had used ; his ingen- 
uous nature abhorred even the appearance of artifice, and 
this was not the first time in his life that he had given that 
name to prudence. 

To conceal any thing from another, interested in the sub- 
ject of that concealment, had uniformly seemed to him a 
species of insincerity, which he never practised without ex- 
treme repugnance; this noble prejudice now covered his 
brow with the colouring of sha^e ; he paused and consider- 
ed; '' But what advantage do 1 mean to make of this artifice ? 
none that the badge will not himself sanction; we shall both 
gain the benefit of Abensallah's counsel ; he will perhaps 
convince Tefza, that equity demands my freedom, and that 
not even their religion authorises unjust actions; he will 
persuade him, possibly, from this perilous journey into 
Arabia, — ^if not, I do not mean to take sanctuary with Aben- 
sallah, I will perform my engagement, and hasten back from 
Mecca to Benzeroel ; alas ! all the good this stratagem may 
bestow, will be only the satisfaction of seeing my beloved, 
of knowing that she is safe, and can wait securely for me." 

Sebastian's heart said all this sincerely, and he endea- 
voured to think, that by withholding the principal motive 
of his present conduct from Tefza, he was not deceiving, 
though he was not confiding in him. 

By day-break on the morrow the travellers set forth : 
Tefza on a camel, attended by two trusty servants, Sebas- 
tian on a stout mule, guarded by the faithful Baremel, and 
cherishing in his bosom Kara Aziek's dove. 

This tender little creature, seemed in her lover's eyes, a 
part of Aziek herself: whenever he softly kissed its warm 
plumage, delightful emotions thrilled through his veins; the 
balmy breath of its gentle mistress appeared to be yet there, 
and he could fancy a thousand fond caresses lavished on 
Babec, meant for him, and so rendered to him at last. 

As he now mounted his mule, he lightly smoothed the 
bird's silver wings, pressed them yet lighter with his lips, 
and carefully laid her to rest next his heart : the look ne 
gave her, was such as a mother bestows on her first-bom ondf 
only child ! 
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Tefisa smiled at his fiEiyourite slave's playthings, as he 
called Bai'emel and Babec, half inclined to think his wits 
disordered from such unmanly solicitude about a bird ; but 
too indulgent to say so, he waited till Sebastian had safely 
adjusted his charge, and then ordered the camels, &c. to 
proceed. 

Travelling instead of exhausting, revived the badge, for 
he rested during the hot hours of noon, and only moved 
when the air was tempered by morning or evening breezes. 
Sebastian had a thousand times to recollect that Tefza was 
old and sick ere he could prevent himself from impatiently 
urging a quicker method ; his soul was already at the cave 
of Abensallah. Imagination had placed him in the embrace 
of Kara Aziek ; that timid, ardent embrace, to which love 
at one moment gave the most transporting character, and 
the next instant changed it into tremors of apprehension 
and shame : he fancied her pitying tears over the grave of 
'his friend ; at that sad image, passion s intoxicating reveries 
suddenly fled, Sebastian's thoughts assumed a severer cast, 
and many were the pangs of seS-reproach which now tyran- 
nised over him. 

Reflections like these happily abstracted some portion of 
his anxiety about Aziek, and the attentions required by his 
feeble companion completed their efiect. 

They reached the extremity of Mounts Benzeroel on the 
evening of the ninth day. 

At sight of Abensallah's tranquil abpde, where Sebastian 
had experienced so mudh goodness, where he had performed 
the last melancholy duties to Stuk^ley, where so many 
hopes and wishes now annihilated, had once agitated hiis 
lieart, where at length he was come to seek the most faith- 
ful and tender of women, he was inexpressibly moved ; a 
variety of feelings melted him ; he stopt, gazed wistfully 
on the rock, and precipitately concealed his face in his gar- 
ment. 

He was roused by the well-remembered voice of Ismael, 
now at the mouth of the cave, who was praying the tra- 
vellers to alight : as the badge entered first, Sebastian had 
an opportunity of discovering himselif to Ismael, and charg- 
ing him not to mention their former acquaintance before 
Te&a or his servants ; after this precaution, he entered. 

On passing the threshold he cast a trembling glance 
round the narrow cell ; no one was there but Tefza and 
Abensallah ; his heart died away ; yet, did he expect to 
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behold Kara Aziek ! no, she must be secured in the interior 
apartment which Abansallah reserved as an aslyum for 
persecuted persons. 

Occupied with the most frightful anxiety, for his inconsis- 
tent heart could not recover from its first shock, he scarcely 
saw the reverend dervise who was folding him to his breast 
and giving him his benediction ; an observation from Tefza 
roused him, and faltering out a few grateful words, he sat 
down opposite to the chamber he longed to penetrate. 

His eyes now searched those of Abensallah, but extreme 
earnestness blunted his perception, for he knew not whether 
it was comfort or commiseration he read in that gently 
expressive face ; his own looks were only too distinct a 
transcript of his disturbed soul: the alternate flushings 
and mortal paleness of his -cheeks, could not escape the 
notice of Tefza, he believed that they were occasioned by 
the workings of a mind which began to feel the true reh- 
gion. 

In fact the hadee was now diffusely detailing his errand 
to Benzeroel, and calling upon Abensallah to assist the 
great work he had humbly taken in hand. Abensallah 
bestowed many sincere encomiums upon his pious intention 
of visiting Mecca, but required to hear the christian's senti- 
ments ere he could properly pronounce his own opinion. 

^' Speak to him alone if thou wilt;" said the triumphant 
Tefza, " I will yield him every advantage, he shall confess 
at least, that I am solely actuated by affection for his soul." 

At this acceptable' proposal, Ismael was called to lead 
the badge up a flight of steps cut in the rock which led to 
another cell where lay the Koran and other holy books, and 
which the dervise denominated his mosque. 

Sebastian started up on their departure, and stood tremb- 
ling with repressed eagerness, till the echo of their feet 
abote, was no longer distinct, he then grasped Abensallah's 
ann with one hand, while he stretched out the other to- 
, wards the spring of the secret door. — ^" She is here ? my 
father?'' he said, in a voice that half-demanded and lialf 
asked the question. 

" No, my son, she 'is not : prepare thy spirit for still 
further trials : she is with the servants of the basha, on the ! 
road to Syria." 

Abensallah's first words were sufficient for Sebastian ; his 
soul, already enfeebled by an extreme indiilgence of de- 
lightful anticipations, had not strength to hear this shock, 
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he staggered a few paces, and fell apparently lifeless ag^nst 
the wall of the cell. 

On loosening his unhappy friend's vest, Ahensallah per- 
ceived Bahec, whom he hastily shut into a basket, then 
returned to the king, and sprinkled his face with water: he 
revived at length; but with every breath he drew, repeated 
sighs seemed rending life a second time away. 

Abensallah meanwhile gently spoke of resignation to 
heaven's decrees, of those unexpected turns in our destiny 
which so often make light spring out of darkness; Sebastian 
smiled sadly, and again sighed heavily : the dervise then 

Eressed upon him the peculiar mercies which had already 
een shown him by the Great* Being who thought fit to 
cloud his sunshine awhile. The yoimg monarch at that 
moment despised thrones and courts, too certain, that with 
Kara Aziek would go all his happiness; ashamed of his 
weakness he looked aside with a flushed cheek : ^' O my 
father !" he said, "think not that I am thus vanquished by 
selfish regret, no, I call heaven to witness it is for her my 
heart is wrung so sorely." 

The passionate Abensallah hastened to alleviate this 
pain, he informed him that Kara Aziek had but just dis- 
patched her last letter to Rifia, when a numerous cavalcade 
of camels, horsemen, and presents, headed by an officer of 
the basha's army, had arrived at El Hader s mansion : the 
basha himself was in Syria, where he was detained by a 
war with the Persians, and having learned from the uncle 
of Aziek that she still lived, had sent his people to claim 
her. 

Callous to her tears, intreaties, and protestations of bemg 
released by her father from this hatea engagement, her re- 
lentless uncle insisted upon her immediate departure ; she 
could not doubt that he was actuated by avarice, as he 
would inherit that fortune the proud basha refused to ac- 
cept, were she to quit Barbary, and she therefore offered to 
resign every thing into his haiids : but her kinsman per- 
sisted^ in his commands, for he mistrasted her sincerity. 

Narrowly watched, and so precluded from escaping, the 
unhappy victim could only steal into Benzaide shand as she 
' embraced her at parting, a letter for Abensallah, and some 
directions for her own conduct ; the latter enjoined her to 
dispatch her brother-m-law to Benzeroel with the billet for 
Abensallah, and the young brood of Babec. Aziek's tender 
heart could not disregard even the instincts of a bird ; and 
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she well knew that if Sebastian believed her journeying to- 
wards the cave of the dervise, he would not release the doYe, 
nor lose sight of it, till he had brought it thither. Babee 
therefore would come to fienzeroel ; to whom theu could she 
bequeath her pretty favourite with its little nestlings, so 
cheerfully as to Abensallah ? 

She Wrote to tell him so, and to entreat that he would 
soften to Sebastian the dreadful blow which her forced de- 
parture must inflict. In the most solemn manner she be- 
ttought her lover to believe that she would perish rather 
than yield herself to the basha ; that wherever she might 
be conveyed, however oppressed or threatened, she would 
consider her heart and her person equally the property of 
her absent Sebastian, and that he might be certain, that 
whether Aziek lived or died, she lived or died worthy of hi^ 
love. She coupled this declaration with an earnest entreaty 
that he would follow her into Syria, where during the 
months sacred to mourning in those countries, she might 
find some mode of escaping to him, were he near enough to 
aid and to receive her. 

Many tears had blotted the characters traced by her hand, 
but the feelings of Sebastian instructed him in hers, and he 
was obliged to turn away from Abensallali, that his weak- 
ness might not again be visible : when he came to that pas- 
sage which announced her futureintention, and required him 
to follow her, his emotions were suddenly changed ; the 
Phcenix hope sprung from her own ashes, and made him 
now as impatient to fly with Tefza into the vicinity of Syria, 
as he had before been solicitous to avoid it. 

Strange vicissitude of human affairs ! how often do the 
changes of a single hour convert events from curses into 
blessings 1 Sebastian had considered the badge's pilgrimage 
as the most fatal mischance that could have arisen, now it 
seemed only a kind interposition of Providence in his fa- 
vour. 

The re-appearance of Tefza abruptly terminated the dis- 
course which his absence had permitted : Abensallah then 
pronounced the decision required of him, and became the 
witness of that compact which bound Tefza to give his slave 
freedom in three days after their arrival at Mecca, should 
he still require it. 

The lively satisfaction which this decision afforded to Se- 
bastian's master, was somewhat damped by hearing senti- 
ments from Abensallah different from his own : that excel- 
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lent old man mildly tried to moderate the other s flaming 
zeal,, and at last convinced him that it is not given to fallible 
man to tyrannise over the consciences of his brethren. - 

But see the inconsistency of human nature 1 Tefza had 
not resolution to act conformably with this conviction ; he 
still adhered to the plan of leading his slave over desolate 
and dangeroxis tracts of country for the mere chance of con- 
verting him by the imposing spectre of Mahomet's crowded 
tomb. The piety and wisdom of Abensallah he could not 
doubt, but he secretly complimented himself upon greater 
fervour in the same faith. 

While the two mussulmen were earnestly conversing on 
the life and doctrines of their prophet, Sebastian went out 
to visit the grave of Stukeley. He found it piously adorned 
with evergreens, which the dervise had planted roiind It : 
nearly two years had now elapsed since that period, and 
the myrtles and box were expanded into perfect luxuriance. 

The old clustre of locust-trees still cast its deep shadow 
along the solitary mound ; but the ground about it, was 
thickly set with flowers, whose balmy breath incensed the 
honoured clay, and whose charming colours gave beauty to 
the bed of death. 

Night was approaching, and so gloomily, that the lantern 
Sebastian cai'ried, scarcely throw light enough around to dis- 
cover more than detached parts of the scene : soon however, 
hashes of pale lightning, which began to quiver at distant 
intervals among the clouds, momentarily illuminated every 
object, and distinctly showed the fearfully-steep rocks, the 
grave at their feet, and the^ moss-grown crucifix which sur- 
mounted it. 

Sebastian's heart was heavily oppressed ; a mortal sadness 
weighed it down, but he shed no tears ; he knelt before the 
cross, and there poured out his regrets, lamented his errors, 
prayed for Stukeley's soul, and implored a blessing on the 
desperate enterprise he was about to attempt. 

What was that enterprise ? he knew not — ^he considered 
not;— it must grow out of circumstances: all he felt assured 
of was, that to rescue Kara Aziek, he would attempt im- 
possibilities, and meet destruction in any shape. 

Again his thoughts reverted to Stukeley, and again they 
retraced with anguish, that happy period in which the gal- 
lant Englishmen^ had become known 40 him. O happy 
period indeed ! for then the youth of Sebastian was in its 
lirst gloss; then, he looked round upon nature, and saw in 
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it only the reflection of his own sweet and ingenuous spirit; 
all men appeared to him just, benevolent, and faithful, and 
erery thing he possessed, secure and permanent ; now, ex- 
perience had swept away these vain pageants ; security was 
no more, doubt and apprehension had succeeded. 

As he leaned sadly against the cross, his reflections im- 
perceptibly assumed tmit fonn which a poetical mind so 
naturallv gives to melancholy subjects : asHhe ideas flowed, 
he cut them with the point of a Moorish knife upon the 
wooden base of the crucifix. 



RisT, rMt, je MhM dear I 

I come not nere 
Your peac« to alter, nor renioye yoa wher« 

Honour and Pomp attend. 

To wait the baried firiend, 
And yield his hov'ring ihade, the choral prayer. 

■ 

Singly I come, afau ! with tears alone. 

To monm yonth's tmsting hour, for erer flown I 

friend belored I O brother of my w>al ! 
How long* shall time and fortune Tarioos roll. 

Yet bear no pang away. 
With which this honoured clay, 
' Now xires the heart, that wrongs have turned to stone ? 

1 think of thee— and with that dear-lor'd thought. 
Comes many a melting thrill for human kind : 
Thou wast of mortal make, yet 1 did find 

Each grace celestial in thy fabric wrought 

O Oenins I Friendship I Hear'n-attidning worth ! 

Ye once were Joined on earth ; 

Jn Stttkeley's soul, by God's own purpose fixed. 

Ye once did dwell and grow, 

Breathing e'en here below 
The air of Eden pure, with dross unmixed. 

Ah little understood I 

That soul refined. 

That ardent heart, that piercing mind, 

Those Tiews etherial, wnioh his purer eye 

Read in their natire sky. 
Were deem'd but fancies vain, by souls of grosser mood. 

He lived to suffer, and to give 

A noble lesson how to live ; 

On glory's bed, his latest sigh. 

Was breathed to teach ns how to die 1— 

At this sentiment, so long associated with all his feelings, 
Sebastian's imagination suddenly checked itself: troubled 
and confused doubts, as to so general an application of the 
sentiment however just, when applied to iiim who acted 
from a strong impulse of conscience, succeeded to his more 
passionate regrets : in the midst of them, Ismael appeared. 
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He came to say that his master was going to retire for the 
night, and waited his christian guest. 

Sebastian arose, fixed a long look on the earth which 
covered the brave Englishman, and turned away. He never 
saw it again. 



CHAP. XIV. 



During Sebastian's absence, Abensallah had informed Tefza 
of the numerous cavalcade, belonging to the Turkish basha, 
which was proceeding nearly in the direction of the yearly 
caravans to Mecca, and with which if he hastened, he might 
fall in, and reach Syria safely, whence it would be easy to 
pass into Arabia : on the contrary, if he let this escape him, 
he must wait several months ror the setting out of the 
annual one from Fez ; and so imnecessarily protract the 
period either of his slave's freedom or conversion. 

This information had determined Tefza to proceed with- 
out delay in search of this private caravan, while he dis- 
Satched one of his servants to a kinsman at Riffa, with 
irections for the management of his affairs during his 
absence, and an order for him to return the slave, with 
such money as the journey required, in the track of the 
caravan. 

This arrangement was most welcome to Sebastian, who 
retired to rest on a heap of dried mosses^ with a lightened 
and grateful spirit. 

On the morrow they departed: tears fell from the vener- 
able Abensallah, as he gave a parting blessing to the fugi- 
tive king : Sebastian in return Idssed his hands repeatedly, 
with much emotion. The great age of Abensallah forbade 
him to believe that they should meet again, till they met 
in the kingdom of heaven : but sorrow was checked by the 
thought, that Abensallah had long divorced every selfish 
care, and considered death only as an angel that was to 
open for him the gates of paradise. His unblemished and 
benevolent life warranted such an expectation. 

Many were the exhortations against rashness, which the 
good dervise had given Sebastian before Tefza awoke ; he 
now whispered them afresh: the king listened submissively; 

u 
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his last injunctions to Abensallah were to chei:i8h Babec, 
for Kara Aziek's sake. 

Babec indeed shared his regret, although he saw her 
joyfully nestling over her young ones in a cage of oziers, 
which Ismael had slung under the shade of a plane tree, 
near the cave; — without knowing where she was put, 
Tefza heard that she was given to Abensallah, and as doves 
in Barbary are considered the especial bird of God, he 
looked on such a present as a favourable omen. 

The travellers came up with the caravan, formed by the 
basha's people, after a journey of two days. 

With what tumult of heart did Sebastian behold the close 
litter of Kara Aziek ! he dared not approach too near, lest 
the sound of her voice might reach him, and hurry him into 
a transport that must betray their attachment. 

Slowly traversing the desert of Zala, he and his pious 
companion shared in the advantages of the armed guard, 
and passed securely on through hordes of wandering people ; 
at night he would draw near the tent where Aziek slept : 
his soul had no disquiet save for her safety, and for her he 
sometimes feared, when the indolent soldiers lay scattered 
about, offering an easy conquest to the robbers of those 
wilds. 

In one of these nights, when all the party were sunk to 
rest, Sebastian left the sleeping Tefza, and affecting to seek 
rest also. Jay down before the women's tent with Baremel 
at his side. As he lay, his ear caught the sound of a light 
tread ; hp drew back, some one advanced to the opening of 
the tent, as if to breathe fresher air ; the person sighed, — 
ah ! that soft but profound sigh, it could proceed from no 
other heart than Kara Aziek's. 

Trembling with joy and apprehension, he now drew near 
again, and applying his face close to the tent, said in a low 
voice, " I am with thee, Aziek !" 

For a moment all was still ; the next instant the drapery 
of the tent^ was drawn aside, and Kara Aziek herself ap- 
peared : her face was lighted up with joy, she shrunk back 
yet stretched out her arms towards him ; he flew forward^ 
ne pressed her to his heart, and then hastily relinquished her; 
she retreated quickly and droptthe curtain, while he threw 
himself again upon the ground. 

All this was done with such rapidity and in such silence, 
that he doubted whether he had or had not embraced the 
living Aziek ; but transient was the doubt ; sweet and con- 
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soling recollections succeeded. The throbbing of the faith- 
ful heart that had panted against his, yet seemed to say in 
every beat, " I am re-united to thee again — I will never 
belong to another 1" 

Every thing appears possible to chaste and requited love; 
Sebastian now fondly believed that they were indeed re- 
united for ever ; he dared presume that saints and angels, 
pleased with the sight of two hearts so purely attached, 
would plead for them in heaven, and obtain their happi- 
ness of the Most High. 

Like all other lovers he fancied that no one loved like 
him ; like all other lovers he believed that his passion must 
be crowned with success. Erring Sebastian ! perhaps the. 
very reason upon which thou didst ground this presumptu- 
ous certainty, should have been the awakener of thy fears. 
Happiness is not for mortality;' and would not happiness 
uniformly result from the enjoyment of a virtuous affection 
exactly returned ? 

He now calculated the number of days in which the car- 
avan would arrive on the confines of Egypt, they must 
then separate : by the most sacred promise he was bound 
to accompany Tefza in his progress to the tomb of Mahomet, 
after which he would be free; but in the meantime what 
would become of Kara Aziek? Would the laws of Moorish 
mourning protect her from the coarse passion of Ibrahim ? 
She had assured him that they would. 

Satisfied with this assurance, satisfied because his hopes 
were changed into confidence, he revolved in his mind a 
multitude of visionary projects for her escape from the 
basha, which alternately seized and abandoned, employed 
ail his faculties so entirely, that he did not perceive him- 
self deserted by Baremel. The overjoyed animal had 
sprung into the tent after Kara Aziek, and now re-appeared; 
his m^ter instantly felt the use that might be made of him, 
and extending an eager hand to his collar, found what he 
expected, a piece of writing beneath it. , As he crushed the 
precious vellum in his hand, he darted round a glance oi 
apprehension ; no one had observed, for all were only begin- 
ning to rouse themselves from sleep. 

It was not till he had removed to a distance, and knew 
himself concealed by a cluster of palm-trees, that he opened 
and read these brief sentences. 

" We must not trust ourselves to behold each other again, 
while surrounded by the bashas people; — I know tliou art 

^ u2 ^ ^ 
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near to me, and that must be sufficient-— convey thy plans 
to me— rely on the eternity of my love— I will five and die, 
only thine. ' 

Transported with a prospect of correspondence, yet de- 
termining to use it witn prudence, Sebastian hid the letter 
in his breast, and hastened to rejoin his companions, who 
were by this time preparing to strike their tents and re-load 
their camels. 

As they rode slowly together in the track of the caravan, 
the persevering badge resumed his old theme; both his elo- 
quence and his pertinacity seeming to increase as he drew 
nearer the native country of Mahomet. Sebastian had no 
longer thoughts for so futile a subject : neither arguments 
nor bursts of scoru' interrupted Tefza, and charmed with 
this fancied attention, the good man believed himself on the 
point of saving a soul from perdition. 

At night they halted again; and then, while Tefza slept, 
the anxious lover briefly sketched to Kara Aziek his situa- 
tion and his views: Baremel once more played the part of 
Babec, but it was not till the succeeding day, that Sebastian 
learnt the effect of his letter. — Kara Aziek determined to 
visit the tomb of the prophet ere she went into Syria ; she 
announced this intention to the captain of her guard, who 
dared not disobey the commands of his master's bride, when 
those commands were associated with a pious object. 

Orders were then issued for the caravan to direct its 
course to the western bank of the fied Sea, instead of pro- 
ceeding through Egypt. Tefza extolled the youthful devo- 
tee, and called on his slave to let so memorable an example 
influence his prejudices. 

It was only from these new movements that Sebastian 
joyfully gathered the intentions of Aziek; fearful of discov- 
ery, she would not trust their mute messenger too often, 
but contented herself with caressing him in her tent, soothed 
by the mere consciousness of his belonging to Sebastian. 

By slow stages the travellers had traversed the desarts of 
Zala and Nubia, skurted the kingdom of Senaar, and pro- 
ceeding along the western coast of the Red Sea^ were pre- 
paring to cross it into Arabia ; it was at this period that 
Aziek hazarded another letter to her lover. 

She informed him, that if on their arrival at Mecca, he 
would assume the disguise of a female merchant of perfumes 
and present himself at her door, she would incur the risk 
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of receiving him, as then they might concert together the 
means of escape. 

Impatient for this blissful moment, time seemed stationary 
to Sebastian, while the caravan proceeded along the varied 
land of Arabia towards the city of Mecca ; at length they 
entered it, the different persons were dispersed, and Kara 
Aziek took up her abode in a habitation without the walls 
of the town. 

Inclination would have hurried the impatient Sebastian 
immediately to the ^ feet of his beloved, but he sought to 
enjoy that felicity unalloyed, and he could not do so while 
he knew himself a slave, to shake ofif his servitud& by ful- 
filing the conditions upon which freedom had been promis- 
ed him, was his first determination. He reminded Te&a of 
their compact, he recapitulated the wo^ds of Abensallah, 
and declaring himself eager to witness the ceremonies that 
were expected to work his conversion, called on the old 
man to lead him quickly to the mosque. 

The admission of christians into their holy city or their 
mosques is prohibited to the Mahometans, but this law is 
sometimes waved in singular cases ; so that Tefza had pro- 
cured a warrant from his spiritual superior, authorising nim 
to lodge his slave in the suburbs of Mecca, and to edify him 
by a view of the Mahometan worship. 

It was to eyes blinded and ears deafened by intent atten- 
tion to one precious object, that all the frivolous pomp of 
Mahometan ceremony was now directed: Sebastian endured 
it, but he could not bring his mind to observe and investi- 
gate its absurdities. 

Tefza with grief beheld him enter the mosque, apparently 
look at, and listen to all that passed, yet never once did an 
air of abstraction quit his features, nor would he for an in- 
stant join in the slightest appearance of worship. 

The third day closed : his probation was at an end. 

As they returned together from evening prayers to their 
lodgings near the city, profound silence suDsisted between 
them ; but there was no silence in their heai'ts : Tefza's iii- 
treating eyes spoke only too audibly, as they perpetually 
turned and fixed themselves upon the face of Sebastian. 

The regards of the king were cast down ; his head was 

inclined, his step slow ; but this downcast look, this regu- 

' lated pace, the burning glow that increased every moment 

: upon his check, plainly developed tlie struggles of a man, 

u 3 
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the expression of tvhose gladness, decency, and gratitucld 
united td control. 

Tefza could with difficulty restrain his tears ; when he 
entered his lodgings they hurst forth ; he turned ahruptly 
round, and throwing himself upon the neck of Sehastiah, 
exclaimed in a hroken roice : — 

^ You will leave me then, my son ?— my desolate old age 
—my love for thee— will nothing plead ?* 

Interrupted hy sohs he proceeded no further. This af- 
fecting resignation, this mild remonstrance, this fidelity to 
the promise given at Biffa, melted Sehastian ; he ran his 
eyes eagerly over the amiahle figure of the old man : his 
grey hairs and gentle countenance, the supplicating look 
witn which he regarded him, pierced him with regret. 

^' Alas ! my father," he cried, falling at his feet, ^^ 1 leave 
you with a sorrow which my conduct may seem to contra- 
dict : — may you one day Know my heart! may all whom 
I loved, or who have served me in Africa, know the impe- 
rious destiny that has controlled my actions ! I am not what 
i appear, Tefza: that God whom we equally adore, ordained 
me to a far dififerent lot from that to which you have seen me 
condemned, I must endeavour to regain it. I leave you 
only for the fulfilment of duties, and in the hope of ohtain- 
ing happiness. Ah I whv has fate thrown me against so 
many excellent persons whom I can never* hope to hehold 
agam I 

*^ And am I never to see thee again, my son!" cried Tefza ; 
as he spoke the hlood forsook his cheeks, and he sunk 
down overpowered with affliction : Sebastian pressed his lips 
upon that trembling hand in agitated silence. 

The badge wept audibly ; '^ O Fabian 1" he cried at last> 
^ my sand is nearly run, might I but hope to meet thee in 
another existence, that hope alone—" 

" Father !" interrupted the young king, with a steadier 
voice, ^ I feel that another world will re-unite us : I love 
you, I owe you infinite gratitude, my soul thirsts to pay its 
debt, but here it cannot be; our different creeds, and differ- 
ent fates, sever us decisively. It is for this necessity you 
blame me; you are goodand just according to your judgment, 
vet you wrong me, and it is only in another existence, that 
learning my motives, you will cease to condemn my actions. 
O my fiither! time, suffering, and reflection, have assured me^ 
me who once persecuted unto death, that all who sincerely 
love tlicjr God, and his creatures ; all who strive conscien- 



DON 8KBASTIAN. 235 

tionsly to fulfil what they believe to be his law ; whether 
they be Jew or Qentiie, whether disciples of Christ or of 
Mahomet, will at the last great day, be accepted into his 
heavenly kingdom.*' 

Tef2a gazed at him as he would have eyed the opening 
heavens, then catching him in his arms, he cried in an 
ardent tone, ^^ I will think so, my son, I will think so ; it is 
impossible that such a soul as thine should be devoted to 
perdition." 

The christian and the Mahometan wept in each other's 
arms: that fierce and indignant Sebastian, whom the slight- 
est show of authority inflamed to madness, was in a single 
moment softened to woman's tenderness, and brought to 
regret the necessity which severed him from one whom so 
lately he had opposed and upbraided. 

^ When we have been separated one year," said he, as 
he rose from the neck of the good badge, ^^ask of Abensallah 
my story ; he will tell it you, for I have instructed him in 
it. You will then pity and pardon me perhaps — at least 
you will own that only the strongest affections, and the 
most powerful duties, tear me from you." 

Sebastian hastily embraced him while speaking, and was 
going to break away, when Tefza put into his hands one of 
those beautiful shawls which the Mooi's call haegs, request- 
ing him to accept and wear it for his sake. 

-" Think of my paternal love when thou dost first unfold 
it,** he said fsuntly, ** may the great prophet forgive thy 
blindness, and bless thee wherever thou goest. Alas, Fabian ! 
thou didst make life dear to me, what, will it be soon V 

Pierced, penetrated, with honourable regret, Sebastian 
turned again to embrace him, exclaiming — ^*' You rive my 
heart, Tefza, for God's sake cease — how it would console 
me to think that you and Abensallah spent your days to> 
gether.' 

At this suggestion the countenance of the badge suddenly 
brightened, he grasped his young companion's hand, saying 
in a more animated tone, ^^ Would it console thee ? then I 
promise it, — ^that pious man will not refuse my wish to share 
nis peaceful abode — my wealth shall become in his hand the 
property of others: — ^together will we talk of thee, my son — 
together will we pray for thee : then wilt thou think of us 
together r 

Sebastian joyfiillv promised to do so, and once more em- 
bracing Tefza, tore liimself away. 
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As Tefza supposed him going to seek an immediate con- 
veyance to Caira, whence he might emhark for some chris- 
tian port in Europe, It was prudent to avoid the chance of a 
future rencontre with him ; Sebastian therefore repaired to 
the remotest suburb of the city, inhabited mostly by Jews, 
w^ho being accustomed to trade with the Portuguese settlers 
at Ormuz, were able to understand their language. 

He procured lodgings at one of their houses, and retiring 
to the chamber allotted him, threw himself on a mattrass, 
not to rest, but to revolve the scheme of his conduct. 

It was his intention to attempt seeing Kara Aziek early 
on the morrow ; for this purpose he must procure some mer- 
chandise and some disguise. At this necessity he started as 
from sleep ; how were these to be acquired, utterlv destitute 
as he was of the means to purchase them ! never before had 
the exiled monarch felt the grasp of penury : while in sla- 
very money would have been useless, and therefore it was 
an unfelt want ; Aziek's tender precaution had enriched him 
when he rc^tumed to Portugal, and since his second cap- 
tivity, though that treasure had been swallowed by the 
ocean, its loss had been unmarked, smce Sebastian could have 
no use for gold, except to relievethe wretchedness of others, 
and for that purpose the hand of Tefza was always open.^ 

Paralysed with this blow, which threatened destruction to 
every plan his heated fancy had been forming, he started 
up, and stood rooted to one spot, anxiously seeking some 
other resource ; the gift of Tefza then came to his recollec- 
tion. It was a haeg of such transparent fineness, and so 
curiously flowered with gold, that it might well afford a 
specious excuse for traffic ; he decided therefore to present 
it for sale at Aziek s gate, and as the garments he wore were 
of silk stuff, it would not be difficult to obtain in exchange 
for them a Jew s black gown. 

These ideas no sooner arose in his mind than he took out 
the shawl, and hastened towards a window to examine it 
more attentively ; while unfolding it he heard something fall 
on the ground, which liftings he found to be a purse stuffed 
with gold coin : the last words of Tefza then recurred to him 
— ^" Think of my paternal love." 

He did think of that love, he did gratefully acknowledge 
it. Enhanced by his late perplexity, this considerate bene- 
faction excited no common emotion of gladness ai^d grati- 
tude : it was from the hand of Tefza then, that he was re- 
ceiving the means of happiness ; without this present every 
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effort most haye been feeble and confined, and now he might 
command all that money could purchase towards its attun- 
ment. 

He looked at the purse with moistened eyes, for he thought 
of the generous old man's cheerless age and pitiable character. 
Tefza's was not one of those vigorous minds which are suf- 
ficient for themselves : he needed objects to enliven and to 
interest him ; without these he sunk into sadnes^s. Piety 
however offered such a character consolation, and Sebastian 
comforted himself by hoping, that in the mildly-cheei*ful so- 
ciety of Abensallah, his weaker spirit would find a stay and 
a charm. 

On the morrow, after sunrise, when half the inhabitants 
of Mecca were hastening to the shrine of their prophet, and 
the remainder were opening their shops, arranging their 
merchandise, &c. Sebastian enquired of his host where 
perfumes were ^o be purchased ; the Jew hasted to produce 
some scented hankerchiefs, and having just received a small 
portion of the flowers of. the keura, an Arabian tree, the 
blossoms of which retain their celestial fragrance even when 
dried, he soon disposed of them to one who caught eagerly 
at any thing which might prove a passport to Aziek 

The Jew was well paid and incurious; so he neither 
openly nor secretly commented upon the strangers addi- 
tional purchase of a woman's black gaberdine and large hat. 
Having made these useful acquisitions, Sebastian went to 
one of those public places where coffee is sold, and having 
obtained some, he retired to a • back apartment, and there 
stained his face and hands, already darkened by many a ^ 
burning sun and scorching wind : lie threw the gaberdine 
over his other clothes, and watching an opportunity when all 
the men in the coffee-house were gathered round one of those 
story-tellers, that in the east make a trade of amusing 
strangers, he glided into the street, and was soon lost amongst 
^he crowd. 

By the least frequented ways, he reached the abode of 
Kara Aziek : it was the hour of morning prayers, and every 
man was at the mosque ; all but a few soldiers who relieved 
each other as guards at her door. Sebastian eyed them well, 
to observe if they were men he had ever conversed with 
during their journey over the deserts : he did not remember 
their faces, and trusting to a similar forgetfulness on their 
side, he approached and asked, in a stifled jargon, whether 
they would look at lus merchandise. 
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The soldiers, who were Turks, did not understand, and 
roughly repulsed him ; he unfolded his shawl, and the deli- 
cious scent of the keiira flower instantly perfuming the whole 
air around them, induced one of the guards to call out an old 
negro, whose office it was to convey the commands of Kara 
Aziek from her women to the hasha's officer : by this negro 
the soldiers had been instructed not to turn away any vender 
of perfumes. 

The unsuspecting slave now beckoned for Sebastian to 
enter, and led him through a suit of apartments to a cham- 
ber adjoining that of Kara Aziek ; the negro left him for a 
moment, then re-appearing, said something in his own lan- 
guage, and went out the way they had come 

Left alone, eager and apprehensive, Sebastian knew not 
whether to follow or to proceed ; while he hesitated, the door 
of the inner chamber softly opened ; — ^he bent forward — a 
female flgure came forth — she put aside the veil, and showed 
him an imknown but engaging countenance, fair, pale, and 
mildly sad. 

Past the prime of life, and evidently wasted by sickness, 
the lady looked like some interesting phantom ; she smiled 
and courteously bowed as she passed slowly to the opposite 
door, which she bolted, then re-approaching, took him by 
the hand and led him to the entrance of the other chamber. 

This unknown European, his incertitude, his grief, his 
fears, all were forgot, when in the retired chamber to which 
she pointed, he beheld Kara Aziek alone, unveiled, trem- ' 
bling with love and expectation : he flew forward, he locked 
her in his arms, he held her to his heart in silence ; but that 
heaving heart, his quick and disturbed breathing, his trem- 
bling convulsive grasp, spoke more eloquently than words 
the extent and the intensity of hb jov. 

The softer and fainter spirit of Aziek seemed to sink under 
the weight of happiness ; she lay on his bosom nearly insen- 
sible ; her eyes closed, and her feeble hand incapable of re- 
turning the frequent pressure of his. At length Sebastian 
spoke, and the sound of that beloved voice, like some strain 
of music, suddenly dissolved the spell ; a few relieving tears 
trickled from beneath the eyelids of Aziek. 

It was but a moment of happiness ; those joyful tears 
which the devoted lover gently kissed away, were soon re- 
placed by mists of fond apprehension: they must part again! 
their fate was yet darkened by menacing clouds, wliich 
might burst in destruction over their hapless heads. 
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In answer to Aziek's expression of these fears, Sebastian 
eagerly besought her to say whether she had learned where 
she was destined to remain in Syria : Aziek informed him 
that she heard the basha had given orders for her to follow 
his (^amp, which some Syrian merchants at Mecca, had de- 
scribed as being in the interior of Persia ; part of which 
kingdom he had already traversed as a conqueior. 

" It is in this hurry of war, and triumph of success, that 
I hope for a while to be forgotten ;'* she said, *' and perhaps 
the confusion of such scenes may render escape less difficult, 
at any rate I trust to this altered person for abating ^hat 
strange passion of the basha's, which a picture drawn in my 
days of peace had created. — ^When he sees me, surely — I 
know not how to explain my meaning, Sebastian — ^but it is 
not love he feels for me — and nothing less than love can be 
satisfied with Aziek as she is now." 

She spoke this blushing and looking down; and Sebastian 
felt such delightful tenderness as he grazed on her, that it 
was some moments ere he perceived the justice of her sug- 
gestion. 

His beloved* was changed : it has been remarked that, 
" folly and insensibility season beauty f they preserve it 
indeed, from that alteration which reflection and extreme 
tenderness, inevitably produce. 

Aziek's gentle form was constructed tpo finely for duration 
under violent emotions of any kind; her grief at his suppos- 
ed death, and her joy at finding that grief unfounded, had 
wasted her visibly; it had exhausted her strength, and 
gradually dried up the rosy spring that used to colour her 
cheeks. The brightness of her beauty indeed was clouded, 
but no disease had fixed on her constitution, no languor per- 
vaded her countenance ; and when Sebastian fii-st saw her 
again after their long separation, he felt not the absence oi 
perfection while his senses were unshocked by an appear- 
ance of absolute decay. 

The devoted lover ardently kissed the hand which Aziek 
had extended to him, " I complain of nothing, sweetest 
Aziek, if I may but retain yourself— your heart — ^your 
soul! — Live for me, continue to love me — and time, which 
hastens to wear away such passions as those inspired by 
mere beauty, will only bind our affections in closer union. 
Yes, Aziek, it was reserved for your precious character to 
teach me the nature and the value of real love; of that love 
which the Great Being beholds with complacency, and will 
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bless hereafter : — ^till I knew you, I was ignorant how much 
that sentUnent can exalt as well aa delight. We most not 
part, Aziek !— I cannot — cannot quit you," 

The tone in which he pronounced the last words, pene- 
trated Kara Aziek; she lined her dark eyes, and fixed them 
on his, with the look of one whose heart is oyerflo wing with 
some feeling they long to express, and share with a belored 
object ; tears of strong emotion gfushed from them, a yivid 
colour spread over her face, and she threw herself suddenly 
into his arms, exclaiming — ^^ We are divided now perhaps, 
by heaven s will, only that we may meet again for eternal 
re-union." 

The expression given b^ her touching voice to the word 
eternal^ struck Sebastian forcibly; he recalled the European 
woman that had conducted him; he looked intently at 
Aziek : — ^resolved to believe what he wished, and without 

giving utterance to his thoughts, he pressed her against his 
eart with an emotion only to be- conceived by one who 
has felt the same. 

" That christian lady whom thou hast just seen," said 
Aziek, as she disengaged herself from his arms after a short 
pause, '^ is my friend ; she was a slaVe in my uncle's house, 
and 1 Sought her to give her liberty, and convey her to a 
countryman now residing at the Persian court. She was 
taken in a vessel returning from Venice to England, of 
which country she is a native, and having lost her husband 
during the engagement of the ships, cared too little for life 
to lament her captivity. 1 love her, and confide in her; I 
have told her our story, but concealing thy rank, and it is 
with her I hope to fly to the court of Fersia." 

" And what is her countryman, Aziek T 

'^ The queen of England's ambassador, Sir Anthony Shir- 
ley ; a sage and worthy gentleman ; one, she says, that will 
protect me, and would aid thee, if—" 

A sudden light shone over the face of Sebastian — '^ Tell 
me, Aziek," he said, '' have you heard the grounds of this 
war? which are the aggressors, the Turks or the Persiansr 

Ignorant of her lover s motive for this inquiry, Kara Aziek 
proceeded to detail what had been casually communicated 
to her by the old negro, and by the captain of her guard ; 
from their accounts it was evident that the Persians had 
been forced into hostilities. A most atrocious act had been 
committed on their frontiers in the time of peace by a 
Turkish grandee whom the sultan refused to punish ; this 
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insult had been followed bjr a train of enonnities which 
obliged the sufferers to take up arms, and the merciless 
Ottomans had already traversed part of Persia, with desola- 
tion and cruelty as their att^dants. It was a war of 
justice on the part of Persia ; — not a barbarous contest for 
supremacy. 

^'Once more then in the broad field of honou]VM)nce 
more in open day and'fearless truth, will I press onward to 
my wishes 1" — ^this exclamation burst from the heart of Se- 
bastian ; as he spoke, his hand habitually sought the place 
where his sword formerly hung ; joy smoothed his noble 
brow, his whole being seemed to dilate. 

^^ What meanest thou, Sebastian T — ^fiEuntly articulated 
Kara Aziek. 

*'*' To gain you like a king and a soldier 1 — Tremble not, 
my beloved : think you that the God we serve, will not 
bless me more in the open path of sincerity, than when 
shrinking from scrutiny, planning, deceiving, and over- 
reaching<( — ^my soul abhors artifice, Aziek, — ^'tis a yoke that 
galls me worse than servitude or chains. 1 will abandon 
this disguise, trust your dear safety to angels like yourself, 
hasten to Persia, enroll myself in her list of champions, and^ 
with my sword clear out the way to thee. — 1 will win thee 
— I will deserve thee, Aziek !" 

In an ecstasy of hope, the young and ardent monarch fell 
at the feet of Kara Aziek; he was restored to himself, he 
was Sebastian of Portugal again ! never had she beheld him 
thus. 

What new chaim did this proud fire spread over his coun- 
tenance! his figure was concealed by its loose black drapery, 
but his uncovered head breathed indeed both the king and 
the soldier. 

Aziek regarded him more fondly, more admiringly, more 
devotedly than ever : " Ah why must 1 love thee thus," she 
exclaimed, ^^ with an increasing passion T her blushing face 
hid itself on the shoulder of her lover. 

Soothing, grateful and tender, Sebastian checked his en^ 
thusiasm to raise the drooping spirits of Aziek : while en- 
dearing vows, and chaste caresses, assured her of his attach- 
ment she forgot every apprehension, and whispered only this 
sentiment of regret, " life is too short to love thee in." But 
when he spoke again of his intention to join the forces of 
Persia and win her by deeds of arms : her feai-s returned, 
and her tears flowed. 
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It was long ere Sebastian conld convinoe her that his life 
would be more secure, and their prospect of union more 
certain, were he io incur the chances of open warfare^ than , 

if he should follow her disguised into Syria, and there loiter \ 

near her, subject to suspicion and to discovery. 

War, tremendous war ! how did it shock the tender soul 
of Aziek ! but the dignity and integrity of Sebastian was 
too precious in her eyes, for her to urge any conduct by 
which they might be compromised, ^' Go then," she said, 
at length, " Go! beloved of mv soul ! delight of my eyes ! 
treasure of my days ! obey the dictates of thy brave and 
upright spirit! I will believe that the God thou dost worship, 
that God who did create and make thee what thou art, the 
most excellent, most dear, — ahl foolish Aziek, say what 
thou wilt, to this thou recurrest at last I" again she leaned 
her glowing face on his breast, and smiling through crowd- 
ing tears, ceased to speak. 

" Was man ever loved thus V — exclaimed Sebastian, half- 
wild with an emotion too exquisite for mortality to sustain. 
" Angelic Aziek ! this moment is cheaply bought by all 
my past sufiferings. Take every thing, high heaven ! so 
you leave me but her.'* 

The silence that followed, was interrupted only by soft 
and delightful sighs, which alternately seemed to waft to 
their different bosoms, the souls of each : every painful fear 
had faded from their minds; all was forgotten. 

In the midst of this sweet oblivion, the * Englishwoman 
appeared; her looks and gesture expressed haste and alarm; 
Sebastian started from the arms oi Aziek, he hastened to 
the door ; then turning to look on her once more, saw her 
pale, trembling, her arms yet extended, and her touching 
eyes fixed upon him : he hastened back, folded her to his 
breast, and without speaking or being spoken to, tore him- 
self away. 

While he hurried after his directress, she whispered in 
imperfect French, " Be under the eastern side of this house 
at prayer time to night." She then unlocked the door of 
the apartment, and leading him forward, called the negro, 
who soon appeared and conducted him out. 

The crowds hurrying home from the mosques, proved to 
Sebastian that Aziek's friend had not been too careful ; a 
moment's stay might have exposed him to the scrutiny of 
her whole household, and suspicion must have followed, 
from his female habit so ill-suited with his countenance. 
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He returned to his lodging, where he shut himself up with 
Baremel till the hour of evening prayer. 

How hope-inspiring were the reveries with which he de- 
lighted his naturally-hlissful spirit, during this interval ! 

" Too sure the passion that his soul misled, 

Was checked, nut c.onquer«$d ; buried, but not dead !** 

The activity of camps and armies, "the pomp and circum- 
stance of war," the exercise of bodily' power and mental 
energy, the chivalric glow of perilous entei-prise, still had 
charms for this unquenchable spirit ; in renouncing their 
attractions at the command of principle, his heart had yet 
yearned after them ; he had bidden them adieu with such 
fond regret as the lover feels who tears himself away from 
a faithless mistress, exclaiming, "Ah why are so many 
charms united with so much frailty !" 

Now his soul sprung back with impetuous force, for now 
he should at once fight for an oppressed people and a be~ 
loved object : he rose, he traversed his apartment ^with dis- 
ordered steps ; his burning cheek and kindling eye were 
full of noble purposes ; again his limbs seemed to , feel the 
gallant clasp of mailed armour ; the knightly helm again 
seemed to press his brow ; and once more his manly arm 
wielded the tremendous falchion. 

Who that had seen Sebastian at this moment, would have 
failed to discover in him that enthusiastic, rash heroic king 
of Portugal, who had once risked and lost every thing for 
the sake of glory ? — ^he was no longer the same Sebastian 
that had so lately been stricken to the dust by despair and 
misanthropy. 

How often does the spirit of man die and revive ! in the 
season of youth grief may destroy, but hope will renew it. 
Like the hardy eagle which poets have fabled immortal, the 
soul decays, sheds her plumes, sinks into transient death, 
then suddenly glows again with life, rises new- winged from 
di^st, and soars to heaven ! 

Into the mind of Sebastian no visions entered, except 
such as were bright and blissful : an instant of time, an 
atom only of distance, seemed to divide him from the pos- 
session 01 all he panted for. In the vigour of youth, and 
the full zenith of ardour, he felt an inward strength, which 
assured him that his destiny was yet in his own hands. 

"I shall acquire thee, Aziek!" he said exultingly, " I 
shall regain my crown, my people's hearts, my friends, and 
my own respect !" 

x2 
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Yet erring^ Sebastian ! — didst thou weakly think that a 
throne and a name were necessary to make thee great ? thou 
wast more worthy thy own respect when performing the 
meanest tasks for thy fellow-slaves in the cassavee of £1 
Hader, than when issuing commands to crowds of obedient 
courtiers, from thy palace of BIbera. 

Sebastian's proud nature was yet but imperfectly amend- 
ed ; he had to suffer and to learn still more. 

At the hour appointed, he repaired to the place marked 
out by Aziek's friend : it was a spot calculated for conceal- 
ment, being surrounded by decayed buildings and thick 
clusters of sycamores ; he looked up at the sound of an 
opening blind, which was put aside by Kara Aziek herself, 
who regarded him tenderly, took a small packet from her 
bosom, and pressing it to her lips with a smile that seemed 
to say, *^ I send this kiss to thee," threw down the packet, 
motioned him awav, and withdrew immediately. 

The king seized his prize and hurried home to examine it. 

The contents were a letter from Aziek's friend to her 
countryman in Persia, and one from Aziek to Sebastian ; 
she conjured him to hastens to Ispahan, where the sophi 
held his court, there to seek Sir Anthony Shirley. Perhaps 
the zeal of that Englishman for a hignly allied country- 
woman, would quicken his exertions for the man beloved 
by her protectress ; and by his advice, or through his means, 
some safe plan for their flight from Syria might be devised. 
At all events, she conjured him to couple prudence with 
enterprise, and to remember, that if her freedom was to be 
purchased by his death, the blessing would change into a 
curse. 

The instructions for his conduct contained in this letter, 
were so full and satisfactory, that Sebastian lost not a mo- 
ment in fulfilling them ; he calculated justly, that Kara 
Aziek would scarcely have reached the basha scamp ere he 
should have entered Ispahan, procured permission to join 
the sophi's army and perhaps carried that formidable camp 
sword in hand. 
' He hastened to seek his Jewish host, and having engaged 
him to procure a trusty Arab as a guide, enjoining him to 
be ready ^arly on the morrow, he returned to his chamber, 
where he threw himself on the ground to renovate his 
strength with sleep, ere he commenced his journey. 
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CHAP. XVI. 



The morning sun shone cheeringly over the city, and the 
long line of varied coast wliich runs southward towards the 
straits of Babelmandel ; from the groves of citron and the 
surrounding cofFee-grounds, ascended a rich odour whicli 
the sea breezes softened and refreshed. Sebastian paused a 
moment ere he mounted his horse ; he looked back upon 
the city which contained Kara Aziek and the good Teiza, 
" Poor old man !" he exclaimed, " you will never see me 
more." 

A tear started in his eye as he spoke, he thought of all 
Tefza's past kindness, and his heart melted ; but soon reco- 
vering, he laid his hand on the horse's neck, vaulted into 
his seat, and galloped off after the Arabian guide. 

The new and fertile country through which they travelled, 
perpetually awakened the most livej^ emotions in the breast 
of a man, amiably susceptible to every charm of nature ; its 
hills, covered with that enchanting jessamine which grows 
there so profusely, and perfumes the air almost insufferably, 
its valleys, embalmed with the gentler perfume of the sea- 
daffodil ; the noble verdure which shaded these, composed of 
cedars, sycamores, and palms ; that exquisite union of fruits, 
flowers, and living gi-een, which the dews bathe and the 
sun embellishes ; the song of birds and the hum of bees, all 
conspired to touch Sebastian's heart, and to ravish his senses. 

His mind, animated by hope, had acquired fresh vigour 
for the enjoyment of delightful objects : the sentiment of 
happy love diffused its own sweetness over every sense, and 
had he not found them beautiful, that sentiment would 
have made them so. 

During his rapid journey, the idea of Gaspar nerpetually 
followed that of Kara Aziek : till this period that aear friend s 
image had been almost effaced by intense anxiety for the 
fate of Aziek, and by ineffectual attempts at regaining her; 
now, that he had beheld and conversed with his beloved, 
and was hastening to fields of contest for her sake, he felt 
proudly secure, and turned with tender solicitude to the 
remembrance of his distant friend. 

The nights in Arabia are bright as noon ; yet their tran- 
quillity, their freshness, their crystal clearness, are so celest- 
ially unlike the relentless fire of their days, that the traveller 

x8 
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stretches himself out on the terrace of his house which 
lodges him, not to sleep, but to gaze on the resplendent 
heavens 

Those enchantmg nights elevate man's nature ; they re- 
fresh his body, they purify his soul : their serene influence 
appears to render sleep imnecessary, and a sublime calm, 
like that repose which imagination attributes to God's, per- 
vades Ins whole being, and alone regenerates his powers. 

Under such impressions, Sebastian lay thinking of Gas- 
par ; the sacred sentiment of friendship was worthy of the 
scene. 

Departing from the luxuriant neighbourhood of Mecca, 
Sebastian passed over the mountains of Gabel el Ared, toiled 
through the Arabian desart, crossed the date-shaded Eu- 
phrates, and entered Persia ; shortly afterwards he knew 
himself to be approaching Ispahan, by the far-stretching 
fields of roses, amongst which that famed city was in those 
days embosomed. 

Soon its high walls and lofty domes were seen along the 
horizon, forming but a comparatively diminutive line at the 
feet of the gigantic mountains of Taurus. How little, how 
atom-like are all the labours of art, when contrasted with 
the vast and eternal productions of nature ! 

He approached the town ; troops of warriors were pouring 
from different rates : the trampling of their white steeds, 
was mixed with the sound of martial music ; banners and 
spears rose above their thick lines, and their leaders clad in 
magnificent habits, superbly mounted, and completely 
armed, rode onward with an air of troubled haste. 

Every thing announced alarm and precipitation ; the fate 
of Persia was then hanging in the b^ance ; a day longer, 
and she might cease to exist among nations 1 

At the sound of the trumpet, the warhorse long dismissed 
to pasture, starts, flashes his fiery eyes, tosses his proud neck 
aloft, strains every sinew, and rushes upon the shock of 
battle ; Sebastian's limbs shook like his, with a powerful 
emotion excited by the troops of the sophi : his heart beat 
high ; it swelled with a sentiment of fraternity towards 
every soldier before him. His eyes long pursued their hur- 
ried march, till distance lessened them, and then turning 
into one of the gates, he sought impatiently some house 
where he might obtain information of Sir Anthony Shirley. 

The expressive countenance of Sebastian and his own 
quickness of perceptional supplied the place of language be- 
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tween him and the Persians ; after some difficulty he pro^ 
cured a bath, refreshment, and then a conductor to the 
mansion of the ambassador. 

Having thrown off his Moorish habit, and put on a suit of 
old armour, which he had collected at different shops at 
Mecca, he prepared to issue forth. Ill-assorted and imper- 
fect as this armour was, it yet clouded not the manly graces 
of the wearer : his gallant looks ennobled a homely cuirass, 
and might have made the harness of trimmer knights appear 
but the trapping of military idleness. Brightened by a 
variety of animating feelings, his countenance formeid a 
strong contrast to the sombre hue of his iron mail. 

The man who acted as guide led him through streets 
intersected with gardens and canals, to a wide square, in 
which stood the palace of the sophi, and the residence of the 
ambassador : there he left him. 

Among the domestics of the Englishman, fortunately 
there was an Italian, to whom Sebastian addressed himself^ 
^ Tell your master," he said, ^ that a stranger, a Christian 
knight, asks to converse with him alone." 

The Italian eyed him with surprise, but the air of the 
stranfi^er awed curiosity into silence, and he respectfully 
withdrew. 

Sir Anthony Shirley,* to whom is that name unknown ? 
had lived in the memorable court of queen Elizabeth, he had 
breathed the same air with Raleigh, Cecil, and Sidney ; he 
had listened with admiration to the immortal Shakspeare; 
he was now come to represent his sovereign at the distant 
court of Persia, giving there a wondrous example of perfect 
goodness and profound wisdom unalloyed by one visible fail- 
ing. 

The title of stranger was an immediate passport to his cour- 
tesy, but when coupled with that of a Christian knight, 
courtesy changed into kindness. 

On the entrance of Sebastian, he rose and embraced him ; 
^ In this country/ he said, ^' Christians should indeed think 
themselves brethren, — ^far from our homes and our altars the 
heart eagerly throws off the restraint of ceremony, and finds 
relationship in opinions and principles." 

Sir Anthony spoke in his own language, of which Sebas- 

*■ To lessen the nnmber of u^ents necessary for the plan of this romance, 
the author has ventured occasional yiolatiuns of chronology : in the above 
inatanee, she has antedated the birth and mission of Sir Anthonv Shirlev, who 
did not really reside at the majfnificent capital ol Sdiali Abba, till several years 
later. 
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tian was ignorant ; he shook his liead with a thanking smile 
that showed he felt the meaning of those words merely from 
the tone in which they were uttered, and recollecting him- 
self an instant, repliea in Portuguese, and then in Latin ; 
Shirley looked at him with pleased surprise wl41e opening 
the letter which he presented. 

The serene dignity of Sir Anthony now gave way to a 
variety of emotions ; perplexity and concern were painted 
on his face while he successively read a description of his 
countrywoman's widowed state, her sickness, her slavery, 
and lastly, her hope of reaching Persia only to die under a 
Christian roof. Tears gathered in his eyes, which he turned 
aside to conceal. 

After some moments' silence he addressed the king. 
" By what name am I to address the noble gentleman of 
whom this unfortunate lady writes so impressively T 

^' By what name !" repeated the young monarch, regarding 
him with the estranged air of a man whom that question 
had swiftly hurried to other thought^ : — an interval of abs- 
traction was followed by one of extreme agitation. 

Sebastian evidently felt an impulse to confide in the Eng- 
lishman; he saw in him the representative of a sovereign, and 
his imperious spirit revolted from the supposition of inferi- 
ority ; stepping back with an air of dignity, he was about to 
pronounce the words, ^^ Sebastian of Portugal,'' when recol- 
lecting himself, and remembering the prudent resolution he 
had formerly taken, as well as the difficulties into which 
Sir Anthony's political views might plunge him, he smiled, 
shook his head, and replied only by a bright fluish of emo- 
tion. 

The courteous ambassador did not repeat his question ; 
he remained thoughtfully silent ; Sebastian spoke at length 

'^ Let niy name be forgotten in that of knignt of the cross, 
I have suffered much for that title, have forsaken much to 
deserve it : let me then be known only as a Christian soldier. 
—You behpld in me, Sir Anthony, a Portuguese nobly bom, 
not destined to the profession of arms, but embracing it 
from inclination. I was one in the fatally-memorable ex- 
pedition of don Sebastian ! — ^After many hardships, and 
more sorrows, I am come hither to offer my services to 
the sophi ; a Christian knight may war by the side of in- 
fidels when their cause is just, for then he sees in them only 
men and brethren. — Have you confidence enough in this 
countenance to believe me what I profess myself? dare you 
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pledge your faith for my integrity while presenting me to 
the Persian ?" 

The young monarch advanced as he spoke, and putting 
aside the hair which darkened his forehead, fixed his eyes 
on Sir Anthony with a look that courted scrutiny. 

Shirley regarded him attentively ; for Shirley was past 
that age in which men s hearts wait not for the sanction of 
their judgments : he still looked steadily at him ; at last 
stretching out lus hand with an aspect changed from consi- 
deration to confidence, he exclaimed, *^ I will pledge myself 
for your worthiness* 

It was not the aim of Sehastlan to conceal more than was 
necessaiy ; though evidently delighted in making mystery 
indispensable to him, it was abhorrent to a soul that loved 
tq walk unveiled before men and angels. 

He now candidly confessed to his courteous entertainer, 
that gratitude and love united, formed the strongest motives 
to the action he meditated; he sought to be entrusted with 
some command, chiefly that it might bring him into contact 
with the basha, and cmord him an opportunity of winning 
rather than stealing Kara Aziek. 

Shirley's character was too grave and philosophic for per- 
fect sympathy with the feelings of an impassioned lover; he 
smiled at the importance which a sentiment lie had never 
felt, could bestow upon women ; but he forbore uttering 
his thoughts : he tassed himself to consider how it would 
be best to procure from the sophi that trust the stranger 
sought. 

A review of the Persian levies was to take place on the 
morrow; Sir Anthony settled that they should repair thither 
together, when the ^ight would be enabled to demonstrate 
his military knowledge in a scene calculated to call it forth, 
and the sophi might investigate his observations through 
the medium of an interpreter: — ^meanwhile Sebastian was 
requested to consider the Englishman's house as that of an 
ancient friend ; to reside in it, and to command there. 

Shirley now made many anxious inquiries about the 
precise state of his countrywoman, which Sebastian could 
only answer by assuring him that she was in the hands of 
tlie tenderest and most generous of- women : — he then 
besought some particulars of the battle of Alcazar. 

Eager to seize this opportunity of dissipating the error 
into which he perceived all the European courts had fallen — 
an error which attributed the failure of Portugal to unskil- 
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fdliiess, and not treachery, Sebastian 'willingly called back 
the sufferings of that painful period ; he gave a distinct ac- 
count of the Portuguese operations from the moment in 
which the army touched African ground, till that period in 
which Muley Uamet caused its overthrow. 

His animated descriptions — alternately prosperous and 
pathetic, rivetted the attention of Shirley; he followed the 
speaker s glowing language with answering enthusiasm, yet 
did he retain sufficient coolness to note as he went along, 
every expression which might develope the great commander 
or disclose the mere novice. 

With surprise and gratification he witnessed the emotion 
with which Sebastian made the eulogium of his countryman, 
the gallant deeds of Stukeley lived again in the hurried 
eloquence of a brother in arms : his fall was hut mentioned, 
not dwelt on, for at that part, the lips of the orator quivered, 
and his voice was choked in its passage. 

Pleased with this sensibility, and satisfied with the oh- 
servations which had grown out of their interesting discourse, 
Shirley assumed a more confidential tone, and hazarded a 
conjecture about the fate of the king and his surviving ad- 
herents : Sebastian rose in disorder 

" We will speak on this subject no more ; " he said ab- 
ruptly, " it is painful to me, — the destiny of don Sebastian 
is in the hands of God ; — who may venture to determine 
it? — If he live. Providence assuredly will restore him a 
sceptre which he wished to wield worthily : his misfortunes 
will have been his instructoi's ; and Europe may perhaps 
iind with astonishment an example for kings, in him who 
has tasted the bitterness of every situation, and thus learned 
— ^but enough of this — I divine not his fate." 

The broken voice, flushed and averted cheek, together 
with the severely-noble air of Sebastian, startled Sir Anthony; 
a vague suspicion crossed his mind ; it was the suspicion of 
a moment : for to a man of quiet feelings, untinctured with 
romance, no sufficient motive for Sebastian's concealment 
and errantry presented itself to his fancy. He regarded him 
curiously once more, then said,— 

" I mistake much. Sir knight, if you were not a confiden- 
tial companion of don Sebastian's ; hut I ask not whom ; 
suffice it to me, that you are a christian, a soldier, and a 
gentleman." 

Sebastian bowed without speaking, and retired ahruptly. 

Early on the morrow, the ambassador and his unknown 
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. guest appeared at the review* of the Persian troops ; soon 
after the sophi's son arrived, surrounded by nobles sumptu- 
ously attired, on milk-white horses whose chan&aines 
sparkled with precious stones. When Shirley approached 
with one whose plain armour ill-suited and unbrightened 
formed a contrast to the gold and polish of theirs, all the 
young Persians regarded him with surprise; they exchanged 
glances of contempt together: but now quickly was that 
contempt changed into a sentiment of awe, when the stran- 
ger, uncovering himself with an air of command and sub- 
mission mingled, displayed a countenance on which were 
stamped majesty, intrepidity, self-respect, and the sweetest 
benignity. 

' Deeply read in courts, Sir Anthony Shirley noted the ad- 
dress of nis companion; he beheld him meet the gaze of the 
Persian prince and his suite, not only without embarrass- 
ment, but with looks of growing nobleness. Who was he 
then? and what high station hacf he held near the throne of 
Portugal? Shirley's thoughts could not determine these 
questions, but they answered one more important ; they 
assured him he might rely on the ability and the faith of 
the man he scrutinised. 

Having previously explained to prince Abbas, that the 
stranger sought permissidn to take the field in his cause, he 
had now only occasion to present his gallant fi'iend, and to 
interpret for him during the day. 

The prince reviewed his army, visited some works of de- 
fence that were constructing round Ispahan, examined his 
magazines, in short, devoted the whole day to an inspection 
of his military resources : while doing so, he developed the 
genius of his new officer. 

The questions, remarks, and details of Sebastian, were 
ffiithfully translated to him by Shirley, and these convinced 
the young Persian that in this stranger he was acquiring an 
'able knight, one to whom war was &miliar. 

The plans of their meditated operations were then dis- 
played and discussed in the royal tent ; it was here that the 
pre-eminence of European skill was peculiarly visible ; it 
was here that Sebastian's fire blazed out again. He ex- 
amined every map, and weighed every calculation with the 
Srofoundest attention ; he balanced their advantages and 
isadvantages ; he detected their defects : he explained the 
justness of some, and the error of others ; he then frankly 
proposed such alterations i\s liis sounder experience dictated, 
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and in elucidating these, gave loose to all the impetnoua 
energy of his character. 

Sebastian was now on the theme which long habit had 
too much endeared ; and as the track of glory opened and 
brightened before his mental eye, the prospect it held forth 
kindled new ardour and awoke new powers. His rusted 
cuirass and ill-£Eishioned greaves were forgotten by the 
young courtiersi, as they circled round the foreign knight, 
and listened to his interpreted discourse. Sebastian himself 
forgot that he was not dictating to his own war-council; on 
his brow sat the authority of a king, on his lips the convin- 
cing eloquence of a great commander. 

«^ What manner of man is this?" exclaimed the sophi's 
son, with astonishment — ^^^Has he not headed armies in hi% 
own country V 

Shirley replied in a low voice, unwilling to be heard by- 
others, ^^ I have signified to your highness's sublime father^ 
that he wishes his name and rank to be forgotten ; he would 
be known only as knight of the cross. His illustrious ma»« 
ter don Sebastian king of Portugal perished in an unsuccess- 
ful expedition against the Moors, and since then I under* 
stand this faithful subject has devoted liimself to serve reli- 
gion and humanity, by combating only in their separate or 
united causes. I pledge myself for this stranger ; and 1 
predict that Persia will find no reason to repent of the con- 
fidence with which she reposes on my pledge." 

Prince Abbas bowing gracioutsly to Sir Anthony turned 
towards Sebastian ; ^^ Christian !" he said, *'*' I accept vour ser-i 
vices; this day enrolls you in my royal fathers list of 
warriors : See that you do not dishonour our trust. Ask 
what you wish ; the armory, the treasury, the magazine of 
horses, all are open you ; 1 feel assured that you will not 
make an indiscreet use of this generosity." 

As the interpreter repeated this speech, the christian king 
lifted up his eyes, and fixed them proudly for an instant 
on the haughtier face of the young prince ; his nice honour 
was somewhat shocked by the oblique repetition of an ex- 
hortation to act worthily ; recollecting however, that per- 
fect amenity of heart is not to be expected where the reli; 
gion of the Lamb is not practised, he smoothed his feelings^ 
and replied gravely ; ^' Success is in the hand of heaven, 
but truth and action are dependent on our own wills : I 
may fail and fall, but I cannot live and be unworthy. 
Pi^ince ! you must pardon my refusing to accept any other 
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mark of your goodness than that of being permitted to 
share in the wa^are of your troops : as however, the know- 
ledge of your language is important in such a situation, I 
beg you will order one of your ablest teachers to.instruct 
me in it." 

This request was immediately granted, after which prince 
Abbas invited the two christians to return with him to Is- 
pahan. 

A sumptuous banquet awaited them in the palace of the 
8Dphi, but the aged Xatama himself, did not appear : during 
the repast music and perfumes flowed around, and at its 
conclusion the guests were alternately delighted by the 
recitation of Persian poetry, and the graces of dancing girls. 

The severe taste of Sebastian received no gratification 
from the Studied and voluptuous attitudes of the latter, but 
he listened ei^rly to the chaster compositions of their 
poets, whose tender lays were chiefly devoted to eulogise 
the nightingales, the roses, and the moonlight by w^ch 
they were surrounded. 

Having been seated next to the sophi's son, he perceived 
that the noble Persian, though at that age when mans 
senses are most awake, did not vouchsafe a glance to the 
dancers, nor appear to heed the seducing music which cus- 
tom led him to command: he sat coldly abstracted, evidently 
revolving matters of great importance. 

Pleased with the character this dignified seriousness an- 
nounced, Sebastian won him into conversation ; they con- 
versed much together, and although their inteipreter did 
not preserve all the shades of their discourse, it was yet 
sufficiently charming to delight each other. Prince Abbas 
gallantly challenged his new friend to a trial of skill the 
ensuing day, when he meant to draw forth in a sprightly 
joust the military address of his associates. 

On the morrow, three hours after sunrise, an equerry 
entered the court of Sir Anthony Shirley^s habitation, lead- 
ing a beautiful horse ci^aiisoned with gold and gems; it 
came from the Abbas, with these words wrought in pearls 
on a roll of Indian silk. 

^Accomplished stranger! accept this present from the 
son of the sophi : — ^it is not the prince but the friend who 
offers it." 

So courteous an act completely effaced from Sebastian's 
mind all memory of Abbas s first reception; he replied with 
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grace, and adjusting liis plain armour, proceeded to the 
field of combat. 

The lists were crowded with Persian nobles, the stand 
filled with female beauty : in eyery manly exercise, the 
superior skill and natural grace of Sebastian was pre-emi- 
nent ; in the contest of the sword, in the management of 
their steeds, in vaulting, hurling the quoit, darting the 
spear, elancing the arrow, his happier stf^ destined mm to 
excel. One by one, the effeminate Peruans yielded to his 
ascendancy, and even prince Abbas himself wulinely ceded 
to a christian knight the magnificent prize of the day, a suit 
of gold armour. 

' This prize was awarded by the sophi, who from a window 
of his palace had witnessed the amicable Contest : he received 
his new officer with much graciousness, but feeble from af$e 
and sickness, shunned further discourse, and broke up> a 
short levee by referring all things to prince Abbas. 

That dlBceming pnnce, thoroughly satisfied with the 
display of Sebastians personal accomplishments, now ap- 
pomted him to a distinguiBhed situation on the frontier, 
where a large force was immediately goine in order to check 
the bold movements of Ibrahim. Should he continue ad- 
vancing, this force was to take and occupy all the forts in 
his rear lying along the line of Armenia ; this step would 
enable them to oppose a formidable barrier to his retreat, 
while prince Abbas marched to meet him between Ispahan 
oad the Tigris. 

As the basha Ibrahim had recently received a check from 
a Persian general, he had fallen back, and lay inactive for 
the present in a strong position, waiting for reinforcements. 

This inaction afforded Sebastian time to acquire a tolera- 
ble knowledge of the language now so necessary to him; he 
devoted himself .to it witn ardour and application : his na- 
tural facility thus assisted by an intense desire, soon enabled 
him to vanquish its difficulties, and in less than three weeks 
he knew sufficient to require only occasionally the aid of 
Shirley's interpreter. 

During this period, military details, the study of Persian 
tactics, — which it was requisite for him to understand, in 
order to guard agamst their errors — ^the study of the Persian 
soldiery occupied all his days ; his evenings were devoted 
to the gallant court of prince Abbas, where the young 
nobles were accustomed to entertain their ladies by martial 
•hows and feats of dexterity* In these oriental tournaments 
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Sebastian wore the costly gift of the sophi, but no poonei^ 
4id the war-cry call him into serious action, than he threw 
aside his glittering attire, and resumed that of knight of the 
cross. 

With ^hat impatience had he waited for this moment ! 
the destiny of Aziek, so long unknown, would now be un- 
folded to him ; but a little while, and he hoped to march at 
the head of victorious troops to set her free : yet sometimes 
his blood chilled, when apprehension suddenly seized him, 
and he dwelt for an instant upon the possibility of Aziek s 
having beeh forced to yield to the despotic will of Ibrahim. 

So much doubt, so much fear, was mixed up with his 
present success, that he tasted only a troubled joy when he 
saw himself thus miraculously placed in a post of honour 
and trust, by a prince whom policy would have justified 
in very different conduct. 

The implicit confidence of Sir Anthony Shirley excited 
in him emotions of another kind ; and hoping one day to 
give him gratifying proofs of gratitude from the throne of 
Portugal, he consoled himself for present inability by this 
remote prospect. 

Prince Abbas, without betraying the slightest suspicion, 
acted like a man of sound judgment : he surrounded the 
stranger by such officers as he himself relied on the most ; 
he took every precaution against treachery, while at the 
same time he left open to him the path of honourable action. 

This conduct did not escape the sensitive feelings of Se- 
bastian : at first he was stung with indignation ; for it was 
not always that Sebastian could recollect man is not om- 
niscient, and that unless he can read the hearts of others, 
he is justified in ceding to the force of suspicious appear- 
ance, and mystery is invariably suspicious; he gave way fur 
a while to a perfect transport of anger : but by degrees the 
propriety of Abbas's precautions became visible to him, and 
remembering that the prince, being entrusted by his father 
with the protection of their empire, owed the duty of pru- 
dence not only to the sophi but to the people, his unjust re- 
sentment changed into respect. 

It was only to Sir Anthony Shirley that Sebastian had dis- 
closed the prime motive of his appearance at Ispahan ; the 
name of her he loved was too sacred for lighter ears : and 
besidesy^e impression made even by a description of beauty 
on these sons of sensual pleasure, was sufficient to deter him 
frarn mentioning her charms to others ; Abbas's appai'ent 
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insensibility to beauty, and the prejudices of his reli^on, 
were motives too strong for Sebastian uselessly to brei^ 
through. 

In the luxury of solitude alone, or when caressing Bare- 
mel, he permitted his whole soul to diffuse itself oyer her 
dear idea : then, past hours of virtuous endearment, of ten- 
derness and heart-felt happiness unallayed by one jealous 
pang, rose to remembrance ; then arms, and fame, and proud 
distinction lost their pre-eminence ; then, the re-attainment 
of his throne and his countiy ceased to excite turbulent 
emotion : nothing was prized for its own sake, all things 
moved him only as they had reference to her without whom 
no situation could bestow felicity. 

When he recollected their last interview, and the sudden 
conjecture to which it had given birth, a mixture of joy and 
alarm quickened the pulses of his heart. Kara Aziek had 
surely indicated a ch^ge in her religious sentiments ; her 
female companion was then effecting that conversion which 
her lover had vainly attempted. But what was the creed 
of this christian ? if she were of the reformed church, the 
new religion of England, she was instilling, ^' a damnable 
heresy," instead of planting the true faith. 

In the ear of Sebastian the names of Luther and Calvin, 
sounded like the voice of Satan : with the tremulous per- 
tinacity of a son of Rome, he had constantly refused even to 
hear their doctrines discussed, and now that he apprehended 
Kara Aziek might be bewitched by their sophistry, he gave 
himself up to temporary despair. 

This transport of zeal aggravated his impatience for the 
hour which should restore her to him, and made him 
quicken the preparations of that part of the Persian army 
which he was destined to command, in conjunction with a 
native officer. 

On the night preceding the march of these new levies, 
Sebastian was surprised by an extraordinary visit. His 
courteous host had given up to him a kiosk in the gardens, 
which he occupied solely, and slept in, without guard or 
attendants. 

The tranquil beauty of a fine night detained him long 
' firom rest ; he leaned over an open trellis through which the 
most luxuriant honeysuckles and jessamine had interlaced 
themselves, alternately admiring the universal blush caused 
by the thickets of roses, and the splendour of the kiosk, 
whose alabaster sides reflected the ))rightcr moonlight. 
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Nightingales answering each other from different dis- 
tances, some near, some remote, blending their liquid notes 
together in sweet confusion, now pausing, now proceeding, 
diffused enchantment over the scene. Those melodious 
sobbings which seem the overflowings of love too exquisite, 
too happy, — those melodious sobbiags were echoed by the 
sighs of Sebastian ; his country, his friend Caspar, his be- 
loved Aziek, seemed speaking in every note ; he felt them 
present to his heart, tnough absent from his sight, and the 
most passionate melancholy, an emotion at once painful 
and delicious, penetrated his whole being. 

In this state of abstraction, the steps of two persons ad- 
vancing to the kiosk were long unheard; at length the 
rustling of some shrubs through which thev pressed, made 
the king look towards the spot, and he beheld with some 
surprise a female figure, and one in male attire, whose dress 
bespoke him a servant. The lady motioned for the slave 
to remain without, and entered the saloon. 

Of what ^^ fantastic stuff," are the thoughts of a lovei^ 
formed ! Sebastian lived only for Aziek, and without con- 
ceiving how she could have come thither, he believed that 
it was her whom he now saw : he rose, rushed towards her^ 
and extending his arms to snatch her to him, found himself 
modestly repulsed. 

^* I am mistaken in you, christian !" said an unknown 
voice, '^ or you mistake me for another : doubtless there are 
many in the court of Persia who forget your religion and 
your country in your accomplishments; but learn that. I 
am not one of those.'' 

Sebastian drew respectfully back : reassured by this sub- 
mission, the lady sat down on one of the divans, and still 
concealing herself in her veil, addressed him again. 

^^ I come not here. Sir knight, with either the hope or 
the wish of charming you; my errand is of anothw Kind, 
I come to ask a boon. — Attracted by your seeming noble- 
ness and gentleness, for I have seen you at the court festi- 
vities, convinced of your worthiness from your friendship 
with prince Abbas," here the lady faltered and sighed, then 
added faintly, " I venture to beheve you will not deny me 
what I would solicit." 

^' Say not solicit, madam !" replied Sebastian courteously, 
^ a virtuous woman commands everywhere. Speak your 
will and see me eager to obey it.** 

The Persian lady moved her veil a little that she might 
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read his looks ; in doing so she discovered a milk-white 
forehead, finely pencilled with jet-black eyebrows ; the eyes 
beneath them were brilliant, noble, and pleasing, but they 
wanted the melting softness of Kara Aziek's; she fixed 
them an instant on Sebastian with a complacent smile, tears 
gathered in them, and then she closed her veil abruptly. 

'^ I must first inform you," she said in a low tremblings 
yoice, ^^ that in me you see Maimuna, the daughter of one 
of the sophi's bravest generals ; six moons since my father 
fell on the field of battle. I alone remain to keep ms name 
in remembrance, — what do I say ? his renown is nis monu- 
ment. — Amongst my household there is an orphan youth, 
the child of a favourite relation, whose heart is smit with a 
passion for arms ; he wishes to serve against the Turks ; 
— ^his years are so tender, my regard for him is so great, — 

yet his desire is so ardent, that," again Maimuna &i- 

tered, hesitated, and stopped. 

Sebastian eyed her doubtfully ; it was evident that some 
strong emotion agitated her ; yet even now nothing that she 
had said appeared to justify it. He approached respectfully, 
and regarding her with one of those kindly smiles, which 
ever opened to him the hearts of others, he said : — 

^^ Dismiss apprehension, fair lady ! behold in me one 
whose breast love has already sanctified and set apart : I am 
therefore incapable of yielding to any impulse which might 
alarm your delicacy, or teach you to conclude yourself 
vainly interpreted. My faith is another's, but my Mend- 
ship and my services are at the command of every virtuous 
or suffering woman. This youth you speak of, is it to my 
care you would entrust him? or would you that I try to 
obtain for him some hoilourable station near the person of 
prince Abbas r 

^^ O no 1" exclaimed Maimuna hastily, '' it is to you I 
would confide him for safety and instruction. To cure his 
fiital passion for war, I consent to let him witness one cam- 
paign ; only to witness it : for this I have sought yon, 
christian. I entreat you to become his guardian ; trusting 
to your power of keeping him as far from personal danger 
as IS possible in a scene of warfare." 

Maimunas voice was so broken and varied while she ut- 
tered these sentences, that Sebastian could not forbear sus- 
pecting her of too warm an interest in the youth she recom- 
mended ; but delicacy imposed silence, and he replied solely 
by promising tho protection she required. 
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His strange visitor then rose to depart ; under the portico 
of the kiosk she paused again. ^^ I need not ask you to be 
secret," she said, " your own thoughts — perhaps somewhat 
mjurious to me, and I call heayen to witness, unjustly ! — 
will teach you what hard constructions may be put upon 
my conduct." 

^^ I hazard no conjecture that is not honourable to your 
tenderness and generosity ;" returned Sebastian:, gallantly 
kissing the hem of her yeil, ^' if this youth deserve so much 
rare solicitude, and can I doubt that he does ? what heart 
may censure you.*' 

Maimuna looked back at him with the air of one struck 
by an unexpected remark ; she repeated his last words in a 
livelier tone, then breaking off with a sigh, asked at what 
hour, Zephna, her protegee, should join him on the morrow. 
Sebastian named the hour after sun-rise and the lady de- 
parted. 

The reflections occasioned by this singular adventure, 
were interrupted by the appearance of prince Abbas : he 
came to inform the Portuguese knight of some imexpected 
movement of the enemy, which rendered a change in the 
Persian dispositions absolutely indispensable ; after settling 
the new plan, and havhig dispatched his page with orders 
to the different officers, prince Abbas said carelessly : — 

" I disturbed you in an evil hour : if I may judge from 
the charming figure of the lady who has just quitted you, 
your mind was not in the mood for severe considerations." 

Abbas paused, but Sebastian remained silent ; the former 
fixed his e^s somewhat austerely upon him, and added 
coldly, " Suffer me to tell you, christian, that in Persia we 
are careful not to give any scandal to morals ; if we cede 
sometimes to the force of beauty and of temperament, we 
believe ourselves bound not to make a boast of our frailty, 
and we avoid, if possible, dishonouring a noble house. I 
would have you take care how you trifle with the protection 
afforded by the roof of an ambassador." 

Sebastian regarded him with quick-raised indignation. 
'* How, prince ! he exclaimed, ** do you believe me capable 
of abusing this protection ? — ^beware how you lightly wound 
the honour of a man, to whom fortune has left no other 
possession." 

As Sebastian spoke he smote the hilt of his sword, while 
starting from his seat prince Abbas drew back with an air 
of self-recollection. 
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^ Let 118 not break oar bond of friendship for a woman !** 
he said, '^ for one who may not deserve such a triumph ; 
rather let us deal frankly with each other. I will confess 
that the tone in which I first spoke of your gallantry, had 
the harshness of a censor, not the kindness of a friend ; 
austerity is the fault of my nature ; as such forgive me. 
Now tell me in return, whether the lady I met in the gar- 
dens, and who fled away at seeing me, has not passed the 
night here. — ^I would warn you for your own safety not to 
encourage an amour which may end disastrously: the lady's 
mien bespoke her of high birtn, and in Persia the irregula- 
rities of all women of quality are punished with death. Make 
me yoii^ confidant ; if your love is honourable, my sym- 
pathy at least,— dare you trust me with her nameT 

Sebastian interrupted him, '^ You are not serious, prince, 
in expecting me to make a confidence of this kind ! — Do you 
think it possible for a man of honour to betray the weakness 
even of a woman he contemned ? — ^however, be satisfied ; I 
have no confidence of the sort to repose in you : it is true 
the lady was here ; I may not deny it, but on the faith of a 

Portuguese, a soldier, and ." Sebastian hastily stopt, 

and confused by the word which in his fervour he was 
about to use, he turned away, glowing and disordered. 

Prince Abbas, who saw in this emban*assment only the 
sign of insincerity, exclaimed with an air of angry chagrin, 
"What a contemptible passion is this love ! or rather, what 
a degrading passion when illicit, since it palsies the tongue 
pf truth, and makes ingenuous souls treaa the path of false- 
hood ! Say no more, Sir knight ! I esteem you still too 
much not to regret that in future I must not esteem you so 
highly." 

By a violent effort, which respect for Abbas s principles 
alone produced, the impetuous Sebastian reined in his vehe- 
ment feelings, and said, in the breathless tone of restrained 
wrath, " On the faith of a Portuguese, a soldier, and a chris- 
tian, that lady visited me to night, for the first, and I firmly 
believe, for the last time : she was with me only a short 
period ; her veil was but partly put aside for a single mo- 
ment during her discourse ; and love had no share in it." 

" Love had no share in it 1" repeated prince Abbas, stop- 
ping hastily, as he walked to and fro, " in the name of 
neaven then ! what errand could bring a Persian woman at 
the dead of night to the solitary lodging of a stranger V* 

^^ That is precisely the question I may not answer;*' re- 
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Elied Sebastian, '' my honour is pledged to secrecy ; and 
aving assured you that your suspicions are unjust, I exact 
this proof of your reliance ; prince, you must not speak of 
my adventure. The reputation of the lady is a sacred deposit 
in my hands, and that wantonly attacked, will draw down my 
v^igeance. - Since appearances demanded them, I owed ex- 
planation and asseverations to your friendship, and I have 
done violence to my nature in order to give them ; hut in 
the former case my vengeance will be as prompt as it will 
be justifiable.** 

The stem air of the young monarch heightened the effect 
of his commanding voice : Abbas looked at him with some 
admiration. " Be it so !" he cried, offering his hand, " I 
pledge myself for discretion; nay more, I must believe your 
strange assertion : but allow me, my fnend, to suspect the 
lady of less singular ideas ; she will seek you again, depend 
on it. Whatever motive she may have feigned for so naz- 
ardous a step, be certain that love alone could tempt a Per- 
sian woman to trust herself and her character with a young 
warrior in this kiosk at this hour. I have but one caution 
to give you; beware how you sully the purity of royal blood; 
I have a virgin sister who has seen you at our tournaments ! 
should she, forsaken by modesty, mrget what is due to her 
birth — should she be this veiled unknown — I need not talk 
to you of the implacable hatred of a dishonoured brother, 
and a betraved friend." 

'^ As the lady told me her name and rank, I may at least 
assure you," returned Sebastian, 'Hhat she is not your sis- 
ter." 

Prince Abbas turned hastily round, and eyed Sebastian 
again with an earnest and anxious look : some new idea 
evidently shot through his mind, for he changed colour re- 
peatedly, and several times beginning to speak, hesitated, 
and broke off. '' It is no matter \" he said at last, '^ others 
may resemble her also-— Sir knight, I thank you for your 
moderation : forget not what I have told you, that in Persia 
the dishonour of one noble house, is the dishonour of all. 
Farewell ! when we meet again, two hours hence, at the 
head of our troops, we meet only to think, and to talk of 



war." 



The friendly smile which for an instant dispersed the un- 
usual gloom of Abbas's countenance, could not deceive Se- 
bastian; when he had left him, he reflected on the events 
of the night with some uneasiness; it was possible that 
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Maimnna might have misled him by a &lse acoonnt of her- 
self and of her motiye, and that in reality she might be the 
sister of Abbas. It was possible, that pleased with hia 
person, and carious to know his character, she had either 
fained this excuse to visit him, or in fact purposed to send 
him her page, that such a trust might form some bond be- 
tween them. 

The fear of either wounding the honour of Abbas, or of 
staining his own by an appearance of baseness, made Sebas- 
tian for the first time in his life easily accessible to the sus- 
picion of a woman's attachment, but how was he to act ? — 
it was impossible for him to recede from the promises already 
given, which bound him to secrecy, and to receive the or- 
phan boy. 

He waited the day-break with extreme solicitude. — ^At the 
appointed time his protegee arrived ; he came attended by 
the old slave of Maununa, who presenting him with a costly 
gift from his mistress, hastily disappeared. 



CHAP. XVII. 

Thk boy, who was very young and very timid, stood looking 
down with an air of gentleness which attracted kindness; 
his extreme youth immediatelv destroyed the suspicion 
which Mainmna s conversation had first raised, since a paa- 
sion for him was preposterous to suppose; at this conviction 
Sebastian felt his embarrassment and apprehension increase, 
but he approached the youth, and taking his hand, said to 
him, 

" Is it still your wish, Zaphna, to leave the security of a 
gentle lady's house, for the vicissitudes of a camp ? — ^Nature 
stamps us all with the impress of her intentions ; and your 
delicate frame has not been moulded from the clay she 
makes soldiers of, — ^let me then advise you to read your fate 
better, and to desist from this wild desire.** 

Zaphna withdrew his hand from that of the king, and 
without raising his eyes from the ground, or moving his 
head, which was. bashfully averted; he replied in a low voice, 
*' I thought. Sir knight, that you had promised my lady to 
receive me? do not injure my indulgent mistress by imagin- 
ing that even your persuasions can avail, where her s have 
failed. I am resolved to accompany the army." 
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The firm tone of his last words caused Sabastian to smile: 
*• f liee you are unused to opposition,*' he observed, *' but 
my pretty friend, you must remember that to serve a rough 
Holdier will be a very different task from that of living in the 
lap of a soft mistress, whom your boyish petulaiicies may 
entertain. You must expect infinite hardships and priva- 
tions with me ; however, count upon my afiection for you, 
and my zeal for your lady ; and when 1 return you to her, 
tell her that for one dear absent woman's sake, I am thus 
obedient to the wishes of another.* 

The boy blushed for his lady, as if he felt what Sebastian 
meant to convey ; but he spoke not ; his hands pressed on 
his heart, and ms head bent still lower, expressed obedience. 

The kmg then described the few duties he would require 
of him ; and hearing the sound of the trumpets, hastened 
away to join Sir Antnony Shirley, and to go with him, to the 
field. 

They rode together towards the troops; while Zaphna took 
charge of his master's war-equipage and Baremel; and seated 
beside them in a covered sort of carriage, made one in a long 
line of baggage. 

Abbas and Sebastian met now with brows cleared from 
every cloud ; their whole souls were given to action : — ^they 
beheld with animated looks the. numerous troops passinein 
review before them. As they filed ofi^ in divisions and oe- 
gan their march, the oriental magnificence of their white 
vestments, their pointed caps covered with gold, their 
decorated arms and embroidered banners, their horses 
covered with purple housings, tossing their manes like sea - 
foam lifted by winds, formed a spectacle at once new and 
splendid. 

An European warrior saw in this army little more than 
gorgeous preparation for some vast tournament, where the 
mockery of battle is exliibited amidst pomp and gaiety : the 
light-robed Persians, with their painted quivers and gilded 
bows, scattered and difiiised in various groups, could not 
excite such an emotion as the deadly sight of «phalanxed 
men ribbed in grim iron, armed with maces and battle-axes, 
and steadily advancing as if by one movement and with one 
thought. 

The king of Portugal at first saw the Persian troops with 
pleasure, as he would have considered a lively picture, but 
his reflections soon became graver, and estimating their 
feebleness ; he followed their march with concern : some 
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YAin regrets also intruded; past disasters rose to remem- 
brance : and on the boundless plain where the Persians had 
lately stood, his troubled &ncy saw the ghost of lus own 
gallant army. 

The sudden paleness of his cheek at this mental phantom 
attracted the attention of Sir Anthony Shirley, he rode up 
to him, and fixing lus eyes on his face, said, ^^ you appear 
disturbed brave friend ! perhaps your noble mind conceives 
that in thiis beholding vou entrusted with the command 
my pledge has obtained, I am secretly agitated, and fear 
that! may have gone too far: not so, I know that my hon- 
our, my safety, nay my life, hang upon your fidelity to the 
sophi, and it is from that reason I confidently expect fidelity 
at your hands. 

'^ You might risk your salvation on me, after this ! ex- 
claimed Sebastian, ardently grasping Shirley's hand in both 
his, and squeezing it withm them, ^^ Generous Englishman I 
did a man meditate treachery, such heroic reliance would 
damn him or make him true?— Yes!" he added, after a 
pause, ^'I will save Persia, or lose myself! your nobleness 
renders the recoven^ of her I love, but a secondary object." 

In the bright suffusion that spread over Sebastian s ele- 
vated countenance, in the enthusiasm of his voice, Shirley 
read the worth he sought to ascertain : a slighter but less 
pleasing glow, for it was the blush of shame tinted his face, 
his reliance had been transientlv staggered, and the speech 
Sebastian had understood literally, was meant delicately to 
convey a renewed exhortation. 

Shirley had lived, alas ! too long in courts, not to be jus- 
tified in this apprehensiveness. Struck with amiable re^ 
morse, he was going to draw a valuable gem from his finger 
and proffer it to the christian knight, as a type of friendship, 
when he was checked by perceiving no ring on his hand 
which he might give him in exchange : awed by that sensi- 
tive delicacy which had appeared in all the stranger s actions, 
Shirley rehnquished the intention. 

Tefza s parting gift had enabled the king to preserve him- 
self independent of every pecuniary obligation ; and though 
he accepted a lodging from the hospitality of Sir Anthony, 
that gentleman's domestics had tasted liberally of his bounty, 
no one indeed served him without being recompensed b^ 
yond the value of their services. 

Never could Sebastian forget that he was a king: happily 
fortune had not yet reminded him that even a monarch 
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must shape his largesses to his means. In the quality of a 
commander it was necessary for him to use the sophi s 
treasures, but it was only for the purposes of that situation, 
and for public seryice, that he destined to employ them ; 
his own fund was, or he determined it should he, sufficient 
for his own personal wants. 

By the new plan of the night, the two generals, instead 
of marching forward together, as if the whole army meant 
to attack the basha, deemed it best to wave the use of a 
feint intended merely to mislead ; for time pressed, and the 
able conduct of their enemy required a counterpoise in 
promptitude. 

The troops divided on the field, and their commanders 
exchanged adieus ; they were on the point of separating, 
when Prince Abbas said in a low voice, and with a troubled 
air which he tried to render gay, ^^ There are some bright 
eyes in Ispahan at this moment dim with tears for you I 
conjecture." 

Sebastian smiled, shook his head, then bowing to Su- 
Anthony Shirley, rode up to head his division. 

It was not till after the troops had attained their place of 
destination by rapid marches, and that Sebastian had recon- 
noitered the ground and made the requisite dispositions, 
that he sent for Zaphna into his tent at night to converse 
with him, and give repose to his mind by recitations of Per- 
sian poetiy. 

The king was lying along a mattrass when the boy en- 
tered. As only a single light burned in the tent, he could 
not distinctly observe his lineaments, but he was charmed 
with the boEiutiful simplicity bf his figure, with which a 
Pipraian dress of delicate-coloured silk delightfully hitfmo- 
nized : a turban of the same taffeta heightened the graceful 
air of his head and throat, which still averted, and a little 
inclined, indicated a timid and gentle temper. 

^' Come hither, Zaphna," he said, '^ in a tender accent, 
for the boy's age and figure reminded him of young Diego, 
'^ come hither ! you must not look thus apprehensive. In 
me you see a master who will indulge you in eveiy thing, 
except what would make your lady unhappy— cheer up — 
tell me how you have travelled ? if you have had all your 
little wants attended to ? is there any wish of yours that I 
can gratify." 

Zaphna, thanked him, and expressing himself perfectly 
content, continued still to stand at a distance. 
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*^ Why do you not come nearer T asked Sebastian as he 
kindly held out his hand, whil^ saying this, the baahfiil 
youth was obliged to approach and give him his : Sebastiau 
felt that he trembled. ^^ Ah my little friend he gaily cxr- 
claimed, this hand was never formed to draw the warrior's 
bow." 

For the first time, Zaphna hastily turned round and fixed 
a disturbed look upon his master; the glance of his eyes 
caused the king to start up. ^'I have met that glance 
before !" he was just gomg to exclaim, but checking himself 
he let the hand of his page drop, and continued gazing on 
him. 

A &ce finely composed, whiter than ivory, unmixed with 
any shade, except that formed by the arch of two jet-black 
brows, now remained motionless before him : Sebastian 
eagerly penised it, with a mixture of admiration, regret, 
and alarm. After a long silence he took his determination, 
and said with a serious air. 

'^ Perhaps you are surprised, 2!aphna, that I do not ques- 
tion you about your mistress, and try to discover some cir- 
cumstance flattering to my vanity, but I must teach you 
your master. He would willingly walk for ever in the* 
path of sincerity himself, and therefore he makes it a rule 
to believe the same of every other person. Your fair lady 
told me her name and rank, she assured me that in seeking 
my protection for you ; she was doing it for your sake alone, 
I shall therefore religiously confide on this assurance. Let 
me, however, take one painful precaution, which is this, to 
tell you a conversation that passed between me and the 
prince of Persia, on the night of the lady Maimuna's visit; 
perhaps it may be of consequence for her to know.* 

The colours of the rose now diffused themselves even to 
the ivory forehead of Zaphna: the name of Abbas evidently 
caused this alteration. Faltering and confiised, he repeated, 
" The prince of Persia ! — what then. Sir knight, have you 
no reserves from your iriend ? my lady thought not so, when 
she confided her reputation and perhaps her life in your 
honour. Ah me ! unhappy wretch that 1 am, — ^mv mad 
resolution !" — tears gushed from his eyes as he broke off, 
and he concealed his face in his drapery. 

Again the opinion of Sebastian varied, and requiring the 
boy to calm himself, he succinctly related the interview 
between him and prince Abbas. By this detail Zaphna 
learned that Abbas in reality knew nothing that could en- 
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danger the character or safety of his protectress, and this 
conviction quieted him; the honourable frankness of Sebas- 
tian heightened his esteem for the master he served,- and 
wiping nis tears, he said firmly, ^' I may not answer any 
question implied by this recital, but 1 venture to protest 
Sir knight, that my lady is incapable of giving warrant to 
the prince of Persia's suspicions. A chaste woman believes 
herself safe everywhere, and she ventured therefore to visit 
a young warrior alone, in the dead of night. Think better 
of her than prince Abbas does." Here Zaphna's iirmness 
forsook him, and he broke off with a deep sigh* 

There was something in the boy's manner which perplexed 
Sebastian: this alternate appearance of timidity and of 
courage, this extreme sensibility to the cause of his mistress, 
nay more, the visible trouble excited in him by the name 
of Abbas, forced him to recur again to that suspicion which 
his friend had infused : he almost -believed that he beheld 
in Zaphna the young princess of Persia herself. 

At this idea, did ^^ no thought infirm alter his cheek ?" — 
did no throb of vanity or passion transiently disorder the 
movement of that heart, which ought never to have beaten 
but for Kara Aziek ? — ^not one ! — all the sensibilities of his 
age and nature glowed solely for her; in her was summed 
up to him everything that is tender, trusting, fiuthful, and 
delightful : he needed not the aid of principle to assist him 
in remaining true to one who loved him so devotedly. The 
constancy and intensity of her love, had sealed his for eter- 
nity.. 

*^ We will dismiss this subject ;" said he, after a long and 
serious pause, '^ Suffice it that you tell your lady what we 
have discoursed on, lest any mischance should happen firom 
the prince's rigorous attention to Persian customs : I would 
have nothing to reproach myself with. The prince and I 
are now separated by our different duties ; we command in 
different provinces; perhaps we may never meet again; one 
or both of us may rail in battle : should it be my fate, I 
charge you preserve his esteem to my memory." This sad 
image excited excessive emotion in Zaphna, that pale, 
trembling, and fearful, he spoke almost without conscious- 
ness, faltering out, " The prince does not join you then' — 
one of you may fell ! — ^your injunction shall be obeyed — 

but O never may" the incoherent sentence was lost in 

siffhs. 

Grieved to have thus pained him, Sebastian indulgently 

z 2 
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bade him retire, Zaphna pressed his hands on his bosom and 
disappeared. 

Satisfied with having acted sincerely, although still 
troubled wish suspicions of Zaphna's sex, Sebastian wrested 
his thoughts from this comparatively inconsiderable subject, 
and fixed them solely on the Important plan of the cam- 
paign. The morning sun awoke him to activity and to 
care. 

As the war-council had discovered Ibrahim's army to be 
advancing towards the capital, it was prince Abbas's task to 
meet and to give them battle, while the christian knight 
was to cut ofiT their retreat, by possessing himself of all the 
forts and passes on the line of Armenia. This distribution 
evidently awarded to Abbas the most brilliant, and at the 
same time the least difficult duty ; but Sebastian, who con- 
sidered their two commands with a soldiers judgment, 
thought himself distinguished by the grant of the most ha- 
zardous. 

During the short period of his abode at Ispahan, he had 
devoted himself not to the vain attempt of altering the 
manoeuvres of the troops committed to him, but to a deep 
consideration of how he could best employ a machine ao 
ill-constructed : he now reaped the benefit of such reflec- 
tions : and found that in the hands of an able commander, 
bravery and docility are nearly all-sufficient. 

Behold him now, attacking, storming, carrying sword in 
hand every strong hold of the Turks ; sometimes marching 
under the insufierable noon-day sun, or in the darkness of 
a stormy night, to surprise and to overcome the enemy ! see 
him pass with the velocity of a sweeping wind, from one 
extremity of the frontier to another, restoring wandering 
outcasts to their houses, rescuing children and women from 
dishonour and slavery, followed everywhere by rejoicing 
and benedictions ! 

But wherever he went, his heart sought only Aziek; 
these quick-gathered laurels filled his grasp with worthless 
leaves, while she was unattained. His interrogatories to 
the Turkish prisoners were productive of no satisfaction ; 
they were all ignorant whether she had or had not reached 
Syria. 

This uncertainty, though it had not power to detach his 
mind during the day from his momentous duties, dominated 
over him at that season when others tasted the refreshing 
sweets of repose : on his pillow he thought but of her. 
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Zaplina alone sliared his confidence, for Zaphna had now 
banished some of his timidity, and by the kindest attentions 
won on his master s heart. 

Sebastian had long ceased to fancy that the princess of 
Persia shared his fatigues disguised : how coulcl the mere 
sight of any man have excited such a mad passion as that 
which should lead a Persian princess into the situation of 
Zaphna '( and would not her disappearance have spread dis- 
may through the kingdom long ere this? doubtless Maimuna 
^as really what she appeared, she had spoken truth, and 
the boy's resemblance to her was the natural consequence 
of relationship. 

While Sebastian discoursed of his love, and lightly touched 
on the sufferings which had given birth to, and nursed it, 
his youthful confidant shed tears, and seemed to feel but 
too faithful a S3rmpathy with his feelings : was it possible 
for one so young to have felt the master passion? It might 
be so : perhaps his longing after war^ was only the desire 
of banishing from his mind some cherished image : this fancy 
increased Sebastian's partiality, and half their nights were 
spent together in melancholy discourse. 

At this period the news of prince Abbas s defeat fell like 
a thunderbolt on the victorious camp of Sebastian ; a cou- 
rier brought the intelligence in the middle of the night ; he 
was charged with this billet from the prince himselL 

*'*' I have lost a battle — :the enemy will be at the gates of 
Ispahan perhaps ere you receive this. Come, brave stranger, 
and retrieve my errors." 

Tears of admiration and regret started in the eyes of Se- 
bastian while he ran over this noble submission of a great 
isoul ; doubly roused to save Persia, he threw the sUk on 
which the letter was written to Zaphna, while he hastily 
mentioned its purport, and bade him prepare for immediate 
departure. 

The dreadful danger which menaced the capital, in which 
probably was involved the safety of the person he loved, 
took so powerful an effect upon the delicate boy, that un- 
able to speak, he motioned for his master not to follow 
him, and tottering to the door of their tent, hastened to 
get air. 

After some minutes' absence, he Tetumed with his eyes 
swollen, but his manner less agitated, ^' I have dear friends 
in Ispahan, you know. Sir," he said timidly, " I tremble for 
them — O let us hasten thithor." 

z3 
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**" Yoa cannot sappoit the &tigae of advancing as I shall 
do," replied his master, ^^ I most he at Ispahan, ere son set to- 
morrow, compose yourself— -you shall follow me as safely 
and as swiftly as possible. My poor boy! I would not haye 
you the prize of Ibrahim." 

The king stopped not for a more particular &rewell, he 
did not even wait for Zaphna's answer, but hurried out to 
rouse his soldiers, to issue orders, to draw supplies from the 
di£ferent garrisons, and to march for Ispahan. 

On the road he encountered several fugitives from the 
broken army of Abbas: from them he learned that Abbas 
had thrown himself into the capital with a handful of men, 
and that doubtless ere this he must have surrendered to the 
basha. 

At a short distance from the capital Sebastian ordered his 
troops to halt, in a situation which concealed them from the 
view of the town : he then dispatched scouts to gain infor- 
mation; their return confirmed his fears; Isjpahan was 
taken ; the city was filled with Turks and Syrians and a 
division of their army lay encamped on the plain to the 
eastward. 

A moment decided him, he divided his force into two 
unequal parts ; with the smaller he hoped to deceive the 
enemy into giving him battle, while with the other, and at 
the same time, he attacked the town itself. Every thing 
would depend on the courage and steadiness of his compa- 
ratively small band. 

Having detailed his plan to the officers, and when stamped 
by their concurrence, explained it to his men, he made 
them a short exhortation : with the strong motive of fight- 
ing for their houses, their liberties, rights, and nearest con- 
nexions ; he mingled so warm an euloglum upon the prince, 
and painted the anguish of his brave heart in such lively- 
colours, that all the soldiers, as if animated by one soul, 
exclaimed, " they would efiace his misfortune or die !" 

" O then, my gallant friends?" exclaimed the transported 
Sebastian, waving his bright sword and pointing to Ispahan, 
" On then, for God and your prince !" 

May we doubt that such honourable enthusiasm pre- 
vailea? no; credulous of the stratagem employed, Ibrahim 
sent orders to his encamped army to give tne Persians bat- 
tle. It was late in the evening when the two parties en- 
countered ; the Persian general had instructions to fight 
Parthian-like, retreating at cveiy stroke, thus drawing his 
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adversary by qnick degrees from Ispahan. Meanwhile Se- 
bastian waited impatiently under cover of the mountain 
behind the city, for the hour of darkness ; every one in the 
town went to repose, except only a few. Turkish sentinels; 
everything was stiU ; the clashing of the contending troops 
came no longer from the distant echoes. A shadowy moon 
favoured stratagem : by its uncertain light some thickets of 
myrtles then covered with white blossoms, among which his 
men were planted, appeared like so many divisions of pha- 
lanxed soldiers. 

Again he divided his force, and attacked at the same 
instant two quarters of the city : the walls were scaled, the 
gates forced, the streets crowded with exultinc^ Persians ; 
the noise of tumult, of hope, of fury, of victory! resounded 
thrt^gh all the squares: Sebastian was everywhere, like 
some warring angel sent to succour a cause favoured by 
heaven, he was seen in every quarter of Ispahan. 

The Turks, half asleep, and scarcely-roused from the 
stupefaction of opium, ran about in aimless confusion; from 
one of these whom he had taken prisoner, Sebastian learned 
the destiny of the prince ; at that moment the basha's per- 
son might have been secured, but it was possible that w;nile 
securing him Abbas might be sacrificed. Sebastian hesitated 
scarce a moment, selfish wishes were subdued, he flew to 
his friend, and had the delight of restoring him to liberty; 
they hastily embraced. 

^'Go, prince," exclaimed Sebastian, interrupting his thanks, 
*'show yourself to the people — ^the sight of you will repay 
them for all their fatigues : ' so saying they separated. 

Abbas flew to head a party of Persians that were yet dis- 
puting the gate of the palace, Sebastian hastened out of the 
city to recal the pursuing part of the army, lest success 
might carry them too far. 

Ibrahun with a remnant of followers had succeeded in 
gaining that division of his force which followed the re- 
treating part of Sebastian 8 ; his troops now outnumbered 
those they pursued, but ignorant of the strength in Ispahan 
he made no other use of this advantage than that of effect- 
ing his retreat to a pass where he encamped himself strongly. 

To attempt forcing his camp would have been to risk the 
superiority already gained; the Persians were exhausted 
by a rapid march and incessant fighting; Sebastian therefore 
called them back, and re-entered the town, where they 
were rejoined before day-break by the other divisioii, which 
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having left Ibrahim entrenching himself amongst the moan- 
tains, had wheeled round through a defile, and trod back 
their steps. 

The knight of the cross had now fulfilled his vow to Sir 
Anthony 8hirley, he had saved Persia : nay more, while 
there remained a chance of victory inclining to the adver- 
sary, he had done violence to liis heart's wish of seeking for 
Kara Aziek. 

The contest over, he ran to the palace, the late quarter 
of the hasha ; almost assured of finding her he sought, he 
hastily interrogated the guards to learn if the Turkish wo- 
men had been respected ; he was answered that there were 
no foreign women in the city ; none had accompanied the 
basha's army. 

Struck and afflicted, Sebastian was some moments ere he 
could reply, or interrogate anew, difi^erent soldiers and 
Syrian prisoners ; one of the latter assured him that there 
were women in the basha's camp near Bagdad, and that he 
knew a Moorish lady had arrived there. At this instant 
intelligence the hopes of Sebastian revived ; ^' I will speak 
with that man agam ;" he said to the Persian who had in- 
terpreted between them, ^^ see that you bring him to me 
when I require him,' the appearance of prince Abbas in- 
terrupted his speech. 

In expressive silence the prince took and squeezed his 
hand, and held it to his heart ; his silence was even more 
eloquent than his countenance ; that semblance of coldness 
which was natural to him, or rather, was the effect of a 
violent repression of violent sensibility, gave way before the 
magnitude of his obligations to Sebastian. 

" You have indeed retrieved my error !" he said at last, 
*' you have saved my father and the kingdom; you have 
preserved me from dying of grief and shame ! what is the 
recompence we are to give you ? — ^the only valuable recom- 
pence in our power you have already wrested from us by a 
noble force — ^you have won our eternal gratitude and ad- 
miration. — Is there any thing else in Persia we may offer '( 
— command it." 

^^One thing more," replied Sebastian, sweetly smiling, 
^^ I would have the Persians respect christians for my sake : 
— should such ever fall into their hands or settle amongst 
them, I pray you bid them remember that it was a christian 
knight who loved their prince, and combated in their de- 
fence." 
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^'And is that all?" exclcumed Abbas, pleasure sparkling in 
his fine countenance — *^ have those bright eyes I warned 
you against, taught your heart no tenderer desire? — were 
you to claim the rarest beauty in Ispahan, nay even my 
sister Zelide, it is not the friend whose life, liberty, and hon- 
our you have saved, that dare deny the boon." 

^' Be under no apprehension, prince," replied Sebastian, 
'' the image of one, amiable as lovely, has long sealed both 
my heart and eyes against other impressions : no Persian 
fady can efface it." 

The smile with which Sebastian concluded, was reflected 
by one from the young Persian, he then led the way to the 
state apartments, where the sophi and Sir Anthony Shirley 
waited to greet their deliverer. 

A glow of modest pleasure sat on the face of Sebastian as 
he bent to the repeated thanks and eulogiums of Shirley ; 
enfeebled by age and emotion, the sophi wept like a child, 
while he embraced his son ; after which he unclasped from 
his throat a massy collar of diamonds, and essayed to fasten 
it round that of Sebastian: but his shaking hands refused to 
obey his will, and Abbas hastened to supply his place. 

There was something so sacred in the feelings of an old 
man and a father, that the king of Portugal would not pain 
them by refusing this magnificent offering; he suffered Abbas 
to clasp the collar, then full of her who alone agitated his 
secret thoughts, proposed to the sophi, that after the repose 
of a night, the troops should make a vigorous as^ult upon 
the camp of the basha, and terminate the war at once, by 
crushing the whole Turkish force in Persia. 

Timid from misfortune, the sophi adopted this counsel 
only in part : he insisted on the necessity of his soldiers 
having a longer period to recruit their strength, lest the 
basha, re-inforced by a body of reserve, which it was 
believed he had stationed behind him in the country of 
Armenia, should prove eventually too strong for their dimi- 
nished numbers. 

To the plausibility of this argument Sebastian opposed 
every reason which could be judiciously urged in support 
of the adverse opinion ; the sophi was absolute; and prince 
Abbas, brave as a lion, but without a genius for war, in- 
clined to his father s judgment, Sebastian bowed gravely, 
and resigned himself to the decision. 

Abbas now eyed his friend with the unsteady and dis- 
turbed look of a man who fears the effect of what lie is 
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going to say; hia cheeks by turns crimsoned and grew pale; 
at length coming close to Sebastian, he said in a low em- 
bamssed voice, ^'Imagine yourself in my place, what would 
be your desire at this moment T 

Sebastian turned round and looked at him earnestly ; ^ I 
comprehend you, prince !" he said, turning pale also, ^you 
would have me resign my conmnand : — ^you would strike 
this last and most important blow yourself. I cannot blame 
such laudable ambition — I honour it — ^but I fear — ^that is — 
the soldiers used to my method of " — ^he stopt in extreme 
confusion, and pained to bitterness ; no selfish ayarice of 
distinction or power, mixed with the dread of a second 
misfortune to Abbas ; he saw the limits of his friend's mili- 
tary capacity, and he trembled at once for Kara Aziek and 
for Persia. 

His resolution however was taken: he determined to 
speak frankly to Abbas on his evident inexperience, and 
tnen represent to him the fiital consequences which must 
ensue, should the Persians be routed. ^^ Retire with me 
into this antichamber," he said softly : the prince followed 
bim in silent dissatisfaction. 

There, an explanation ensued, and though Sebastian &iled 
of dissuading Abbas from his rash resolution, he had the 
consolation of observing that his obstinacy grew out of 
nobleness; no envy discovered itself ; nothing but the lauda- 
ble, though ill-judged longing for an opportunity of regain- 
ing what he thought he had forfeited, a title to the throne 
and people which he had shown himself unable to protect. 

Fearful of appearing to prize command for its own sake, 
Sebastian had nothing left but to request permission to 
serve as a volunteer under his friend, this request was 
granted ; the compact was ratified by the sophi, and again 
vainly combated by Sur Anthony Shirley, after which the 
warrior friends issued from the palace, that they might 
inspect the arsenals, concert measures together, and provide 
as lar as possible against future disaster. 

These employments detained Sebastian till after day- 
break, when he sought his kiosk in the garden of the am- 
bassador*, he now met his page for theftrst time since their 
late parting, the boy had but just arrived, and learnt the 
news of the royal family's safety, and the consequent se- 
curity of Ispahan. 

On seeing their deliverer, he fell at his feet, and bathintr 
his hand with tears, as he timidly liissed it, repeated iii u 
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broken voice, " This, this for my countir." — Touched by 
his sensibility, Sebastian raised him, and anticipating his 
questions, briefly detailed the incidents of the night. *^ You 
have doubtless inquired after the lady MaimunaT he 
asked : Zaphna answered, that she had escaped outrage. 

^' Will you return to her V said the king, ^ or, must 1 
allow you to see the end of this campaign ? is it your wish 
to join me in my expedition with the prince V 

A thousand changing colours painted the face of Zaphna 
at the last expression: he looKed down, but answered 
firmly, " It is.*^ 

Again Sebastian endeavoured to dissuade him, and again 
the youth resisted. Wearied in body and spirit, the king 
required repose, and charging his page to bring him in the 
morning the Turkish prisoner, whom he sought to interro- 
gate, he dismissed him, and laid down to sleep. 

At the hour of rising, Zaphna re-appeared with the 
Turk; Sebastian then learnt that the Moorish lady had 
been seen only once by the basha, that he had expressed 
himself anxious to preserve her from the enemy, and had 
enclosed her, with her women, in a strong fortress among 
the mountains of Taurus : if ^e remained there still, this 
fellow, having once kept guard at her door, undertook to 
lead Sebastian thither, and to obtain his entrance. 

At this proposal, the imprudent lover lost every idea of 
personal danger : too certain that the evil genius of Abbas 
would give victory to his enemy, and that consequently the 
loss of Kara Aziek would follow the loss of Persia, he be- 
lieved there was no longer time to hesitate ; he must endea- 
vour to save her, since no longer permitted to save the 
country. Again, therefore, he must use the aid of artifice : 
hateful necessity ! to which so many upright souls are 
forcibly made to bend ! 

After a few moments of deep thought, he accepted the 
ofi^er of Jusuf, the Turkish soldier ; it was settled that they 
should go privately out of the city together at night, where 
two trusty Italian servants whom Sir Anthony Shirley had 
transferred to his service, were to be in waiting with horses 
and arms : these men were to accompany them to the fort- 
ress, and concealing themselves amongst the hills, wait at a 
certain point of rendezvous for the return of Sebastian with 
his prize. 

To gain admittance into the tower, it would be only 
needfiu to state that Sebastian was a messenger from the 
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foreigti knight, who, disgusted with some affront given him 
by prince Abbas, was willing to revenge himself^ by betray- 
ing the sophi and the city he was left to guard : that to 
avoid the suspicion which would ensue, did he go to the 
basha's camp, towards which Abbas was marching, he had 
chosen this plan of sending an emissary to the basha's wife, 
requiring her promise in Ibrahim's name of acquiescence 
with the demands of the foreigner. 

In state matters alone, the Turks sometimes relaxed 
their strict rules with respect to women ; it was more than 
probable, therefore, that in this instance, tempted by the 
signal advantage held'out, of ending the war by a decisive 
blow, they would fall into the snare : once admitted^ Jusuf 
undertooK, from his knowledge of the place, and by a path 
down the height on which the fortress was situated, to se- 
cure the flight of the lovers. 

A door opened from the women's apartments upon this 
very path, which being a fissure overhung by extremely 
thick shrubs, and terminating in a wood, might be depended 
on for concealing their course ; could they once gain the 
horses, their retreat would be certain. 

Sebastian did not hesitate to embrace this plausible plan : 
the countenance of J^isuf bore the stamp of integrity; and 
compassion for the Moorish lady, whose unceasing sighs he 
had often heard during the whole night of his watch at her 
door, appeared to have infused into him an unfeigned zeal 
for her service. Trusting to his sincerity, Sebastian gave 
him some gold, and promising him a richer reward here- 
after, left him in the kiosk. 

The enthusiasm inspired by Sebastian's late intrepid and 
able conduct, and still more by the sweet graciousness of 
his manner, did not allow the two Italians to debate a mo« 
ment about risking themselves for his sake, and for that of 
the ladies he wished to succour: they promised to meet 
him in a grove of plane trees, behind the city, at the hour 
of twilight. 

It was not Sebastian's intention to encumber himself with 
his page ; and to avoid the boy's importunity he resolved 
not to speak to him of the enterprise until they were be- 
yond the city walls ; there he should disclose his intention, 
and leave him in charge to reveal the motive of his appa- 
rent flight to Sir Anthony Shirley, should fate destine him 
to perish, or be detained in the fortress. 

Desperate indeed was the throw he was about to hazard : 
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every thing rested on the faith of one man who might he- 
tray aiid ruin him ; hut if, withheld by caution, he should 
let this perilous opportunity escape, Kara Aziek might he 
lost to hun for ever ; once possessed by the hasha, death only 
would offer her refuge. This thought determined hun. 

Having arranged his own dearest concern, he hastened to 
visit such parts of the city as required particular attention 
to their defence : he examined, instructed, superintended, 
directed a thousand details in the fortification; he repeated 
the most important orders again and again, that Ispahan 
might not feel his absence, should he not return ere the de- 
parture of prince Abbas : he then returned to his kiosl^, 
warned by the sun, whose softening light was already sink- 
ing behind clouds. 



CHAP. XVIII. 

Sebastian had scarce entered when prince Abbas appeared ; 
he came to inform him that, having received intelligence by 
a deserter from the enemy, of a new movement of the 
basha, which it was important for him to frustrate, he 
should revert to his friend's advice, and march at nightfall. 

At this intelligence, Sebastian's complexion suddenly 
altered : ^' Why does your colour change?" asked Abbas, 
with surprise. 

** The information troubles me," replied his friend, " for 
I do not feel qualified to march so soon — I am not myself 
yet — ^indisposed — disturbed I know not how in my mind." 

" You do not forgive me, I fear," returned Abbas, *' for 
selfishly checking vou in the career of glory : knight, you 
wrong me, if you do not honour my motive; if you do not 
believe that I lament the necessity which forces me to at- 
tempt that which your abler arm need only extend itself to 
seize. Let me but redeem my fame, or lose a worthless, 
slighted life — a life that has now no charms, — since " — ^the 
prince broke off abruptly, smothered a succession of sorrpw- 
lul sighs, and turning aside his face, moved some steps 
away. 

Sebastian guessed ill at his emotion, when concluding it 
to arise solely from a warrior's disappointment, he warmly 
replied, " What fantastic strain does my prince attach to 
himself? Valour, judgment, numbers, what are thev in 
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war, but iincertain and deceiving thingB ? Ylotoiy cftci all 
is in the hand of heaven ; and when a commander has faiiiw 
fully employed every faculty of his soul for the success of 
his army, he may stand acquitted, not only to his conscience 
but to his countrymen. Go, however, brave Abbas, I envy 
not the laurels you are about to gather : your feelings are 
respected by one who has felt the pang of deserved self-re- 
proach. It was my sad destiny to lose a miemorable battle, 
to cause the deaths of thousands by a mixture of credulity 
and obstinacy. Yes I" Sebastian added, fixing his eyes upon 
the symbol of the cross he wore on his shield, ^^for the 
blood that flowed in torrents on that fatal day, I have i^o 
hope of pardon but from the sacred blood that was shed 
here." 

A ray of consolation shone on the face of Abbas at this 
avowal of the invincible stranger : '' You must detail this 
disastrous story when we meet again," he said, ^' now I must 
hasten away — believing that you were to accompany me, I 
have confided the care of Ispahan to Peri Nadir. 1 see by 
your looks that a nights repose is absolutely needful to you 
—join me when you are renreshed." 

Sebastian smiled assent: he looked at his friend, irresolute 
whether he should not confide to him the project for the 
night ; but an instant s reflection decided him to remain 
silent. Abbas might not see the necessity for such haste, 
and if so, Sebastian could not urge his weightiest reason, 
which was founded on an apprehension of the prince's 
failure ; believing it imprudent to risk opposition, he ex- 
changed a cordial embrace with him, and they parted. 

As Abbas passed the portico of the kiosk, he encountered 
Sebastian's page: the boy slowly ascending the entrance 
steps, with his head bent down,sawnot the prince, who struck 
by nis air and figure suddenly stopped : finding his way ob- 
structed, Zaphna raised his eyes ; — ^those eyes — ^tfaat ivor^ 
throat— rthat^ complexion untinted by the faintest red, 
threw Abbas's senses into tumults,— did he, or did he not 
see before him the woman for whom his soul languished ? 

The eagerness and astonishment of his coimtenance as he 
hastily bent forward and attempted to catch the arm of 
Zaphna, alarmed the object of his scrutiny ; Zaphna s heart 
died within him, he was on the point of sinking to the 
earth with grief and shame, when desperately rousmg him- 
self, he sprung past the prince and gained the hall of the 
kiosk. 
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Abbas's first impulse was to follow ; but recalling his 
seattered senses, and resolving not to accuse Sebastian till 
convinced beyond all sophistry to disprove, he tore himself 
from the scene, and ran with a madman's haste to the abode 
of Maimuna. 

He questioned her slaves and her women — ^he insisted 
upon being admitted to her presence — of conversing with 
her, at least a moment, from her window ; he was told 
that Maimuna was sick and she could see no one. At this 
information Abbas s jealous suspicion increased to madness ; 
he commanded her favourite maid to be left alone with 
him, and giving the reins to his natural violence of charac- 
ter, enjoined her to say on her life whether her mistress 
were not with the foreign knight, disguised as a boy. 

His high authority, his imperious tone, and above all, the 
&ar of his vengeance, terrified the poor servant, she fell at 
his feet, confessing the truth of his supposition ; but of her 
mistress's motives for such imprudent conduct she was 
totally ignorant. 

At this confirmation of his worst apprehension, fully as 
he had expected to receive it. Abbas lost all consciousness, 
and for a moment his limbs failed under him : it was but 
a moment of weakness ; the anguish of a virtuous passion 
blighted in its fondest hope, yielded to the frenzy of resent- 
ment : again the burning blood rushed to his cheek, again 
lightning darted from his eyes, and thunder spoke in his 
voice. 

" Stir not hence on your peril !" he exclaimed, ** I go to 
unmask that hjrpocrite who has betrayed Maimuna ; guilty 
as she is, I will save her if possible.'' 

He broke away as he concluded, and taking the road to 
the kiosk, was arrested by a woman meanly attired, who 
bending the knee to him, intreated him to listen to her for 
an instant — " I cannot stay, woman ! — another time— carry 
your petition to the sophi, — another time P 

The petitioner laid hold of his robe— " For the love of 
Ispahan, hear me, great prince ! — I have something strange 
to tell — ^treason and that foreign knight." 

At these words Abbas was spell-bound — ^^ What of that 
pernicious wretch !" he exclaimed incautiously. The tone 
in which he spoke encouraged the woman, and beckoning 
to a grove of trees that suiTOunded a fountain, he followed 
her there impatiently. 

The short detail he then listened to set the seal to Sc- 
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bastian 8 fate. This woman the wife of one of Sir Anthony 
Shirley 8 Italians, had heen weakly entrusted by her hus- 
band with their projected enterprise: terrified for her hus- 
band's safety, which so hazardous a plan endangered, she 
took the resolution of disclosing all to prince Abbas. 

Half-detailed by the Italian, therefore imperfectly rede- 
livered by her, the story presented only a confused account 
of Sebastian s intention to fly that night to a fortress of the 
basha's, and that love for some lady had occasioned him to 
take the step : occupied solely with the image of Maimuna, 
Abbas filled up the dark sketch as his distracted imagination 
prompted; he interrogated the woman afresh, and 3ie with 
a weakness common to informers, who are not complete in 
their information, answered as she saw most consonant with 
the train of his suspicions. 

The prince believed himself now in possession of a clue 
to his friend s sudden wish of absenting himself from the 
army; love and mortified ambition had then sapped his 
vii-tues or displayed their hollowness ; he considered him 
with horror and with hatred : disgrace, public shame, and 
an ignominious death, were the images which quickly rose 
to appease his furious passions. 

Abbas had no doubt, but that acquainted with all his 
military plans, Sebastian meant to deliver him into the 
hands of the basha ; his whole conduct therefore must have 
been a tissue of falsehood from the commencement, and 
doubtless the throne or government of Persia, was to be the 
price of his successful treachery. In order to make ven- 
geance secure, he believed it right to let the traitor enter 
upon his base project. 

Having stood ruminating awhile, he gave the woman his 
purse, and bidding her follow him, hastened to the palace. 

The surprise of the sophi exceeded that of his son ; his 
indignation could not pass beyond that of Abbas : an order 
was immediately issued for several persons to watch the 
movements of Sebastian, and when he was fairly entered 
on his plan, and out of the city with his companions, to 
seize them all and cast them into a dungeon until the return 
of prince Abbas. 

Forced by duty, Abbas was now obliged to join his troops 
and commence nis march : but his heart in tumults, his 
brain almost maddened by rage, disappointed love, betray- 
ed friendship, made him m able to conduct the army of 
Persia. 
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Meanwhile Sebastian's sonl respiring only the tenderest 
and most generous emotions, was anxiously waiting the sig- 
nal for joining his associates : if his thoughts wandered from 
Aziek, they left her sweet image only to seek the throne of 
Almighty Power and Almighty Ooodness; they did not 
leave her, since it was for her he prayed. 

Night now had cast her sudden 6hadow over the city of 
Ispahan : armed with authority, and permitted to go whither 
he would, and at whatever hour, the christian kniffht called 
his paffe, and accompanied by the Turkish soldier, with 
whom ne appeared conversing about the resources of Ibra- 
him, he traversed the streets, and passing one of the remot- 
est gates, quickly joined his Italians, who with four stout 
horses waited at a short distance among some trees. 

It was then that Sebastian, who had hitherto preserved 
a thoughtful silence, which the agitated Zaphna did not ap- 
pear inclined to break, turned towards him, and giving him 
a written paper, which the boy took and put into his 
breast, began to inform him of his destmation : at this junc- 
ture a band of. armed men, headed by an officer of prince 
Abbas's, rushed from behind a thicket, and sprung on the 
astonished party. 

Seized before he could be aware of their approach, and • 
ignorant of his crime, Sebastian knew it would be fruitless to 
attempt resistance ; his calm undaunted air awed his cap- 
tors; he listened with amazement to their accusation oi 
perfidy ; but perceiving the force of appearances, he simplv 
requested to be taken either to the sophi or to the English 
ambassador. 

Neither of these requests was granted ; he was hurried 
back to Ispahan, brought to the state-prison, and there thrust 
into its vilest cell. Zaphna, whose senses had forsaken him 
at these terrible words — " The prince of Persia denounces 
you as a traitor," was also confined in a dungeon, and left 
there to weep the consequence of a fatal abandonment of 
woman's law. 

All these events passed with so much circumspection, 
secrecy, and promptitude, that not even Sir Anthony Shir- 
ley heard the news till the next day at noon : transfixed 
with horror, scarcely crediting his senses, and incapable of 
lightly attributing such unexampled baseness to the noble 
Portuguese, feeling too that not only his own honour was 
implicated, but the interest of his sovereign endangered by 

2 A 3 



282 DON 8BBA8TIAN. 

her ax^Qibassador'B indiscreet confidence, he lost no time in 
seeking an audience of the sophi. 

The aged monarch's faculties had received a stimulus from 
these extraordioary circumstances, and he spoke with as 
,much discrimination as vehemence, while he refused to 
permit an interview between Shirley and the foreigner, un- 
til the return of prince Abbas. 

Overwhelmed with regret and trouble, Sir Anthony re- 
tired, still wandering in a maze of contradictory fears, con- 
jectures, and hopes. 

Meanwhile Sebastian remained in his dungeon the prey 
of agonising thoughts : his guards had informed him that 
he was accused of mtending to betray the Persians, that his 
guilt was proved by the evidence of the Italians, who con- 
fessed that the V were employed to attend him to the basha a 
fortress ; and that the pretence of going to release a favourite 
lady, waa rendered absurd by the circumstance of his being 
detected in carrying ofif a Persian woman. That crime 
alone deserved death, more especially since this woman was 
now known to be the object of prince Abbas's concealed 
attachment. 

At this detail Sebastian gave himself up for lost ; innocent 
as he was, circumstances had fatally conspired to give an 
air of fiEiIsehood to his conduct, and from whatever motive 
Maimuna had sought his protection, it was evident his life 
must pay the forfeit of her indiscretion. Not for himself^ 
he alternately supplicated heaven's assistance, or wildly be- 
wailed its hard decree ; it was for. Kara Aziek that he raved, 
for her who only lived in the fond hope of obtaining liberty 
and happiness from his hands. 

One ray of consolatory expectation beamed on him ; it 
proceeded from a knowledge of Abbas's naturally noble 
character ; perhaps even outraged love might not be power- 
ful enough to harden so upright a heart against the impres- 
sion of truth. If Sebastian were frankly to relate the story 
of his attachment, Abbas might eventually discover, that 
the friend in whom he had confided, had neither betrayed 
his mistress nor his king. 

This expectation was soon destroyed : the first day dosed, 
the secona night was already far advanced, when tumultu- 
ous sounds were heard in the streets of ispcihan ; confusion, 
consternation, sorrow, evidently reigned throughout the 
capital ; murmurs and lamentations reached even to the 
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dungeon of Sebastian; half-starting from the ground on 
which he was lyiiig^ he listened to catch some articulate 
sound, nothing was distinct; all was hurry and distress. 

Diyining part of the truths his agitation became intolera- 
ble: Abbas, most likely, had been again defeated. Mighty 
God ! and Sebastian's avenging arm was chained down by 
iron bolts I at this thought, the groan that burst from his 
great heart shook the walls of his cell: he pulled, he tugged 
his heavy chain; he essayed to tear up the ponderous staple 
by which it was riveted to the stone pavement. Vain 
were all his efforts; again the noise increased — ^it approached 
^t was in the prison ! 

At the echo of several hasty steps passing his door, he 
demanded loudly what had happenedl for awhile no one 
attended to him; at length a person answered sternly, ^' The 
prince is taken, the sophi is dead — the people call cdoud for 
your head !" The man moved away as he spoke, leaving Se- 
bastian transfixed with an emotion to which no name could 
be given : it might be hope, it might be despair ; Sebastian 
himself knew not which it was. 

While yet motionless, he heard his name repeated vehe- 
mently without, and re-echoed- through all the passages of 
the vaults; a moment after, the door of his cell new open. 

Prepared to meet instant death, the brave and unfortun- 
ate kmg roused himself to breast the torrent of popular 
ftiry ; his whole soul was collected in his eyes, as he drew 
back like one who stations himself, and directed a steady 
look towards his murderers. 

A crowd rushed in; amongst these, he beheld Sir Anthony 
Shirley, and the still disguised Maimuna: sinking at his feet, 
while some soldiers knocked off his fetters, she exclaimed, 
" You are free ! hasten to rescue the prince .'" 

The dream-like amazement of Sebastian suspended utter- 
ance, he looked round on the persons who filled the cell 
with an air which asked explanation : Sir Anthpny Shirley 
with less agitation but equsd haste briefly replied, that the 
paper found on Zaphna, added to her voluntary confession, 
and the testimony of him who had acted as interpreter 
between him and the Turkish prisoner, had cleared his 
reputation ; that the people no longer doubted his fidelity, 
but trusted to him for succour in this their time of extrem- 
ity. 

Prince Abbas had been taken by a stratagem, with all 
his principal officers, and overcome with such news, the aged 
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sophi had expired of griei^ the soldiets now called for their 
fonner general, and so fiir from thirsting for his blood, 
th^ swore not to onsheath a sword unless at his command. 

On the wings of the wind, with a heart triumphing in 
the hope of again rescuing his friend, Sebastian broke 
through th6 crowd, and joined the diminished troops ; a 
sword canght from the hand of a guard flamed in his grasp ; 
his eyes communicated electric fire to every desponding indi- 
vidual : with one voice they hailed their war-eenius, and 
marshalling around him, called on him to lead them to vic- 
tory. 

This spontaneous acquittal touched him sensibly ; these 
people then, were better judees of his character than the 
man who believed himself ms friend ; but these people 
compared his actions without prejudice, and Abbas was 
blinded by jealousy. 

Did Sebastian meditate what is caUed a noble revenge, 
when he traversed with the velocity of light, the tract of 
country which divided him from Aboas? No: his heart was 
only eager to prove its own integrity and to save his friend. 

Animated by his example, the troops respired confidence 
and conquest : they ran rather than marched ; and in a few 
hours came up with the basha, who, evading the remnant 
of Abbas 8 army, had made a skilful turn, and leaving a 
small force to amuse and keep them in check, was advanc- 
ing rapidly upon Ispahan. 

Inequality of numbers was now an atom; where every- 
thing must be lost, where ever3rthing is not risked, there 
remains no alternative. Sebastian drew up his little army 
in an advantageous position, which from the nature of the 
ground, rendered the enemy's cavalry useless, and blocked 
out part of his in&ntry ; there he offered and he gave battle. 

Who may doubt the success of loyalty and enthusiasm ? 
Sebastian poured the tide of battle at will : his troops re- 
pulsed those of the basha ; attacked in their turn, broke 
through the thick squadrons, dispersed, drove, pursued, 
routed them 1 

The basha himself fell by the hand of a Persian soldier : 
at this event the Turks and Syrians laid down their arms 
and terminated the contest. 

Sebastian flew to their camp ; he enquired for the prince 
of Persia and was shown a tent strictly guarded, where the 
soldiers delivered up their swords and led him in. Seated 
on the ground in a posture of sullen despair, he beheld 
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Abbas: the prince raised his eyQS,the lightning that fladied 
from them announced his error : ^' What, traitdr ! escaped?' 
he started upas he spoke, and would have rushed upon lus 
deliverer, but Sebastian wrested his arm, exclaiming in a 
voice that made itself obeyed, ^^ Hold, prince ! there are 
some things which not even a friend may pardon — I am 
your friend still/ 

At this instant the tent was crowded with Persian officers 
and soldiers; some fell at their beloved monarch's feet, 
some pressed forward to kiss his hand, while a]l expressed, 
in confused sentences, admiration of Sebastian. Abbas 
eagerly inquired the meaning of these eulogiums. 

His royal f&ther s chief equerry, who had been pre- 
sent during the strange avowal of Maimuna, hastened to 
inform him, that one of the officers who had assisted in 
seizing the christian, recollected a paper which had been 
found on the page, and which, though directed to Sir An- 
thony Shirley, he carried to the sophi : this paper contained 
Sebastian's narrative to the ambassador of his intended en- 
terprise, and its motives. The sophi, astonished and bewil- 
dered, sent for Shirley, and by his advice caused the man 
to be sought for, who had interpreted between the knight 
and the Turk; this man's evidence was in strict conformity 
with the contents of the letter : nothing remained but to 
elucidate the mystery of Sebastian's female page. 

Maimuna was sent for; it was then that, wild with de- 
spair at having caused so much horror, the trembling giri 
sunk on her knees, and confessed that a hopeless passion 
for the prince had prompted her to assume a disguise, and 
seek the protection of one with whom she thought herself 
assured of seeing Abbas : she protested that her wishes had 
not gone beyond that of ever being near him, and perhaps of 
succouring him if wounded. His apparent unobservance 
of her — for how often does love thus painfully blind us to 
what we wish to see ! — ^had persuaded her tliat she might 
be seen by him under any form without being recognised ; 
since however he had discovered her, since it was Abbas 
who deemed her guilty of an unpardonable crime, she was 
willing to expiate her &ult, and end her grief with her life. 

This extraordinary recital was accompanied by an emotion 
too powerful for art to assume ; her tears and blushes while 
she spoke of prince Abbas, bore conviction to the sophi, 
who pitying so excessiveapas8ion,and moved by the memory 
of her dead father s semces, granted her forgiveness, and 
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cQmmanded all mention of her disguise to cease amongst bd 
attendants. 

The other companions of Sebastian having been separately 
re-examined, continued to bear the same testimony to the 
fidelity of their master, they were therefore honourably 
discharged, and the sophi was just about to charge the im* 
patient Shirley with an order for his gallant mend s re- 
lease, when a messenger arrived with t)ie news of prince 
Abbas 8 capture. 

At the first words spoken by this indiscreet person, the 
aged sophi fell into the arms of an attendant, deprived of 
sense : ne breathed again, but he spoke no more ; his eyes 
were for awhile raised with anguish to heaven, then weighed 
down by the hand of death, closed for ever ! 

When the officer who narrated these events came to this 
part of his recital, the young sophi uttered a cry, and throw- 
ing himself on the eartli, covered his head with his mantle ; 
no one ventured to disturb his grief ;— the tears of a virtu- 
ous son for a tender parent are precious in the sight of men 
and angels. 

After awhile, he raised himself with a serious but deso- 
lated air, and looked wishfully round for his friend ; but he 
saw him not. Sebastian had disappeared the moment his 
own justification began; he had gone in search of Kara 
Aziek. 

Trembling at every question he put to the Turks and Sy- 
rians, lest. their answers should inflict a deadly wound, he 
hurried from tent to tent; at length one of the bashas officers 
confirmed the account given by Jusu^ and assured Sebastian 
that the Moorish lady with her attendants were stiU in the 
fortress of Ebhn Sait. There was yet another question 
to ask, and again the lover s heart died within him ; the in- 
quiry rose to his lips, and fell back. 

Alter some efibrts, he was able to ask whether the basha's 
marriage had yet been solemnised? ^'No: the Moorish 
lady had at first pleaded the rights of mourning ; then fol- 
lowed the death of a European woman who accompanied 
her ; and that event, united to the warlike anxieties which 
forcibly engrossed the basha, had delayed his happiness; 
since that period she had suddenly proclaimed herself a 
christian, and swore to die rather than unite her soul with 
that of an infidel." 

What became of Sebastian at this information ? a pang of 
joy, for it was joy even to agony, seized his passionate and 
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pious heart; he caught the ann of the man who spoke, and 
closing his eyes, exclaimed in a suffocating voice, ^ Stop-— 
stop— I can hear no more !" 

A few moments recovered him ; he moved his hand from 
the mussulman s arm, and rushing away to a solitary spot, 
prostrated himself before that Saviour whose divine mission 
Aziek had at length acknowledged. 

• He wept in the fulness of virtuous satisfaction : her con- 
version, her safety, his late perilous situation, the triumph 
of his arms, the rescue of Abbas, those tumultuous changes 
of his fate from disgrace to e^piltation, from despair to 
transport ; changes which had hurried and exhausted his 
80ul--all flowed in these relieving tears. It might be said 
that this was the most delicious moment of Sebastian's life. 

Having indulged his emotion, he arose, and returned to 
find prince Abbas : they met seeking each other. Abbas, 
abashed at sieht of a man to whom he owed so much, and 
whom he had used so violently, stopped, drew back, and 
averting his head with a look of shame, timidly stretched 
out his arms: the generous Sebastian sprung forward and 
strained him to his breast: that embrace supplied the 
place of speech* 

They remained silent for some time; at length prevent- 
ing the faltering voice of the young sophi, Sebastian ex- 
claimed, " We part here, my friend, for awhile — ^you doubt- 
less hasten to reanimate Ispahan — I fly to secure her with- 
out whom I am nothing. When thou seest her. Abbas, 
thou wilt confess— but no— it is her soul thou shouldst see, 
to make a love like mine lose its seeming madness.* 

The sophi answered bv ordering his troops to follow at 
the command of Sebastian ; he would not pain his noble 
friend by obstinately recurring to those thanks he wished 
to wave, but he grasped his hand while speaking, with an 
agitation of eye and limb which left no doubt of his grati- 
tude. The army then arranged themselves in the order o( 
march, with their prisoners and their spoil, and headed by 
their new sovereign, took the road to Ispahan. 

Sebastian selected a small band in case of resistance, and 
crossed the country to the fortress of Ebhn Sait. 

As he ascended the steep heights leading to this interest- 
ing place, his heart altematelv rushed forward and receded: 
how much did he still fear ! ror how much he loved ! 

The oriental architecture of the building, and the roman- 
tic scenery amongst which it stood, rendered its appearance 
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rather beaatiful than throatening : a few pieces of Turkish 
ordnoBce mounted the walls ; these however were deserted ; 
and as Sebastian appi'oached he beheld the gates open and 
the courts unguarded. His hopes withered at once; he 
halted an instant, then recovering himself, gave some brief 
orders in case of being allured by a stratagem ; he then led 
part of his troops into the interior. 

No one was visible; they penetrated the passages and 
the chambers ; all were abandoned. Struck with grief and 
dismay, Sebastian pronounced in a sorrowful tone the name 
of Kara Axiek ; that well-known voice was answered by a 
cry of joy : a door hitherto unseen, flew open, and the ob- 
ject of all his hopes and fears springing from a couch on 
which she had been sleeping, flew towards him, and threw 
herself into his arms. 

His animated air, the dress of the soldiers by whom ho 
was surrounded, the very manner with which he held and 
embraced her, assured her that he came as a conqueror and 
deliverer: her spirit had been long racked with various 
akurms; the dreaidfnl scenes of war, and the more terrifying 
contests with the bashas rude passion, had completely sub- 
dued her, and she was no longer mistress of herself when 
she felt freedom and happiness on the breast of him she 
loved* 

Her joy took the character of delirium : she wept, and 
smiled, and sobbed ; repeated the same unconnected words 
again and again; held Sebastian with wild strength, and 
gazed at him with such a fixed yet troubled look, as a per> 
son might be supposed to give, who feared to behold ano- 
ther vanish into air. 

This strange transport, perhaps mixed a salutary alloy 
with that of Sebastian ; he trembled for her delicately-con- 
structed firame, and far from giving loose to his own feel- 
ings, was only assiduous to sonen and gently control hers. 

ay degrees her joy lost its fearfiilness and its tumult, 
and settled iato delightful certainty : she ceased to speak ; 
but she remained leaning on the shoulder of her hero ; at 
intervals raising his hand to her lips with an expression of 
happiness and gratitude in her eyes, as she lifted them to- 
waids heaven. 

With what fulness of delight, with what tenderness, did 
Sebastian sit contemplating uer, as their hearts only spoke 
to each other ! The information of the basha's ofiicer had 
taken away every sentiment of regret or self-blame at in- 
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dulging an attachment which his higoted tenets sometimes 
led him to condemn : it was now that he felt privile^ged to 
pour his whole soul into hers — ^to mix, to unite, to con- 
found them indeed for ever. 

' While his arms encircled her, he thought no more of 
camps or of courts, of the world and its vain pageants ; nay, 
he ceased to think of the beauteous body which enclosed 
the spirit he loved : he felt that spirit only, and believed 
that an eternity of such sweet and pure emotions as the 
present, would be an eternity of beatitude. 

The Persian soldiers now re-entered, impatient for per- 
mission to sack the fortress and to return home ; Sebastian 
roused himself, and moving with many a lingering look 
from Kara Aziek, hurried over the building to discover 
whether any Turks were concealed. — It was evident that 
these people had precipitately abandoned it on the news of 
their general's defeat, without caring for the women, whom 
they left as completely ignorant of their flight, as of the 
motive which prompted it, and had fled homewajrds. 

Having ascertained their absence, and booty, Sebastian 
prepared litters for his beloved and her women, which they 
joyiully entered, and borne by soldiers, set forward on their 
way to the capital. 



CHAP. XIX. 

It was night when the triumphant band entered Ispahan : 
they found the streets and the gardens illuminated ; every 
place was crowded with people rending the air with acclam- 
ations, in which the names of the new sophi and his victo- 
rious friend were joined. 

Sebastian s heart throbbed with virtuous exultation ; it 
was to him this populous city was indebted for her deliver- 
ance and for her monarch ! — His steps were now impeded 
by frequent parties of the citizens forcibly stopping mrii to 
crown his head with garlands, and to bless him for their 
freedom ; it was with difficulty he could reach the house 
of Sir Anthony Shirley, where he assisted Kara Aziek to 
quit her litter, and led her into the apartments of the am- 
bassador. 

Shirley welcomed back his guest with open arms, Sebas- 
tian returned his embrace, and thanking hun for the justice 
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he had rendered to his principles, presented the fiEur proof 
of his truth. 

When the lovely Moor threw hack her veil to answer the 
courteous salutation of the Englishman, a modest glow an- 
imated her softly-speaking eyes, hut those eyes floated in 
tears, for the sight of Sir Anthony Shirley brought back the 
memory of his countrywoman whom death had so lately 
torn away. She spoke, she moved, and the grave statesman 
delighted with the melody of her voice, and the grace and 
symmetry of her shape, forgot that the hue of the olive was 
spread over those exquisite limbs. 

Sweet to the lover is the tributary admiration paid to the 
object of his adoration! Sebastian read Shirley s appro visd 
in his looks, and eager to display the still lovelier part of 
his Aziek, won her into discourse. 

Their theme was the story of Aziek s friend ; of her last 
illness, her resignation, her saint-like piety, her death ! — 
regret and affection made Kara Aziek eloquent, and both 
her auditors hung on her accents with intent pleasure. As 
she described the important scenes that had passed between 
her and this superior woman, each listened attentively; 
Kara Aziek was describing the progress of her own conver- 
sion. Sebastian waft only attentive to discover whether she 
really had deserted the standard of the false prophet ; Shir- 
ley anxiously hoped to hear that she had become a convert 
to the new doctrine of Luther. 

Both were satisfied ; — ^Aziek was a christian and a Lu- 
theran : the death-bed of Amelia had sealed her arguments. 

" What a noble poul 1 what a rare judgment !" exclaimed 
Sir Anthony, inwardly : " She has acknowledged Jesus !* 
said Sebastian to himself, ^^ that is the first step — and I 
should be satisfied with it. The false creed of this English- 
woman will soon be displaced by our sublime mysteries ; 
my Aziek s mind is capable of being darkened by the 
prejudice of a£Pection, but affection also may enlighten it 
again." 

With this soothing thought he yielded to his joy, and 
expressed it rapturously ; the entrance of the sophi, whom 
not even his august dignity could restrain &om hastening 
to his preserver, interrupted the conversation. 

A blush of graceful shame again painted Abbas's features : 
restored to dominion and to happmess, he could no longer 
deny himself the gratification of confessing his faults, ex- 
pressing his gratitude, and entreating forgiveness. '^Jealous 
love," he concluded, ^' is stronger than friendship ; I saw 
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Maimnna with von, I believed you a seducer and a dissem- 
bler ; for I would not believe the woman I worshipped afar 
off like some sacred star, whom I trembled to address till X 
could lay such laurels at her feet as her father had been 
accustomed to gather-^I could not believe this woman 
capable of following into a camp the man who either slight- 
ed or was ignorant of her passion. How could the timid 
mind of the most timid of lovers divine, that it was to be near 
him she entered the service of another ? Swept away by a 
tempest of fury, I forgot those virtues, those benefits ' — 

Sebastian interrupted this speech by a warm embrace ; 

he conjured his friend to bury all thoughts of the past, and 

presenting to him Kara Aziek, who had modestly retired, 

,but now re>appeared at her hero's voice, he requested an 

apartment for her in the palace of the princess of Persia. 

Overjoyed to have anything in his power to grant, Abbas 
immediately ordered the royal litter, and had the Moorish 
lady conveyed to his sister's residence. 

There Kara Aziek beheld herself once more in the society 
of women, whose minds and hearts somewhat resembled 
her own : the interesting Maimuna, and her young likeness 
princess Zelide, by turns soothed and amused her. Mai- 
muna discoursed of Sebastian ; for she loved, and she knew 
therefore the theme that would be most delightful, Zelide 
alternately painted the late horrors, and the smiling pro- 
spects of futurity, and with her April-like discourse, gave 
wings to the passing hours. 

Wl^Ue these new associates reposed on their divcms, the 
christian knight and the sophi unwillingly left them for 
consultation on state affairs. The new monarch sought the 
advice of a friend, whose opinions he received as oracles, 
and considered like inspiration he knew not the complicated 
machine of government, which had once been moved by that 
powerful hand ! 

Having decided on means for concluding the war with 
the campaign, and forcing the enemy into restitution, they 
discussed several abuses in the Persian state, which only 
' peace could enable the sophi to reform ; much salutary 
change was suggested by Sebastian, and eagerly embraced 
by Abbas, whose heart, nobly superior to his genius, re- 
quired but the sight of a benevolent scheme, to welcome 
and^o employ it. 

iTompted by gratitude and affection he now offered his 
fi iend the choice of any rank or station throughout Persia, 
with exercise of his own religion, and the extraordinary 
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penniasion of protecting christians, and building for them 
a place of worship ; he drew a seducing picture of their 
social happiness when united to the women they loved, 
forming one family of affection. 

Sebastian grieved that he must destroy this agreeable 
illusion ; nothing could exceed the distress of Abbas, when 
he heard that the friend by whose great qualities he in<^ 
tended henceforth to model his own character, was drawn 
by some strong, though secret tie^ to another quarter of 
the globe. 

Sebastian had requested an escort for himself and Kara 
Aziek to the port of Cairo, from whence he meant to trans- 
port themselves to some maritime town of Italy, whence 
they might embark in one of those vessels which carried on 
a contraband trade with Brazil. Arguments were in vain 
to combat a resolution which duty commanded him to keep 
inviolate : Sebastian believed himself called on to seek the 
recovery of those rights with which Providence had ori- 
ginally invested him ; and drawn by a more powerful, be- 
cause more grate^l friendship for Gaspar, than that which 
Abbas excited^ reined in with difficulty an expression of his 
impatience to be gone. 

Finding persuasions and entreaties equally useless, and 
convinced oy the strong emotion of his deliverer, that no 
common motive impelled his conduct, the sophi yielded to 
necessity, and promised him the escort ; while reluctantly 
pronouncing this promise, he tried to console himself by 
thinking tl^t some little time must be allowed for the pre- 
paration of suitable marks of the Persian empire s esteem 
and regret : the nuptials, too, of its sovereign ought to be 
graced by his friend s appearance ; and if that friend meant 
to make Kara Aziek his own by the forms of the christian 
diurch, he must delay yet longer. The hope of thus de- 
taining him awhile, revived the sophi, and dismissing his 
saddened looks, he prepared to enjoy present happiness 
while it lasted. 

From this period good fortune might be said to place her 
throne at Ispahan. The Turks were driven out of Syria 
and forced to sue for peace, which Abbas insured to his 
people, by granting on liberal terms to the humbled enemy : 
success and cheerful obedience followed the acts of his new 
government ; his marriage was solemnised with every^e- 
raonstration of joy by nis subjects : and the nuptials of 
Sebastian, though performed aunost secretly in the chapel 
of the ambassador, were so fat from displeasing the Per- 
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sians, that they celebrated them with acclamations of plea- 
ssre 

Alone and unconnected, far from her country, and volun- 
tarily abandoning it for ever, Kara Aziek saw in. the hus- 
band to whom she gave herself, her world and her felicity ! 
It was sweet to her tender heart to find no object share it 
with him ! Wanted she other affection 1 0, no ! — was it 
not sufficient to concentrate upon one being, every senti- 
ment which weakens by difiPusion ? 

When Sebastian received her into his arms as the ambas- 
sador's chaplain closed the book of prayer, when he held 
her against his heart that throbbed with the conviction of 
their eternal union, what a sacred joy stilled all those tu- 
multuous feelings with which he had counted the moments, 
and hurried on the ceremony I 

The same soft and delightful emotion gently agitated 
each ; they spoke but in sighs, and with their tears. Elo- 
quent silence ! needed ye a tongue ? 

Sebastian would not delay his departure ; he hastened its 
preparations, and at length reached the moment he wished. 

Loaded with presents of treasure and costly attire, with 
which the magnificent court of Persia endeavoured to ex- 
press its gratitude, and which Sebastiim in vain attempted 
to refuse, the christian knight and his bride prepared to 
quit a country they could not hope to see again. Kara 
Aziek had transferred all her women except one to the 
princess of Persia : and Sebastian retained only the faithful 
Baremel as his attendant to the new world. 

The escort appointed to attend the travellers was more 
than sufficient for security ; but the sophi willed it should 
distinguish his preserver by its magnificence. 

The palace resounded with lamentation when their last 
embraces were exchanged, the sophi rent his garments, and 
threw himself on the ground in a passion of grief : he re- 
mained there without raising his head, till the sound of his 
friend's departing steps no longer reached him; he then 
arose, and shut himself into a solitary chamber, where not 
even his beloved Maimuna veintured to disturb his sorrow. 

Equally moved, but long disciplined in self-control^ the 
king of Portugal con<^ealed as sad a heart under a calmer 
aspect; his gentle Aziek wept uninterruptedly. In the 
hall of the palace they met Sir Anthony Shirley, whom 
they were going to seek : his adieus were less agitating, but 
as impressive as those of Abbas. 

*^ You go, brave Portuguese !" he said, "and I dare not 
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ask whither : what destiny may that he which authotises 
80 much mystery : are the friends year virtue acquires to 
remain for ever in this ignorance ? — I ask not where you 
go, hut I would ask if you believe we shall ever meet again?" 
^' I hope it — ^nay I helieve it 1" replied Sebastian, bright- 
ening into animation, ^'you will hear of me in Europe some 
day ; and I charge you by our friendship, to recal at that 

geriod what I owe to you now. To you, I owe my present 
appiness ; to you, I owe what I may have regained then : 
was it not to your generous reliance on my integrity that I 
am indebted for having acquired the power to benefit Per- 
sia? — Forget not the knight of the cross-r-forget not those 
liaeaments by which you may remember him : the hour 
may oome when these lineaments will present themselveti 
to your eye under a very different garb, and when the 
wandering adventurer may give you a signal proof of his 
gratitude. Farewell ! 

As he spoke, he exchanged rings with Shirley, who, 
cheered by this assurance, yet bewildered by the conjec- 
tures to which it led, embraced him in sUence, and kissed 
the hand of Kara Aziek. 

The travellers then mounted the commodious carriage 
which had been constructed for them by order of the sopm, 
and attended hy a troop of horsemen and loaded camels, 
departed from Ispahan. 



CHAP. XX. 



Let me pass lightly over the period in which the king of 
Portugal and his Aziek journeyed from Ispahan to Cairo. 
They embarked there in a vessel bound for Venice ; so» 
joumed at Venice only till they procured a passage in a 
ship going to India; the captain of which engaged to stop at 
Massignan, where Brazil traders usually watered, and where 
he might then transfer his passengers according to their 
. wishes. 

As the Venetian bark sailed between the shores of Spain 
and of Africa, and leaving the smiling waves of the Mediter- 
ranean, entered upon the stem Atlantic, emotions of awe, of 
apprehension, of gratitude, springing from the memory of 
former days, grew upon the nearts of Sebastian and Kara 
Aziek. 



wr-ymmmmi^^^^ m — ■ i ■ ^ p |||w< ■ 



DON 8KBA8TIAK. 295 

After 80 many yicissitudes, so many anxieties, they were 
united inseparably ; 

*^ The world waa ftll before them where to choose 
Their plaee of rest ; and prorideDce their groide !'* 

Buried in profound thought, they sat together with their 
eyes fixed on the two coasts that recalled such various re- 
memhrances. Kara Aziek gazed on Africa, thinking of her 
Either and Abensallah: Sebastian regarded the Spanish shore, 
gradually turning his reflections from remote events to such 
as had been lately detailed to him at Venice. He had learn- 
ed there several important facts, upon which he now rumi- 
nated in serious silence. 

Since his departure from Portugal, and after sojourning 
in Persia, much change had taken place. Cardinal Henry 
was dead, the succession to his throne had been hotly con- 
tested by a crowd of pretenders: don Antonio was proclaim- 
ed by one party, Philip XL by another; the streets of Lisbon 
had been filled with assassination and tumults ; her prisons 
alternately thronged with tbe adherents of the Braganzas 
and the d Aveyros. Finally Spain prevailed : Antonio had 
escaped with difficulty beyond sea, thrown himself on the 
protection of England, embarked in a vain expedition, lost 
all hope again, and was now wandering through France, 
mocking poverty with the title of king, which his rank and 
vicious conduct rendered but a seal of infamy. 

Seated on his throne of Spain, Philip made the neck of 
Portugal his footstool ; she felt her new sovereign only by 
the weight of his tyranny ; her nobles were torn from her, 
her court filled with the greedy followers of a Castilian re- 
gent : her treasures were wafted into Spanish porta, and her 
halls of justice transported to the capital of her oppressor. 
Crushed with accumulating burdens, her people lost their 
strength to resist ; and ternfied by the bloody vengeance 
which Philip took on them for yielding to the delusion of 
two impostors who had successively started up proclaiming 
themselves don Sebastian, they thought no more of their 
rights ; they crouched under his iron sceptre, appearing to 
believe themselves fortunate if but permitted to breathe. 

With her towns garrisoned by foreign troops, her arms 
wrested from her grasp, her treasury rifled, her fleet dis- 
mantled, what could wretched Portugal do but sit sullenly 
in her chains, desperate of relief? Could the hand of one 
man, even though the hand of her lawful king, hope to 
break those bonds ? The thought was madness. 

Sebastian saw that to follow his heart s impulse, and fly 
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immediately to the succour of his subjects, would be onl^ 
to offer himself up a useless victim ; he would be only 
exciting fresh blood to flow, fresh horrors to arise ; unless 
acknowledged and assisted by other powers, and that at 
some critical moment of Spanish weakness, he could not 
expect to regain or to restore his people to liberty. There 
was no path for him but that he was now in ; he must seek 
the advice of don Emanuel de Castro, and try through him 
the temper of his trans-atlantic subjects. 

The bitterness of his regret for having originally caused 
all this suffering to Portugsl, was like the anguish of a father 
who beholds his only son plunged into crime and misery- 
through his own faulty indulgence. 

Seluistian's heart might be said to weep blood, while he 
enumerated the enormities of Philip, and the wrongs of the 
Portuguese ; the gloom of his looks saddened Kara Aziek, 
and when tenderly inquiring his thoughts, she learned 
their painful nature, it cost her some effort to conquer her 
sympathy, and exert herself to argue away his excess of 
self-reproach. 

By gentle degrees she changed the current of his reflec- 
tions, though they turned into one not so smooth as the 
hand of wedded love would willingly have made it. 

Sebastian had frequently conversed with his wife on the 
subject of her new religion ; but in the hurry of land-tra- 
velling, those conversations had been short and unsatisibc- 
tory ; sufficient however, to show the afflicted husband that 
the wife of his bosom nourished what he believed a fatal 
system of error, denounced by the church, and abhorred of 
God. 

It was in the leisure of a long voyage that he hoped to 
eradicate these pernicious doctrines. 

Having fortunately encountered a Brazil trader at Mas- 
signan and procured a passage in her to St Salvador, he be- 
gan now to make the attempt; Kara Aziekmethis scrutiny 
with frankness and confidence. All other opinions she 
would have hoped and wished to find yield to nis sounder 
reasoning ; but over this important point, the weakness of 
fond woman dared not usurp any influence. 

In converting her friend from Mahometanism to Chris- 
tianity, Emilia had gone back to the source whence alone 
man can expect to draw pure doctrine; she had taught her 
from the sacred book itself, such as it appears to an attentive, 
inquiring, and docile mind. Sho had stripped herself of 
every prejudice, even in favour of the great reformer to 
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whom 80 many souls stand indebted for an example of 
mental courage; and perhaps in dictating the creed which 
she thus formed out of the commands of our Lord, and the 
exhortations of his apostles, she taught a purer religion 
than Luther himself. 

Emilia had then compared this scriptural Christianity 
with the monstrous system of popery: ho^ simple, how 
beautiful, how divine, was the one I how complicated, how 
contradictory, how merely human, the other ! 

Kara Aziek found her hesitation and doubts vanish with 
the fantastic mysteries which had given them birth : her 
spirit prostrateditself with tears of joy, of love, of adoration, 
at the feet of the meek and spotless Jesus! she acknowledg- 
ed her Redeemer and her divine Master, in him who spoke 
to the understanding as well as to the heart ; and building 
her faith upon examination and conviction, she built it upoii 
a rock. 

The readiness with which she met inquiry, and the atten- 
tion she gave to argument, at first inspirited Sebastian, but 
he soon found that to some of her interrogatories he was 
unable to reply, and that several of her observations stai'tled 
his own faith. 

Shocked, alarmed, afflicted, his soul recoiled from the 
sight of that precipice, to which he believed himself on the 
point of being hurried : he precipitately abandoned 'his en- 
terprise, and for some days their conversation flowed solely 
upon other subjects. 

Vain was the attempt to banish from his mind the re- 
membrance of those remarks which troubled him ; as vain 
the hope of being content to see Aziek's soul divided from 
his own. Tormenting apprehensions for her, or doubts for 
himself, by turns distracted him, poisoning the sweet hours 
of love and of confidence. 

Irresolute, fearful, virtuously fearful of sinning by pre- 
sumption, he trembled to proceed in an investigation, which 
tlireatened the destruction of his long-nursed Superstitions : 
but at length a naturally courageous mind shook off its 
fetters, and decided him to go on. 

The first advantage was gained by Aziek; Sebastian 
allowed the fairness of taking scripture for a guide : when 
he granted this to her reasoning, he knew not to what im- 
poitant concessions it would lead. From the instant ho 
abandoned the popish strong-hold of traditionary doctrine, 
Kara Aziek triumphed. 

With the sacred volume in her hand, and every faculty 
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roused to comprehend and to explain its dubious passages, 
she continued to subdue one by one all the errors of Se- 
bastian : the mists of prejudice, the denser fog of supersti* 
tion, gradually clearea away before her bright and steady 
reason: conviction waited on judgment, and the amazed 
zealot found himself at last walking in broad day, regarding 
with astonishment those monstrous chimeras, which rolling 
a&r off, disappeared like dark clouds at the uprise of the sun. 

Behold him then a convert to truth ! — elevated to the 
noble consciousness of worshipping the living God with a 
willing heart and.afree mind; exercising the powers of that 
mind in the delightful and purifying act of meditation on 
the divine nature; no loneer agitated by a dread of meditat- 
ing too much or too closely ! 

Far from damping the ardour of his piety, this change in 
some of his opinions served but to encrease it. Satisfaction 
exists but with conviction, and to be satisfied with any, 

Erinciple is to love it. Sebastian felt affection animate 
im in his new religion, and formerly only a vehement sense 
of duty had impelled his actions; he could not love what he 
dared not examine and trembled to understand : but he 
would have devoted himself and half the world to death in 
obedience to its commands, because he believed blind sub- 
mission necessary to salvation; now judgment and wOl 
went together. 

If it were precious to feel this honourable freedom of 
soul, this sentiment of self-respect, which so far from ren- 
dering christians presumptuous, exalts their notions of that 
august Being who will not accept brute worship from man, 
but invites him to study and to love his Creator, how sweet 
was it to live in complete sympathy, with the heart of Kara 
Aziek ! how sweet to look upon her as the souree of this 
inestimable blessing. 

Their days, unbroken by a single dissonant sentiment, 
now flowed on in one soft stream of tender and tranquil 
enjoyment : occupied with each other, elevated from earth 
by their recent studies, they forgot the past and thought not 
of the future; for awhile the present only, filled and satis- 
fied their souls. 

But soon the land of Brazil, rising from the vast Atlantic, 
called back emotions of friendship and solicitude ; Bebas- 
tiad's heart rushed towards Gaspar. Kara Aziek with fe- 
minine eagerness anticipated the beautiful novelties of this 
unknown country ; and an agreeable distraction followed 
the former concentration of their thoughts. 
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As their ship approached the new world, its majestic ap- 
peai'ance roused Sebastian into admiration: the magnifi- 
cence of its coasts, the towering tod brilliant verdure which 
crowned themj the gigantic scale of its rivers and forests, 
the purity of its atmosphere, and the stately elevation of 
St Salvador, towards which they steered, stirred his spirit 
and kindled some kingly exultation. 

This wide and glorious land was his — ^this glowing para- 
dise, which appeared created for the residence of gods ! 
While he contemplated it, a proud glow mantled his cheek : 
Kara Aziek noticed the flush, and divined its meaning : she 
laid her hand gently upon his arm as he stood looking from 
the deck upon the city. " With love, friendship, and com- 
petency, in that enchanting region, shall we not be happy, 
mv Sebastian ? Shall we not rest f** 

Sebastian turned his softened eyes on her with a look of 
tender regret: "Would I had been bom for thee only, 
Aziek : rest, alas ! is not for a man whom sacred duties bind 
to action ; I belong to my suffering people. But we shall 
rest, sweetest 1" he added soothingly, seeing tears gather on 
her cheek, " we shall rest at least awhile." 

Only an eloquent smile replied to him ; for now the ves- 
sel entered the harbour of St Salvador, and cast anchor 
amongst a wood of masts. 

All was bustle and happy animation: the different voy- 
agers hastened to taste the pleasure of touching land and 
breathing the ^ir of trees ana flowers. Sebastian conducted 
his Aziek and her attendant from the boat to the quay; 
there he heard Portuguese tongues and saw Portuguese 
faces : his heart yearned towards them. True to early im- 
pressions, his first emotion at the sight of monks and con- 
vents was an emotion of religious gladness ; he had to re- 
collect that with their pageantry he had done for ever. As 
he passed along, the grandeur of the city, then the capital 
of Brazil, filled him with admiration, and while he con- 
templated its massy edifices, he believed that he beheld the 
seat of his new empire. 

Having inquired the name of the viceroy, and leamied 
that de Castro still held that powerful station, he led Aziek 
into a house provided for travellers, where persuading her 
to repose herself on a couch, he wrote to the viceroy: his 
letter contained these words — 

" TO DON EMANUEL DE CASTRO. 

" It is your king and your friend, don Emanuel, who 
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confides himself to your honour ; he comes to seek his 
country in Brazil: he reposes his safety on your loyalty — 
confident that neither the remembrance of past injustice, 
nor the temptation to present revenge, can sway a generous 
soul from its duty. Come hither privily; come and counsel 
your fugitive prince." 

The interval which passed between the despatch of this 
billet and the arrival of don Emanuel's reply, wAs one of 
great anxiety: Sebastian thought less of his own reception 
than of Caspar, of whom he hoped to hear from de Castro. 
To see, to embrace that lowly but precious friend, to de- 
monstrate the constancy of his attachment, became the 
most lively wish of his heart; 

In a short time a letter was brought from the governor: 
an habitual expectation of customary observances made the 
proud monarch start when he saw tms paper. What 1 did 
ae Castro also cease to consider him a king! — should he not 
have hastened to evince his unabated respect by personally 
answering to his sovereign's confidence? Sebastian felt, 
tliat between a complete abandonment of him, and that 
deeper devotedness which generous pity inspires, there 
could be no medium : he execrated his own hasty reliance, 
and believing that it had betrayed him, he open^ the sus- 
pected billet. 

How quickly did its contents dissipate this rash pre- 
judgment ! they were as follows. 

LETTEK. 

"Sirs! 

" The first impulse of my heart is to fly to my sovereign's 
feet, there to entreat him to dispose of myself and of all that 
is mine, but an important consideration checks me ; it is 
this : — the creatures of Philip surround us even here ; if it 
were known that I, the representative of that monarch, 
visited an unknown stranger, suspicion would follow, and 
the august person of my king mignt be endangered. 

^' I restrain, therefore, my impatience — I do violence to 
my duty and my affection — I venture to risk his majesty's 
displeasure, by supplicating him to accompany the bearer 
of this to my residence : his loyalty, attested by months of 
zealous attention in Africa.'' — 

Sebastian dropt the letter at this sentence, and springing 
to the door with a flush of joy, called out — "Where, where 
is my friend r 
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V 

(Caspar was not far distant : he ran forward, and would have 
thrown himself at the feet of his king, but Sebastian pre- 
vented him by falling on his neck. What a sacred moment 
was that which re-united two friends so variously endeared, 
and so long separated! — their hearts were big with past 
events ; they could not speak, but remained strained in each 
other s arms, without attempting to express any part of their 
feelings. 

This silence was, first broken by Sebastian : " Come, come, 
Gaspar V he said, catching his hand and leading him towards 
an interior room — ^" here is another joy for thee/' 

At sight of Kara Aziek whom the tumultuous sounds of 
their meeting had roused, Gaspar stood a moment, as if col- 
lecting his scattered and delightfully-amazed senses, then 
rushing forward, he cast himself at her feet ; — 

^' What do I see T he exclaimed, ^^ dearest lady ! am I to 
believe that the virgin has heard my prayers, and iinited two 
hearts equally noble — equally gifted to bless — ^to attach — 
O joy too, too much !" 

Love and happiness replied in the thrilling look which 
Kara Aziek directed towards Sebastian, and then turned 
upon Gaspar; her eloquent eyes ever seemed to render 
speech useless: Gaspar understood their language; his trans- 
port redoubled, and as he alternately kissed the hands of 
two persons dearer to him than life, he forgot that the world 
was not at his disposal, and that the master he adored, might 
yet have to wander from clime to clime a fugitive and a beg- 
gar. . 

Some moments were now given to mutual inquiries and 
mutual details: various emotions of sorrow, indignation, 
commiseration, and gratitude, were called forth by these re- 
citals. 

After much suffering, Gaspar had reached Brazil, and was 
now in the service of don Emanuel. 

When he heard of Philip's usurpation over Portugal, de 
Castro would have immemately refused obeying his com- 
mands, had not the arrival of Gaspar, and the hope he held 
out of don Sebastian's appearance at Brazil, determined him 
to retain the vice-royalty, since it might enable him hereafter 
to restore his legitimate sovereign. Time, however, wore 
away, and Sebastian appeared not ; the expectations of don 
Emanuel and pf Gaspar gradually died :— each of them in 
secret believed him dead, or still captive among the Moors ; 
and just at the period of his arrival, they had entirely aban- 
doned all hope of beholding their king at St Salvador. 
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During this time of anxiety, de Castro had never ceased 
interrogating bis Portuguese correspondents upon the events 
of their country, and it was from one of these ne learnt what 
afforded him some ray of hope. 

It was reported throughout Lisbon that the lady Gonsalva 
had beheld and convers^ with don Sebastian in the palace 
of Xabregas : she refused to repeat the nature of their inter- 
view, but asserted the fact with the most startling obstinacy. 
— Strict search had been made upon this information, by 
Antonio of Crato, but as it provea unsuccessful, the people 
believed she had seen his spirit ; and by degrees the same 
horrible idea took possession of her own mind. 

Terror and perpetual alarm now pursued her wherever 
she went ; alone or in society, in the arms of her guilty lover, 
or bv the cradles of her children, maddened imagination 
would suddenly conjure up his phantom — armed, not with 
mortal weapon, but with looks that seemed empowered to 
damn her. 

At these instants, her hasty shriek struck others with the 
same panic that convulsed herself: by degrees her friends 
and her attendants deserted her; — ^Antonio unwillingly re- 
mained, ashamed of abandoning the wretch he had made.' 
But at length even he fled her abode ; then terminated the 
fate of Gonsalva : that frenzy which had hitherto shown 
itself only at intervals, now seized on her wholly, and living 
in one fearful paroxysm, she was left to rave out her life in 
the cell of a convent where a charitable sisterhood devoted 
themselves to assuage this last, worst calamity of human 
nature. 

Too enlightened for belief in the monstrous notion of don 
Sebastian's spiritual re -appearance in a tangible body-^for 
Gonsalva acknowledged having grasped his garments and 
his hand— de Castro felt confident that his royal master had 
really appeared in Lisbon ; but of the fiite that had befallen 
him, he dared not think : it was too probable that he had 
fallen a victim to his.uncle or to his cousin. 

By suspecting the former, don Emanuel was guiltv of m- 
justice: tne aged king had been at that period scarcely more 
than a cypher; he was governed by a ministry, the creatures 
of Philip, who kept from his knowledge every rumour of 
his nephew s existence, prevented any subject of whatever 
rank n*om addressing him save through their medium, and 
finally dismissed don Emanuel to Brazil, and allured Gas* 
par to prison, without disclosing to the half* childish mon* 
arch their motives for either action. 
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All that Gaspar knew of these events he hriefly detailed, 
ero he indalged his own private feelings by inquiring the 
situation of his orphan sisters : Sebastian's donation to them 
gave peace to his fraternal anxiety. 

Not unmoved did the king of Portugal hear the awfiil 
catastrophe of donna Gonsalva; his agitation, however, did 
not appear outwardly in all its force, for horror and amaze- 
ment locked up the usual expressions of pity, and it was 
only by the fitful variation of his complexion, and the ner- 
vous startings of his body, that Kara Aziek's heart felt the 
pangs which wrung his ; she saw that he struggled to hide 
his suffering from her observation. 

Tenderly solicitous to divest him of the apprehension 
which made him thus dissemble, she approached behind liis 
chair, and bending over him, rested her lips upon his fore- 
head,* then pressing his hand, whispered softly, 

" I sliould not love thee, if thou didst not pity her." 

Sebastian wrapped his arms round Aziek without speak- 
ing ; and his heart, thus permitted by her to lament one 
whom he had formerly idolised, opened itself to a moment 
of weakness. Till now, an ocean of time seemed to have 
dowed between those days and these present ; one instant 
swept this away, and blended the two periods together : 
Sebastian saw Gonsalva again in all her beauty and appar- 
ent innocence ; again he felt the successive thrills of resent- 
ment and transport, of misery and delight, which her capri- 
cious character used to excite in him; he remembered 
how he had doated, — he felt how much he now con- 
tenmed ! 

Penetrated with a sense of the lamentable uncertainty 
of all human goods, and of the yet sadder change which 
circumstances force our hearts to make in their affections 
and in their wishes, he burst into tears, convulsively pressed 
Aziek to his breast, then hastily relinquishing her, would 
have hurried away, had she not gently detained him. 

Her soft eyes filled with tears, and raised teinderly to his, 
were expressive of so much sympathy with his griet^ and so 
much confidence in his affection, that, yielding to their mute 
entreaty, he let his head sink again upon her bosom, where 
he wept unreservedly for some time. Aziek was silent 
also ; but she wept with him, and every sigh that heaved 
his manly heart was marked by a yet fonder pressure of 
her encircling arms. 
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CHAP. XXI. 

Relieved by this indulgence of a natural seneibility, Sebas- 
tian raised himself from the neck of his wife with a serener 
countenance, and bade Gaspar conduct him to the viceroy's ; 
they went out together. 

As they passed through the streets, silently taking that 
complacent repose of the soul which follows tumultuous 
joy, Gaspar s eyes remained still fixed on his sovereign s 
face, with an expression of affectionate pleasure, that seemed 
incapable of being sated : his heart indeed overflowed with 
happiness. 

Sebastian was conducted to a private apartment in the 
house of de Castro, at the entrance of which Gaspar letlfc 
him, to return and guard Kara Aziek : don Emanuel was 
standing alone ; he came hastily forward, fastened the door, 
and fell at h\a masters feet. The king's emotion confused 
his sight, but he raised de Castro, and embraced him 
warmly ; a long silence prevailed between them : the same 
recollections, the same troubled anticipations of the future, 
were in the minds of each: their meeting was less joyous 
than that with Gaspar, because their more reflective cha- 
racters acted on each other, and roused serious thoughts, 
but it was equally affectionate. 

^^ When I first saw thee, de Castro !" said his sovereign, 
^ could I have foreseen this day, how would my frantic spi- 
rit have been appalled and checked in its unjust ''-~— Don 
Emanuel's looks interrupted him ; too respectful for other 
interruption, he only averted his head, and put the kings 
hand to his lips, with the air of one that beseeches: Sebiui- | 
tian gratefuUy eyed him. 

" Generous de Castro !" he exclaimed, " vainly would 
you have me banish from my mind those events which your 
figure so forcibly recalls. I cannot forget — I cannot forget!'' 
he repeated, deeply sighing, and sinking into a reverie. 
Every scene in which de Castro had been an actor was now 
brought back with such frightful closeness to him, that rt- 
gret and compunction grew into absolute agony ; the remem- 
brances of Antonio and of Gonsalva were so contradictory, 
so made up of the amiable and the hateful, that they ixk- 
creased the anguish of Sebastian, by increasing his incerti- 
tude : he sought to end it, by suddenly inquiring of de 
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Castro whether he had known the guilt of donna Gonsalva 
ere their departure for Africa. 

^' By a singular chance it was discovered to me ;" replied 
don Emanuel; ''on my return from the indies, I went to 
visit my affianced wife, and found her all that she had heen 
descrihed to me in heauty, wit, and accomplishments. I con- 
fess that these graoes, tdgether with the animated reception 
she then gave me, dazzled away my intended scrutijhy of 
her disposition, and I reluctantly tore my self from the temp- 
tation of makinff her wholly mine, in order to devote my- 
self to the last hours of my respected grandfather. When 
we met again, her manner was changed ; an air of haughty 
coldness, almost amounting to contempt, gave to her heauty 
a new character, hut that character was one which disgusted 
me. I could only suppose that I was indehted for this to 
pique at my preferring a sacred duty to the indulgence of 
passion. 

'' The death of my grandfather interrupted the uneasy 
thoughts which her evident caprice or selfish vanity had 
created : my mourning was yet fresh, when in journeying 
from Santaren to her father s villa near Crato, it was provi- 
dentially ordained that I should pass through a cluster of 
&rm-houses, one of which was on fire. It was midnight at 
this time ; my servants assisted me to succour the inhabi- 
tants ; most of them were saved, but one woman, whom I 
rescued at the imminent hazard of my own life^ was so griev- 
ously burned, that no hope could be entertained of her re- 
covery. On learning my name, she testified the most 
extraorainary agitation, and desiring to be left alone with 
me, entered upon a confession of guilt which filled me with 
consternation. 

'' Judge my astonishment, sire ! when I found that she 
was the confidential maid of donna Gonsalva, and having 
met with this fatal accident during a short visit to lier 
family, deemed it a visitation of divine justice. She tol 
mo " — ^here de Castro paused apprehensively. 

"Proceed without fearl" said Sebastian, with a steady 
voice; though his cheek was blanched — " the name once so 
dear to me, is now only a watch- word of horror or of pity. 
1 am eager to know her and her seducer completely. " 

Don £manuel resumed. " I learnt from the woman's 
recital these facts: — Left to the care of so indolent, unsus- 
picious, and weak a guardian as her aunt, donna Gonsalva 
had ill brooked the retirement to which she was condemned 
by the absence of her father and of her husband, her rest- 
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less vanity was eager for gratification, when chance showed 
her to don Antonio of Crato. I pass oyer his passion and 
its seductions ; he found the fair Qonsalra too ready to sa- 
crifice herself to vanity and ambition : he was the king's 
cousin, and he persuaded her that your majesty had sworn 
never to marry, but resolved on declaring him heir to the 
crown, by substantiating his mother's marriage with the 
duke de Beja, after which Antonio would endeavour to pro- 
cure the pope's dispensation for making her his wife. 

^^ These temptations, added to the insinuating manners 
of her lover, conquered the virtue of Qonsalva — she yielded 
herself to the prior.* 

A crimson flush was reflected from the faces of each, as 
don Emanuel paused, and Sebastian covered his eyes with 
his hand : each felt at that moment a sentiment of having 
been dishonoured. De Castro resumed. 

'^ Urracca, — ^this servant I spoke of, — was the confidant of 
their meetings, for they took place in her apartments, and 
by her contrivance; she assured me that their guilty attach- 
ment had endured for more than a year, when I returned 
to Portugal. Gonsalva was then awakening from her vain 
dream of a throne ; for ^our majesty had graciously an- 
nounced to your subject? that it was your intention to marry 
at some future period, and negociations with France and 
Spain were even then on foot : she began to think that to 
share my fortune and honours, was preferable to this pur- 
suit of a phantom ; I was therefore received with flattering 
ardour. 

^^ It was after this period that she saw her royal victim. 
O, sire ! must I go on ?— dare I repeat those acts of treason- 
able deception, — of amazing ingratitude, which—*' 

'^ All, all, de Castro l** replied Sebastian, '^ Judge not my 
heart exactly by these coward cheeks of mine : 'tis the 
trick of my nature to grow pale and red, at what stirs not 
the complexion of other men — go on — my passions are not 
so inflammable as they used to be— go on ! 

Don Emanuel bowed his head and resumed. ^'Youx 
majesty's first interview with Gonsalva charmed her vanity, 
it ofiered her amusement ; she saw you again ; and when 
detailing the adventure to Urracca, she expressed a cer- 
tainty of being familiar with your features, and suddenly 
exclaimed — ^ It is the portrait of don Sebastian that he re- 
sembles ! ' In one moment her vanity and imagination had 
too truly united this likeness with the circumstance of the 
court being then at Crato, and when she s&w you ag8i% 
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aire, by seemingly random railleries, she nearly confirmed 
herself in her suspicion* 

^'^on Antonio nad a picture of your majesty on a snuff- 
box; Gronsalva examined it attentiyely at their next meet- 
ing, and determining to be satisfied completely, obtained 
her aunt's permission to attend her to the cathedral of 
Orato, where the court were to be present at the celebration 
of high mass. There, concealed under a yeil, ake beheld 
and recognised her mysterious admirer. 

>^ I need not add, it was immediately subsequent to this, 
that my second visit was receired so haughtily. About 
this period your majesty remained several days absent from 
the villa, a circumstance which alarmed the yet-unfixed 
hopes of Gonsalva: nightly Urracca watched from the up- 
per window of a turret where her mistress had granted 
you permission to appear. One night she descried your 
royal person from afar, and hastening down to inform Gon- 
salva, heard her propose to charm you, by a seemingly un- 
studied display of her melodious voice. Assured of yout 
rank, sire 1 instructed in your character by him who Icnew 
you best, she leamt how to inflame your passion by a thou- 
sand charming caprices, till she had brought you to the 
point desired. Meanwhile Antonio'' — 

^^ Ah, what of Antonio?*' interrupted the king, his limbs 
quijvring with restrained emotion, ^' did he 'conspire ? — 
damned, damned dissembler ! '' he added, losing his self- 
command, ^^ when I was weaving him into my soul — ^when 
I trusted him — poured out my love-sick heart to him alone 

^boy, idiot, bubble that I was ? — O de Castro, these are 

recollections to madden! — I regret not such perfidious 
wretches, but my blood grows fire when I think of the jest 
they must have made of feelings like mine !" 

Sebastian trod the apartment with fierce and irregular 
steps ; de Castro looked on him with an air of tender com- 
passion — ^this sensibility to injuries recalled their first inter- , 
view at Lisbon, and he lamented its continuance* 

" Donna Gonsalva,'' he resumed, " determined not to dis- 
close her secret to Antonio till confident of your majesty's 
settled passion ; your own august lips first revealed it to the 
prior : surprise and resentment nearly banished his discre- 
tion ; but never having dared to let your majesty know the 
libertine license In which he indulged himself he was re- 
strained from avowing any knowledge of count Vimiosa's 
daughter. Of course their subsequent meeting was one of 
reproach : Gonsalva conquered. 
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" She pleaded to Antonio the necessity of covering the 
consequences of their intrigue by some marriage, and since 
he could not legitimise the child she carried, it was foitu- 
nate for them both, that instead of resigning herself to 
the observing firigid de Castro, — ^this was the epithet she 
gave me, sire ! — she might aggrandise their offspring by a 
union with majesty itself. 

^' Antonio had yielded to her arguments, and they were 
impatiently waiting the arrival of Vimiosa from France to 
break through the engagement with me, when this abhor- 
rent secret was confided to me by Urracca. The woman 
spoke with a dying breath, could I doubt her veracity i 
Recovering that presence of mind which the shock had de- 
prived me of, I besought her to repeat the story in confession 
to a holy friar, who might hereafter support my testimony ; 
she expired ere he arrived. 

^^ It was now impossible for me to follow the impulse of 
my heart by hastening to undeceive my sovereign ; would 
he believe a tale so horribly improbable? — would he not 
deem it a malicious fabrication, prompted by jealousy or 
disappointment ? I was obliged to smother it in my own 
breast, and be content to watch the conduct of Oonsalva. 
Her third reception of me sealed the truth of Urracca. 

" Your majesty must now guess at the motive of my for- 
mer inexplicable conduct: I sought only to gain time; I 
wished but to struggle with my sovereign s desires, till the 
condition of donna Qonsalva should become apparent to 
every eye, and the birth of her child render her shame no- 
. torious. If I erred in not hazarding my life by avowing at 
I once" — 

^^ I should not have believed you, noble, injured de Cas- 
tro !* interrupted the king, stopping and fervently squeez- 
ing his hand, "' How mrfd I was then, you well remember. 
I loved that pernicious woman to such delirious excess — 
no, no, it was not love — let me not disgrace the sacred sen- 
timent which sympathises with AzieVs by affixing the 
same name to each I" 

Sebastian had now afforded don Emanuel an opportunity 
of giving a turn to their discourse. Familiar with the name 
of Kara Aziek, on which Gaspar had frequently dwelt in his 
narrative of their captivity, and yielding to pleasurable sur- 
prise, de Castro inquired the meaning of his sovereign's 
apostrophe. 

The succeeding explanation gave rise to a variety of sweet 
emotions in the bosom of Sebastian, which spreading over 
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his countenance the glow of love and happmess, communi- 
cated to don Emanuel a portion of his own delight. That 
faithful noble contemplated his roya} masters character and 
person after a separation of nearly four years, with wonder 
and satisfaction : how much more of character was visible 
on those admirable lineaments ? 

The smiling beauty there, which was wont first to catch 
the sense and charm the fancy, was now lost in the majesty 
of nobler expression: it was an expression that spoke suf- 
ferings magnanimously endured, passions bravely subdued, * 
virtues rapidly matured. De Castro felt it penetrate his 
heart, and exalt the poignant feeling with which he revolved 
the wrongs and the privations of so interesting a creature. 

With what attention did he listen to the recital of Sebas- 
tian's visit to Portugal, his second captivity, his honourable 
reception at the court of Persia, and the rare attachnlent of 
Kara Aziek! — ^in return he distinctly stated his own limited 
powers in Brazil. 

Philip's policy had gradually abridged them ;- yet aware 
of de Castro's upright conduct in the arduous station to 
which he had been elevated, he suffered him to remain 
amongst the people whom his virtues rendered obedient. 
£very post of influence in Brazil was now filled by Spaniards, 
or Portuguese devoted to Spanish views : the colony was yet 
weak, and therefore unable to act alone in the cause of its 
lawful sovereign, should he even declare himself: its land 
could furnish only a resting-place for him and his, where 
they might securely wait under de Castro's protection for 
some political change in Europe, which might prove favour- 
able to. discovery. 

The death of Philip, or the defection of his most power- 
fill allies, or possibly the insurrection of Portugal itself, 
might hereafter offer an inviting conjuncture for a step of 
some risk : the recovery of his crown could not be rashly 
attempted, if he would spare to his people the misery of a 
fruitless contest. Don Emanuel suggested nothing but pa- 
tience, watchfulness, and hope. 

Too well convinced by the arguments of de Castro, Se- 
bastian saw that he had no other line of conduct to choose ; 
he must reconcile himself to an obscure life in Brazil. He 
consented, therefore, to settle as a wealthy, but untitled 
individual, whom a mercantile speculation had brought to 
the new world. 

^' I submit to my destiny," he said, after they had dis- 
cussed these topics ; " I submit to my destiny ! an inglori* 
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0U8, unoocapied life is a fresh trial for a spirit like mine. 
Deem me not a boaster, de Castro, when 1 say, that to live 
without an aim, without great and soul-quickening duties, 
will be in my eyes a livine death ; I shall scarcely feel pri- 
vileged to enjoy the happmess of loving and being beloved 
by the little circle that now encloses all my affections. To 
what have I reduced myself? — ^to a nothing ! a worthless 
husk, deprived of what was valuable within !" 

Sebastian sighed heavily, and fixed lus eyes on the 
ground. 

'' Not so, my honoured liege l** observed don Emanuel; 
'' a benevolent spirit can everywhere make for itself duties 
and enjoyments, for to what spot shall man fly where the 
voice of suffering does not reach him ? Ignorance is a ca- 
lamity ; it is the soil of crimes ; and here we are surrounded 
by ignorant natives, whom the memory of former cruelties 
almost justifies in hating us. Those great aud amiable qu^ 
lities, which even in a state of slavery, made to themselves 
power and* usefulness, will surely enable my king to find 
the same noble pleasures in a more liberal station.' 

" You are right, de Castro,*' replied Sebastian, with a 
look of satiBfaction. ^' I may here study the people I once 
governed without knowing ; 1 may here endeavour to atone 
for the outrages of my ancestors, to that simple race whose 
land they moistened with blood. The magnificent gifts of 
Schah Abbas have made me rich ; adversity has made me 

Satient ; wealth and patience, added to a sincere desire of 
oing good, ought to produce beneficial effects : if I can 
diffuse even a small portion of comfort around me, my days 
will not pass in vain. 

Sebastian now minutely inquired the character and situ- 
ation of the neighbouring tribes, who, tribufar}' to the Por- 
tuguese government, lived under their protection, and 
occasionally trafficked with them in skins and feathers : to 
attempt their civilisation appeared an object worth consi- 
deration. Don Emanuel briefly replied to him. 

Among the tribes he described, were the Guaymures, a 
ferocious race that had formerly occupied the whole sweep 
of country from cape Frioto to the river St Francis : after 
perpetual wars with other tribes and European settle- 
ments, they were now driven beyond the southern bank of 
this great river, and lived roaming round the borders of 
the inconsiderable Cachoeira. 

The Quaymures were cannibals: they devoured thqir 
prisoners talcen in battleyond to their idol Marakha, occa^ 



DON 8«BA8TIAN« 311 

fiionally sacrificed even their own infants. Armed with 
ponderous clubs and poisoned arrows, their naked bodies be- 
smeared with the juices of noisomeplants, and rendered hide- 
ous by strange punctures, their long black hair flying loose 
over their bodies, these tremendous .savages would issue fi^m 
their woods, yelling like beasts of prey, and falling on the 
plantations of the Europeans, would fire their sugar-mills, 
slaughter the inhabitants, and make horrid banquets upon 
their quivering limbs- 

Carrying horror and misery to others, they were them- 
selves wretched ; each gentler tribe was interested in their 
destruction ; and by open fiffht or secret ambush wasted 
their population, and robbed them of their food. The 
Guaymures had neither industry nor foresight, they were 
therefore exposed to perpetual want and suffering, even in 
that bounteous climate, where nature s liberality almost 
outruns the wishes of man : the rainy season produced 
amongst them the most grievous diseases, for they had no 
better lodgings than trees, and the sick, abandoned by their 
relations, perished in crowds eveiy winter from starvation 
and bodily anguish. 

Even while drawing this horrid picture, de Castro added 
some faint touches descriptive of humanity ; here and there 
he could record an inst^mce of magnanimity or of mercy, 
which inspired Sebastian with the hope of reclaiming these 
unhappy creatures from their habits of blood. 

The tribe was now reduced to a number comparatively 
trifling; their situation was deplorable; ^^for every mans 
hand was against them, and their hand was against every 
man ;" they were hunted like wild animals : thus pressed by 
famine and by persecution, they might not perhaps be so 
difilcult to tame. Sebastian paused, and considered. 

" Force and terror have been used in vain," said he, " let 
us then try gentleness : I still think so well of human nature 
as to believe that no heart is beyond the touch of gratitude. 
The dismal condition of this exasperated race goes to my 
soul; surely I shall be able to convince them that I pity 
them, that I wish to succour them, that 1 want nothing 
from them, and if so, to win theii* affection will not be a 
chimerical attempt." 

As it would be prudent for Sebastian to shun scrutiny and 
promiscuous society in the capital, and as the viceroy now- 
offered him a lodge near a country house of his own, within 
a league of the Guaymures, Sebastian instantly resolved to 
take up his abode there. 
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In this retirement his active mind would still find em~ 
ployment and objects of interest. The new task of hunum- 
ising a savage race, of teaching them the arts of European 
nations, elevating their thoughts beyond the mere animal 
part of our nature, and leading them to the knowledge and 
the worship of the one true Qod, would be a task of perma- 
nent gratihcation. 

Blessed with love and friendship, and having regained the 
power of benefiting his fellow-creatures, he would no lon- 
ger feel existence a blank: he would no longer consider this 
portion of his life wasted without memorial or recompence. 
It was sweet also to reflect, that such a plan embraced not 
merely his own views, but the peacenil wishes of Kara 
Aziek ; sharing in each others satisfaction, both would be 
satisfied. 

Having agreed on the propriety of extreme circoms^ction 
in their future intercourse, yet determining to avoid any 
appearance of mystery, the king and don Emanuel settled 
the mode of their mutual visits. As a Portuguese merchant 
desirous of usin? his wealth for public good, the viceroy s 
consideration of him might pass uncensured; his money and 
jewels were to be deposited for the present in the treasury 
of St Salvador, and hereafter, part of it might be employed 
advantageously in commerce : with the remainder he could 
follow at will the dictates of benevolence. 

Eager to impart this amiable project to Kara Aziek and 
to Gaspar, Sebastian took leave of de Castro, who scarcely 
knew now to yield to the formalities imposed by his situa- 
tion, since they retained him from hastening to pay the 
homage of duty and inclination to the wife of his sovereign. 

A servant conducted the supposed merchant frrom the 
presence of the viceroy, to his temporary lodging in the 
city, where welcomed by her he beloved, and by him he 
esteemed, Sebastian gave himself to joy, and strove to for- 
get those horrid features of perfidy and depravity which 
the hand of de Castro had unveiled. 

After this period, a scene completely new, opened before 
the king of Portugal ; he removed to the house destined for 
him near the district of Quaymures, where he devoted 
himself to win the confidence of a suspicious and cruel, 
because fearful and once ill-used people. 

By his orders the desolate solitude was filled with cottages, 
to which he invited his wandering neighbours; his first care 
was to supply their wants without exacting or seeming to 
wish for any influence over their feelings. He frequently 
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allured their children to his dwelling, and returned them 
to their native forests, loaded with presents of ornament and 
use; the children communicated a portion of their own 
curiosity tp their parents, and these were thus brought to 
come and be spectators of his conduct. 

Imitating the example of Orpheus the firdt tamer of men, 
Sebastian touched their hearts through the purest of our 
senses; his flute joined to the yet softer voice of Kara Aziek, 
called from their remotest haunt the amazed and delighted 
savages. Thus beguiled near him, they witnessed the com- 
forts and the elegancies of polished life, in his own beautiful 
residence; from wandering, they came to understand and to 
admire ; and the transition was easy from admiration to the 
wish of possession, and the desire of imitation. 

One by one they deserted their woods and came to dwell 
in his cottages ; at length they sent their children to the 
schools he established, in which the most simple and useful 
manufactures were taught. They learned to trust and to 
love him ; by degrees tiiey lost all doubt, they passed from 
the extreme of suspicion, to the extreme of oonfldence; 
and soon, as if drawn by magnetic force, the whble of the 
Guaymures deserted their mountain dens, abandoned their 
precarious existence, crowded around his colony, asking to 
De instructed in the arts of agriculture and building. 

Industry like knowledge, has the property of humanising ; 
for the Guaymures ceased to delight in destruction ; in pro- 
portion as they acquu*ed the power of creating comfort 
around them, they became disgusted with scenes of wretch- 
edness; and Sebastian had soon the gratification of beholding 
a people tamed by kindness, and rapidly proceeding in the 
path of improvement. 

The village of Cachoeira became a town; it grew into the 
wonder and the boast of BraziL 

It was situated in a deep valley, embosomed 'among 
mountains covered with forests; the gentle Cachoeira wash- 
ed their feet : plantations of young sugar-canes, maize, and 
cotton, clotheu the earth with their tender green ; domestic 
cattle were seen feeding in meadows of the most luxuriant 
verdure ; and round the lightly constructed cottages arose 
gardens, in which beauty blended with utility. 

The various and brilliant flowers of that benevolent cli- 
mate grew there spontaneous; bowers of Tatai-iba and 
Guaiba appeared together, the purple fruitage of the one, 
and the guttering leaves, and variegate d blg asoms of the 
other, mingled in the same shade. 
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Sometimes in summer evenings, when the sun was about 
to set, and a freshening spirit breathed upon the reviving 
sense, Sebastian and Kara Aziek would sit under the flowery 
porch of their dwelling, and delight themselves with the » 
joyous scene. ^ 

The village, with its white buildings, each surrounded ' 
by cultivated ground, afforded a smiling prospect; its simple 
inhabitants released from labour, were coUected under, the 
shade of their trees, observing the sports of their children, 
as they pursued the gaudy insects of the country from i 
flower to flower. Above their heads, shining like coloured 
foils in the sun, and varying the spotless blue of the heavens, 
myriads of birds, whose plumage has no rival in our colder 
skies, were seen flashing to and fro. Everything was mag- 
nificent, or beautiful, or cheerful : the very reptiles glid- 
ing through the grass partook of beauty, and glowed with 
living gold. 

Sometimes a sudden and heavy rain would transiently 
interrupt their festivity, and fall with a mighty noise, 
alarming to those who have never heard it before ; but 
these feaHul showers are of short continuance, they 
oease as suddenly as they commence ; again the veil would 
disappear from the azure skv, again the scattered birds 
would sparkle in the setting light; and rainbows of incon- 
ceivable magnitude and splendour would stretch from 
height to height, clasping in their gigantic arch the dark 
and massy forests below. 

Far remote from the depths of these pathless woods, 
would come the sound of mountain-torrents >and river falls, 
which the rain had hastily swelled. Sebastian saw not the 
forests of Brazil without sublime emotions : their depth, 
their darkness, the immeasurable height of <their trees, 
whose thick branches had been woven together since crea- 
tion ; the strange and solenm sounds proceeding from them, 
to which the mind could not affix any distinct image, but 
which were indeed the mi^ed noise of insects, of birds, and 
of serpents, that dwelt among their innumerous leaves, all 
conspired to arrest and fix attention. 
. These vast solitudes seemed to him like the impenetrable 
depths of time past, and time to come : he contemplated 
them with similar feelings, and often did their mysterious 
gloom soberise his thoughts, when the delighted spirit of 
Kara Aziek had beguiled him into joyance. Then, lost in 
profound reveries, he would amaze bimscflf with comparing 
the different parts of his chequered life; the years of his 
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youth a|id prosperity, those of his manhood and misfortune 
would pass in review before him, and while he alternately 
remembered the days he had spent amongst the nobles in 
Portugal, and those he had lingered out in bitter servitude 
in Africa, he started to find himself thus isolated from all 
that was familiar, an individual almost solitary, standing 
on the shore of the broad Atlantic, teaching savages how to 
live, and peaceably gliding through existence without a 
name, a station, almost without a wish ! 

But was there not a voice within his own breast, the 
sound of which was more precious to him than the loudest 
blast of fame ? Were there not eyes that looked on him 
with such fubiessTof love and joy that he needed no livelier 
emotion ? 

The countenance of Kara Aziek beamed with her happy 
and approving heart ; she beheld her Sebastian with enthu- 
siasm, for she saw in him at Cachoeira, more than a king. 

What palace could present so majestic a spectacle as the 
populous and busy valley which his beneficence had spread 
with dwellings and crowded with inhabitants ? What train 
of courtiers, what pomp of ceremonies might compare with 
the touching and suluime sight of parents and children, 
husbands and wives, hanging round his steps, with thanks 
and assiduities, abhorring their former brutish and desper- 
ate lives, and owing to him all the blessings of civilisation ? 

The savages reclaimed from their barbarous habits, and 
won to imitate the social virtues by feeling their sweet ef- 
fects, were led to seek some acquaintance with their bene- 
factor s worship. 

It was to this point Sebastian had looked for the only 
binding principle capable of cementing and giving duration 
to the virtues they had learned from selfish motives, but 
which it was necessary for them to practise with nobler 
feelings, in order to deserve the name of virtuous. He 
taught them the religion he believed and loved himself ; 
but bespoke only to their hearts, they were not yet sufficiently 
enlightened to comprehend a direct appeal to their reason. 
He bewildered not their just-awakening intellect by such 
mysterious contradictions as the professors of popery were 
used to force upon their converts : it was enougn for him 
to place them on the right track, confident that as their 
minds expanded by exercise on minor subjects, their moral 
and religious views would expand also. 

At first the monks adjacent, were clamorous against 
this heresy of the Indians, but don Emanuel de Castro's 
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authority, sappressed their murmurs, and the Brazilian 
Portuguese refieved from the terror which the Guaymui'es 
formerly inspired, and benefited by the gold of their coun> 
tnrman, suffered themselves to believe that to no other form 
of christian worship would these savages have submitted. 

Thus protected by the power of don Emanuel, and as- 
sured of his friendship, Sebastian was content to remain in 
exile from his country and his throne, while providence 
allowed him thus amply to fill even an obscure rohere of 
rsefulness. His soul and his senses had pleasures in Brazil 
far superior to all they had ever enjoyed in the old world : 
the Hight of so many human beings rescued from the misery 
of ignorance, indolence, and crime, was a never-ceasing 
source of satisfaction ; and to this was added the society of 
a tried friend, for Gaspar had come to Cachoeira, and the 
perpetual possession of her who summed up in herself all 
that was necessary to complete the happiness of Sebastian : 
she delighted his taste, she filled his heart. 

Hie magnificent sceneiy of Bra:^!, its wohdrous produc- 
tions, and balsamic climate, added to his enjoyments by 
producing a variety of pleasurable sensations ; he tasted for 
the first time a sweet and tranquil happiness ; tranquil be- 
cause it was profound and constant in its flow ; he forgot 
not his kingdom, but he thought of it with less anxiety, 
and knowing that his days were passed In action, he ceased 
to regret his separation from other duties. 

Kara Aziek's soul dwelt iii the light of his : like the 
beautifiil planet of night she reflected his happiness with a 
softened brightness. He knew himself the source of all 
the blessings he witnessed around him, therefore his feelings 
were animated and striking ; she lived to love his goodness, 
to watch the daily colour of his mind, to adapt herself to 
the passing humour of the hour, to receive her bliss from 
the Knowledge of his, and that bliss therefore wore a ten- 
derer and more touching aspect. 

Her natural humility taught her to overlook the value 
of her own character and actions ; but Sebastian marked 
them all with fond approbation ; and often pausing to re- 
gard her as she administered to the wants and infirmities 
of the aged Guaymures, he confessed to himself that to 
elevate her to a throne would be to remove her from a 
scene in which the most endearing vuiiues of her soul were 
exercised. 

Gaspar alone preserved an undiminished thirst for his 
king's restoration : he beheld him with a devotion nearly 
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allied to idolatry, and in proportion as that exalted friend 
became absorbed in bis new duties and delighted with the 
pleasures growing out of them, Qaspar s admiration and 
love increased, and with them his wish to see him re>seated 
on the throne of his ancestors. 

He languished to have those royal virtues shine upon 
his own country; he languished to have that chastened 
character known in its full excellence, where it was now 
remembered only with a mixture of esteem and blame. 
His eyes would orten fill with tears, while those of Sebastian 
and Kara Aziek were sparkling with amiable sympathy in 
the simple pastimes of their Indians; but his heart shared in 
that sympathy, and could he have dismissed this one source 
of repining, he too, would have been completely happy at 
Cachoeira. 



CHAP. XXII. 

Time tiod on down, for his ^tep was unheard, and the months 
as they stole by, glided away like so many hours : a new 
source of happiness was given to Kara Aziek and to Sebas- 
tian ; they became parents. 

To those who know not the sacredness of such tendex* 
connexions, or who feel not the delightful endearingness of 
children, the birth of an infant seems an event of little in- 
terest ; but ! who that loves to contemplate the purest 
innocence under the purest and loveliest form, the uncon- 
scious trust and dependence of in&ncy, the charm of its 
smiles, its caresses and its slumbers, who that loves or 
possesses a child can deem the mother sand the fathers joy 
a trifling emotion ? 

As Kara Aziek wrapt her arms round her babe, she 
seemed to enfold it with her whole heart ; she felt as if she 
now possessed her Sebastian more perfectly than before : 
she loved him stUl in his ofispring, and the idea of her own 
being never once mingled with this fond sentiment. 

His emotion was as heart-penetrating : in one moment 
every regret, every anxiety, every other thought fled from 
his mind ; with his infant in his arms, and his eyes alter- 
nately resting upon it and Aziek, he wanted nothing more, 
here seemed the boundary of his views, here seemed the 
completion of all his wishes ! 

2d3 
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When Oaspor first embraced the little Blanche, his heai-t 
overflowed at his eyes; forgetting the prudential caution 
which his royal master had long demanded of him, that of 
waving even in private, all forms of peculiar respect, he 
drcpt on his knees, and holding up the child, exclaimed 
vehemently :— • 

^^ Is this noble babe to grow up in obscurity ? — O sire, 
are we ever to live thus, btmished from our country V 

Sebastian understood the appeal which Gaspar s agitation 
would not permit him to finish ; a sudden flush crimsoned 
his cheek, some of its former fii'e kindled in his eye — ^he 
took Blanche from his friend, and looking at her fixedly, 
remained for awhile in thought, then restoring her to her 
mother, turned towards him. 

" No, Gaspar !" he said, *' we shall not live ever thus ; I 
hope to draw my last breath in our native land, and leave 
there on its throne, and in the hearts of its people, this 
smiling girl : — ^but once undone by rashness, I will not a 
second time be the cause of my own* ruin. The favourable 
hour is not yet come ; let us await it with confidence, let 
us sow the seed that is to reward us in the time of harvest ; 
my child's first years should pass in tranquillity and instruc- 
tion. 

Gaspar grew pale ; " Years !" he repeated, " What, sire, 
are years to pass ?" 

The king interrupted him *• ^' I speak of what may, not 
absolutely what will be ; providence perhaps destines other- 
wise, and by some fortunate change in the politics of Eu- 
rope, may open for me a path to Portugal. But through 
blood, tmrough horror, and desolation, over the breaking 
hearts of thousands, never will 1 trample to my throne. — 

Gaspar 1 there is a wound in this heart of mine, not to 
be healed ; a wound which makes me a coward at encoun- 
tering others I 

"The memory of what I have brought on wretched Por- 
tugal, palsies my arm, even as it rises to strike her oppres- 
sor ; what & struggle ! what proscription ! what misery 

would follow if prompted by impatience, ^no-^speak of 

it no more ; rely on my inextinguishable love for the people 

1 once protected ; and be assured that I feel the ri^ts of 
my child." 

Gbspar recognised in the tone of Sebastian, his master 
and his king ; he bowed respectfully and stood silent. 

Kara Aziek divining his fear of having offended, turned 
on him a look of healing softness, and said kindly, " It is 
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honouraWe for you both to feel thus indiflFerently on the 
same subject : my Sebastian would have spoken like Gaspar 
had he not been Sebastian/' 

Gaspar's crimsoned face was immediately bathed in tears, 
he rusned forward, and joining the extended hands of Aziek 
and her lord within his own, he kissed them vehemently and 
repeatedly. 

From that moment the little Blanche became the object 
of universal interest : de Castro contemplated her as the 
future sovereign of Portugal, and every time his eye fell on 
her, he mused over times to come, and lost himself in a 
labyrinth of anticipation and conjecture. 

Oaspar spoke no more of her royal birth, but he nourish- 
ed expectations to which reason gave no sanction: his ardent 
fancy appointed certain periods for the completion of cer- 
tain events, and still as those periods passed by without 
altering the destiny of his king, he only removed his hopes 
a little further, and beguiled himself with a new delusion. 

Sebastian alternately delivered up his soul to the full en- 
joyment of wedded and parental love, forgetting the world 
in their Elysium, or pondered with deep solicitude on the 
future d€stinv of his child. 

An adherence to our rights, is next to self-preservation 
the strongest principle of our nature : this principle yet sur- 
vived in the breast of Sebastian, struggling against that ex^ 
cess of remorse for a past error, which led him to acq;uiesce 
in his obscurity : to this was added the notion of owing to 
his daughter the inheritance he had received from his an- 
cestors. 

At each arrival of ships from Europe, the news they 
brought would render him thoughtful and joyless, for no ray 
of light broke through the gloom that enveloped Portugal. 
He heard fresh details of her suffering and her abasement ; 
he heard livelier descriptions of her tyrants giant power; 
he'leamt that France was consuming with intestine divisions 
in her church and state, England waging a perpetual though 
vigorous contest with jealousy abroad ana malcontents at 
home, and Rome espousing the cause of Philip in his war 
with the Low Countries, where the assassination of the brave 
prince of Orange, a deed to which Philip's gold had bribed 
the murderer, left the States under the guardianship of a 
youth, from whose tender years it was folly to expect 
wisdom. 

Where then was the country that would receive, where 
was the potentate that could succour a fugitive king ? 
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The^e considerations, frequently discussed with don Eman- 
uel, and discoursed on in sweet confidence with Caspar, 
were sufficient to reconcile Sebastian to the privation of that 
rank and power which now he coveted solely for his child : 
nay, sometimes he almost congratulated himself on the lei- 
sure his retirement afibrded for the culture of her beautiful 
little body, and her inquiring mind. 

With the sweetness and loveliness of her mother, Blanche 
inherited the fine constitution of her father ; and taught to 
share the sports of the Indian children, became like them, 
light, agile, and healthful. 

Crowned with the clustered roses of the vruca, as she led 
the fairy train of her companions, in self-invented dances 
under the shade of cedars and ibiripitangas, or as sportively 
dragging the docile and loving Baremd in flowery chains, 
she flew like a breeze over the meadows, Sebastian joved 
to trace the resemblance of his best beloved, in that silken 
hair and those large dark eyes, which as yet knew but two 
expressions^ delight and compassion. 

Kara Aziek would stand leaning on the shoulder of her 
husband, tenderly noting the graceful varieties of Blanche s 
infant figure, the glowing transparency of her skin, set off 
by contrast with her dusky associates, the symmetry of her 
features, and those evanescent dimples which now appear- 
ed, now vanished, about her smiling mouth. AH these 
were the characteristics of Sebastian ; and as virtuous love 
was still the first sentiment in the constant heart of Kara 
Aziek, her child became dearer for resembling her husband. 

It was her delight to observe in her childish mind and 
heart, the same resemblance in properties and qualities ; it 
was her aim to nourish, to increase, to fix them. 

Blanche was accustomed to hear from her infancy the 
eulogium of virtue, she was accustomed to see the effects 
produced by goodness and kindness, and she grew up there- 
fore in such habits of active benevolence, that to have seen 
any one live wholly for themselves, however innocently, 
would have been in her eyes a sort of moral phenomenon. 

The tenderness of her mother and the ardour of her 
father, were blended in her character ; but if either quality 
predominated, it was the feminine one of tenderness. 

Gaspar and Baremel were her dearest companions: at 
the voice of the first she would at any time fly from her 
gayest pastime, to go with him over the plantations he 
superintended, or to steal into some mountain cleft, where 
he discoursed to her of the old world and its inhabitants. 
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Gaspar thought only of preparing her mind for the august 
station he helieved her born to occupy, and he becam% 
therefore a student for her sake. 

The history of his own country, and of all the other 
European kingdoms, was now familiar to him; he collected 
the books i^hich treated of their political events, their laws 
and customs; he tasked his memoiy to recollect whatever 
his grandfather and uncles had told him of the days of 
Charles V.; those days in which Europe was a scene of 
splendid but fearful rivalry between two powerful princes. 

In the misfortunes of Francis I. he found a parallel with 
those of his own sovereign, and cheering himself by hoping 
that like Francis, Sebastian would one day return to his 
dominions, he detailed the sufferings and the triumph of 
tha<( monarch with peculiar enthusiasm. 
- Blanche listened, wondered, and remembered, but the 
more she heard, the less she envied the lot of Caspar's 
heroes: her soul alive to pleasure rather than to ambition, 
loved to diffuse itself over the beauties of creation : she 
frequently forgot her lecturer in the sternest part of his 
histories, while she watched the majestic motion of some tall 
magnolia as the land-breeze slowly lifted its far-spreading 
branches, and showered its white blossoms on every side 
like vegetable snows. 

Her ear was entranced with music, her eye with colours; 
the song of birds, and the varieties of verdure, were at all 
times more magical to her than barren descriptions of gaudy 
courts, or frightful portraits of warring armies. She loved 
Gaspar, but it was rather for the manner in which he told 
his narratives, than for the narratives themselves: affec- 
tion beaming in all Ms looks, went at once to her infant 
heart, and often did she break upon his details, and banish 
from his mind everything but herself, by suddenly clasping 
him round the neck, uttering some enaearing epithet, and 
printing on his cheek the pure, the angel kiss of childish 
love. 

Carried in his arms to the sunmiit of such mountains as 
hunum industry had succeeded in making accessible to hu- 
Bian feet, she would gaze with him on the distant sea, and 
hear with delight that she was one day to cross it, and to 
behold the happy countiy he described : then she would 
eagerly draw a plan of their removal from Cachoeira, in 
which every inhabitant was included. 

The children must go because they were her playfellows, 
their parents could not be left behind, else her young asso- 
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elates would be sad, and the very aged people ought to ac- 
company them also,^ since otherwise they must perish for 
want of care and food : Baremel, dear Baremel, taught her 
to feel that every other young heart would have some dumb 
&vourite to carry away, till at last she would multiply her 
companions in this removal, so that Gaspar was obliged to 
con&ss she must have an ark larger than Noah's to trans- 
port the whole colony. 

Blanche would then abandon the idea totally — ^for curio- 
sity was a feeble sentiment in her breast when compared 
with tenderness: she loved the good Indians, and no novelty 
in Europe compensated to her for the pain of quitting them 
for ever. 

Content with her situation, occupied and amused by 
turns, passionately fond of her parents, she found no blank 
in the days that flowed on at Cachoeira: innocence, gaiety, 
and affection, made them all charming. 

Blanche had attained her seventh year, when some change 
was produced in the jprospects of her family. 

An autumnal evening had closed a day of pastoral plea- 
sure; it was the birth-day of Blanche, and it had been 
celebrated by her young playmates with such honours as 
their limited means would allow. The flowers and the 
fruits which grew in their own gardens were all the offer- 
ings or ornaments they had to spread before the child of 
their benefactor ; but with these they formed new bowers, 
and loaded' mossy tables; with these *they decorated them- 
selves, and beneath the glorious vault of heaven presented 
a scene more picturesquely beautiful than any which could 
be found under the domes of man. 

Tired with so many hours' festivity, Kara Aziek threw 
herself on a couch to enjoy the fresh air, which blowing 
through pendent bjranches of passion-flower and clematis, 
that curtained an open porch, came sweet as cooling : the 
risen moon shone mil upon her lovely figure, illuminating 
those eloquent eves which were fixed on their dearest object. 
Blanche had fallen asleep : her delicate little form partly 
rested on the gi-ound, partly leaned on the body of Baremel, 
who having made no inconsiderable appearance in the fadry 
revels, was like his mistress profosely adorned with flowers, 
and full as weary. 

Everything within, was still ; everything without, was 
tranquU. Nothing was heard, save the monotonoi^s and 
plaintive hum of swarms of Brazilian bats, which instead of 
disturbing, induced repose. 
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Sebastian sat by the couch of Kara- Aziek, wrapt in a 
tender trance of fond contemplation ; his child and his wife 
were equally the objects of that sweet delight which eentlv 
warmed his heart ; and the faithful Baremel shared the ad- 
miration. — ^A book was in his hand ; he had taken it up to 
read to Kara Aziek : she reminded him of it, and opening 
the volume, he read with a low, gentle voice, the following 
poem. 

THE INDIAN ISLAND. 

Thb Bunbeama irild the w»ten areen 

Th»t float romid Borneo'^ palmy •hmv. 
And angel- forma are dimly seen 
■ Gliding the glaaay ocean o*er. 

Moveless one Utile bark remains. 

That lately skimm'd the Jtquld way : 
Silence through all her chamoers reigns. 

And no one chides her short delay ; 

AboTe, below, entrancing sounds 
Now breathe, now ring, now sadden reasfe » 

Then balmr mist the ship surrounds. 
While all is stillness, sweetness, peace ! 

4 

Again the airy voices swell ! 

A^ain the light blast sweeps the sea ! 
Again the balmy vapours dwell 

On every wave, and every tree '. 

Swift shoots the bark, unfettered now. 

Though smooth the tide and calm the air ; 
Its purple sail and gilded pruw. 

Some power unseen, must onward bear. 

Ah, who is she, that lonely lies 

Beneath the broad o*er-arohing sail. 
With panting breast and closing eyes, 

Wiu withering wreath, and floating veil ? 

Loose o'er her neck the golden hair 

Like lucid moonshine softly streams ; 
Her glowing cheek, etheriai fair ! 

Through tears of tender transport beams : 

For joy's excess, o'er all her face 

Hath cast a clouded sweetness dim ; 
Smiling she leans with languid grace, 

While round her dreams ecstatic, swim ; 

Fixed in a trance of twilight eleep. 

She hears at times the magic choir. 
And scents the mists that o%r the deep 

Now forward flow, and now retire. 

Onward the winged vessel flies. 

Till sudden in a verdant bay 
It stops ; while viewless beings' sighs 

W^t the meridian fires away. 

Umbrageous on the kissing hills 

Tamarinds and cedars mix their boughs ; 
And Eounds are there of trickling rill». 

And smell of cassia, myrrh, and rose ; 
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Satiate with miisky brenth of flovrersv 
With liuciouB clorA, and Mudal snreet. 

The hot air pantt in leafy bowers 
Where Urde and beasts for shade retreat. 

And now the Tirgin's slambers fhde. 

As elashiiw cymbals shaiM the trees 
Ah, *ti« not Defos, wretdied maid. 

That rises 'mid these foreign seas ! 

*T1b not thy dear, thy native isle. 
Where green andnchnes shade the va)e.<, 

Where almonds blush, and oUtos smile. 
And spring leads on the freshening gales ! 

'Tis not the distant eoast of Greece 
Tliat stretches there along the main ; 

Lo! as ttM 8|iiey heats increase, 
Ihoa seek'st thy natal airs in rain. 

Ah ! nerer, haply, shalt thou more 

Thy parents or thy loTe behold : 
Thou toochest now, wild Borneo's short* ; 

Thou seest the land of crime and gold ! 

A shadowy shape, more hearenly bright 
Than that which opes the gates of day. 

Oft meltinff from her wondering sight, 
Mow pomts the fearful stranger's way. 

Through dtron woods, and palmy dells, 
Tliid. set with flowers, where erery sweet. 

That scattered through the wide world, dwelle, 
Seems ttiere in Tercunt home to meet ; 

O'er heights with orange blossoms strewn. 
By SMings tliat gild the dipping grass, 

By rocKS of erystu yet unhewn. 
And mines of glittering gems, they pas<i. 

High in the centre of the isle. 

Where broad bannanas thickly grow, ■ 
Ascends a lUr mi^estie pUe^ 

Whiter than Lapland's drifted snow ; 

Around its alabaster base, 

Unnumbered flowers tiielr garlands wreathe ; 
There jaemine leads her fragrant race, 

CarnaUons bloom, and roses breathe ; 

Above its proud, imperial crest, 

Liice plumed helm (rf giant mold. 
The streaming clouds fantastic rest. 

And shade its battlements of gold. 

Now to the spot ^pdnted, come. 
Here stays the lovelr stranger's guide ; 

She flits before the stately dome, 
And lo 1 its portals open wide. 

With rainbow splendour, blinding bright. 
The diamond hali at once appears. 

But sightless with that blase of light, 
The thrilling Lais only hears. 

Echoes the vaulted roof abore, 

With voices like the turning spheres ; 

Such as in grotto, dell, or grove. 
Came never yet to mortal ears ; 

While harps harmonious, ring around. 

One silver flute alternate siglis \ 
And floating on a tide of sound. 

The soul In trance celestial lies. 
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High pUed with AMnI imibrMtal, toners 

A boar4 whose mfiiitarc* of prid«, 
Dwplays each predous fem ^at poars 

Through earth's deep g loom a tiucnired tide ; 

There glows the waaaj teohi, there 

Tb0 vernal emei'ald Ateshlf smiles, ^ 

And ruby caps saeh nectars bear. 

As Baeelin* brought Ireaa Iikdiaa Isles: 

With flowers immortal,' gailf crowned. 

Unknown to man's oncure abodes ; 
A datsUng band the feast summad ; 

It seems a banquet of the god* <^ 

AlU brighter than the starry host, 

Wtdeh Hesper, monarch of tfa* train. 
Leads o'er Siberia's gUtteraag coast* 

When night and frost togitwer reign ! 

All, Ihlrer than a grove of palm. 

When now iu sprinir*lide leaves are on ; 
Or pillar'd dome in evening's calm ; 

Or ocean brightening in the sun ! 

But raised supreme on sap^ra throne^ 

One glorious form, unequaUed, shines ; 
Tlie geuiud of the buminr lone. 

The god of India's woods and mines. 

Dark as the olive's deepening dye. 

Yet radiant are hb faultless limbs i 
Bffulgent, large, his lifted eye. 

The hall and host immortal, dims! 

It bums upon the Qreeian maid. 

Who like a sun-struck lily bend«; 
For to her startled gaae displayed 

The genius from his throne descends. 

T^wmbling she sinkst Mid deems fhat now 

Before her stands the Deiian gotl ; 
Borh was Ids height and beamv hroir. 

When first on Cyntbus* top he trvd ; 

Such was his voice, ios|dring sweet i 

When green Inopus' banks among. 
He first from out her deep retreat 

Called echo, witii the lyric song! 

Oaslng, the youthful genius hangs 

Enamoured, o'er the kneelinjf Ureek ; 
Theu thrilled bv lovo s delightful pangs. 

Thus gives his kindling heart to speak. 

** See here, the nymph bv magic brouglit ! 

See here, the boast of humau charuM I 
Can wildest wishes ask lor aught 

Of fturer mould to fill my arms ? 

** No genii, no 1— these deatlUess flowers 

Of rosy light, embodied air. 
That grew in Eden's summer bowers. 

Are not so sweety or tnndng fair ; 

" The counfless, sparkling forms that gleam. 

Or shine, or fade, or vanish quite. 
Sporting in sunny &acy's beain. 

Are not so periect, not so bright. 

** Then hail your queen 1 for sure those eyes 

Will glow with tender bliss for me ; 
Those lips repay my ardent sighs ; 

That heart, my heart's deai^ treasure be I"— 

2t. 
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Raited firom Um head, the drdiet gay 

He places fondly on her brow ; 
Her, senses fade,-^ahe swoons away, j 

And fills his arms a wreath of snow I I 

^When back retnms her trembling sight, 
^ A soottdng stilloess round her spreads ! 

The jp^arly walls reflect a light 
Like tiiat which doubtful morning sheds s 

No sound is near, lare mstUngs soft 

Of myrtles waWng to and firo. 
And nightingales, tmtt warbling oft 

At distance, pour the plaint of woe : I 

Through -riolet bods whose sweets distil, 

A far-olf, gliding fount she hears; 
And lo I the youthfol genius still. 

But prostrate at her feet, appears ! 

Eclipsed by tears, no more his eyes 

Bum, or insufferably shine ; 
Falterinff with fear and broken siglis, 

His Toice no longer rings divine. 

'* And hare I seen the« bnt to love! 

And hast thou seen me but to hate !— I 

Ah, that with thee in Delias grove, 

'Twere mine beloved to share thy fste ! 

'* Ah that with thee, 'twere mine to tend ' 

A peaceful flock on Cynthus* plain, i 

Or blessM with thy rare smiles, to spend 
A transient life of Joy and pain ! 

*' For this, my days immortal, given. 

My boundless power o'er Indies deep, 
Mv ttirone on earth, my rank in heavnn. 

Were even then, a purchase cheap !*' 

" O oeaie. thou unknown god ! or say 
4 By what stranre magic am I here ? 
. Why torn from ail I love away. 

And doom*d thy fruitless vows to hear ? 

*' Art thou a god, and dost not know 

That I this withering garland wore, 
To welcome from a vanquished foe. 

The warlike youth whom 1 adore ? 

** That as his conquering galleys rode 

Mi^estic o*er the foaming sea, 
I hasted from the shouting croud. 

To shed the tears of ecstasy ; 

** And while my raised transported soul. 

On joy's tumultuous surge was tost. 
Strange slumbers o'er my senses stole, 

That fled but on thy fearful coast ? 

" What means that cry of wild despiUr? 

That look of more than mortal pain ? 
Why dost thou rend thy radiant hair ? 

O, waft me to my home again !" 

** Cease then to talk of love, or be 

Thv voice for roe thus thrilling sweet; 
Thv love -expressing eyes from me 

Through softer mlsta, abashed retreat 

" O let me, let me fondly press 

These trembling, longing lips to thine, 
And lost in rapture's tranced exi'pss, 
Blend all thy lovely soul with mine ! 



I 
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*' TheD Shalt thou tbare my ample thront* ; 

1 ben to my prayer incessant, giren. 
Thine shall it be, yes thine alone, 

III mortal shape to iwige through heaven '." 

*' Forbear! forbear!" she breathless cries. 

As now with wild, impassioned start, 
With burning cheeks and burning eves. 

The genius strains her to his heart* 

** O, by those precious tears, that late 
Thy splendour quenched, and seemed to proi'e 

A breastincapable of hate. 

But warm with pity, as withloTe ; 

** O, by those drops of sacred dew, 

I charge thee now, this storm control ! 
Death could not thus affright my view. 

Thy guilty transports stain my soul ! 

" Wrapt in these arms, with chastest bliss 

Oft nas my blooming Phaon sighed ; 
This cheek bath blnshM beneath his kiss, 

These eyes to his fond gate replied ; 

** Then by the queen of night I swear ! 

The spotless goddess of the chase^ 
Never uiall god or mortal, share 

With bim I love, my pure embrace t 

** Betrotked to his, my wedded heart 

No time, no distance can divorce : 
At first was shot thy deadliest dart ; 

Thou hast no more of equal force." 

Like a elear cloud, in which appears 

The watery moon or showery bow ; 
Shining through sad yet tender tears, , 

She stands awhile in ^ent woe j - 

In memory's glass she sees tiie grove. 

Where Phaon met her oft by night 
She beauteous as the queen of love. 

He like the young Adonis bright. « 

Prone at her feet, the ^nina rinks 

With frantic looks ot new desire ; 
His eye her melting beauty drinks. 

His lips impassioned sighs re«idre. 

** Vain are thy vows ! for never m<Hre 

Canst thou to Delos' coast return : 
Thee only w6uld I thus implore ; 

For thee I languish, thee 1 burn ! 

** Eternal fires my breast destroy, 

Itly thought in strange deliriums float ; 
O never can that earthly boy 

So wildly love, so madly dote 1-- 

** Abhorrent still I— then take thy &te ! 

Hence to a life of ceaseless fear I 
Ne^er shaJl thy heart's alarm abate. 

Till that proud heart hath wished me near 1*' 

He speaks, and instant dwrknem falls 

Stilly and thick, o'er all things round ; 
Siloice, that virtue's self appals. 

Succeeds to love and music's sound ; 

Sndden loud thunders peal on high. 

Huge forests crash, and ocdan raves ; 
While beasts of prey tremendous cry 

And echo calls from all her caves ;~ 
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At this part of the ballad, the tandden entrance of don 
Emanuel de Castro interrupted Sebastian, and throwing 
aside the book he arose to welcome him. 



CHAP. XXIII. 

The countenance of the viceroy announced important in- 
telligence : '' What have I to learn?' exclaimed Sebastiau, 
eagerly advancing. 

^^ That I am recalled :'' answered de Castro. ^' I am now 
a simple individual in Brazil. A new governor is just land- 
ed ; and the same ship which conveyed him from Spain, has 
brought me letters from my sister of Medina Sidonia : their 
contents make me weflcpme my rec^l as a harbioger*' — 

Here Kara Aziek springing up with a blanched cheek, 
caught his arm, exclaiming in a voice of alarm >— 

^ O say not that our peaceful days are over ! rouse not 
those thoughts, those wishes--«danger, anxiety, destruction 

ferhaps, await---ah ! my Sebastian, thy looks tell' me what 
have to fear." 

Sebastian received her trembling frame in his arms, as 
weeping and fsdnt she turned from don Emanuel to him ; 
she felt that his body shook with strong emotion ; he spoke 
not to her, but he^pressed her against his heart while his 
eyes impatiently searched those of de Castro. The unusual 
animation he saw there, deicieived him ; his rapid |nfagination 
diot away, and seized the utmost of his wishes : in breath- 
less haste he could scarcely articulate : — 

" You are recalled — a new viceroy is arrived ? — ^Philip 
then is dead'/ — 

" Not dead, nor dying,"— ^replied de Castro, pamed to ob- 
serve the delusion his manner nad excited* 

Sebastian's cheek lost its flush, and he sunk down on the 
couch Aziek had quitted, with such a deep sigh of disap- 
pointment, that de Castro stopped. 

The king recovered himself after a short struggle, and 
while a blush recoloured his face, said faintly, '^ This is fool- 
ish in me— -quite.foollsh, de Castro ! — ^you see how imperfect- 
ly I have quelled my character : after so many years of dis- 
cipline, imagination and passion are as omnipotent as ever ! 
— Well, tellme what you have to relate of our ill-fated Por- 
tugal." 
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Kara Aziek folded her arms closely round him, in silence ; 
as if fearful that de Castro's next words were to tear him 
from her : pale and speechless she hung upon his looks. 

^* The situation of Europe, sire !" resumed don Emanuel, 
^ affords for the first time a rational prospect of hope. The 
Low Countries still wage successful war against Phulp; their 
young prince Maurice proves himself worthy of his father ; 
£ngl£aid has openly declared against Spain ; the grand 
armada of Philip has heen destroyed on her coast, and r she 
threatens to attack his shores in return : Henry of France 
has heen assassinated^ — ^the Protestant king of Navarre is 
his successor. The Catholic league thus shaken, France, 
England, Holland, Sweden, and the petty states of Ger- 
many all professing the same faith witn my sovereign, all 
hostile to the religious opinions and political views of the 
relentless higot, may we not conclude, that to seat a protes- 
tant prince on the throne of Portugal will he considered hy . 
them as an act of sound policy T 

Don Emanuel paused, and his temperate eves met the • 
fixed ones of Sebastian ; how much was in them !— Ani- 
mated by their kindling expression, he went on. 

^ These are the hopes which make me hail my recal ; I 
shall be enabled to ascertain the situation, and to feel the 
pulse of the Portuguese. After satisfying myself on these 
points, It is my intention to pass into Englimd or into France, 
as circumstances may direct ; and theire, should my sover- 
eign approve the bold design, I ma^ unfold the plan of a 
quadruple alliance between the mur Protestant powers, 
which could not fail of crushing the general tyrant, and 
giving peace to Europe. O sire ! might 1 but live to be in- 
strumental in bringing you back to your people ; .might I 
but live to see a Portuguese prince wear the crown so long 
usuq^d by the very .fiend of intolerance, I should think my 
life nobly filled up, and its duties done." 

As de Castro spoke he bent his knee to the earth, and 
kissed the hand of the king ; Sebastian raised him. 

'^ Excellent de Castro !" he said, ^^ I have not words to 
thank you ; — ^here is one that ehould thank you too, but 
love makes a coward of her. What fear you, my Aziek I 
he said, fondly turning to her, and resting hk lips on her 
pale cheek, 1 am with you — ^now and for ever with you : — • 
alike inseparable in danger or obscurity, in weal or woe, in 
life or death ! " 

The look, the voice, the words of her Sebastian went at 
once to the heart of Kara Aziek ; she burst into a passion of 
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tears, exdaimiiig, '' Ah! let me erer ha^e thee here-— here 
in these arms !— I ask but to share thy fate, not tp oppeee 
thy duties or thy wishes .' 

^ I will have none in which you do not wUli^gly share, 
my Aziek T replied Sebastian, tenderly amiiing on her* ^ be 
assured that the first object still in this heart, is thyself^ the 
nesct owr child; but mv fint duty is to my comntry. Allow 
me then to risk somethiiig for her sake, at least not to turn 
aside fron^ the favourable avenue thus suddenly qpened to 
me by the hand of heaven itself r . 

'^And what wouldst thau do^ my Sebastian T asked 
Kara Aaiek, yet clinging to his arm ; ^' wouldst thou quit 
Brazilv embark ii^ a penbua enterprise, and put thy wife, 
thy child, thy very existence to the hazard T 

This question caused Sebastian to pause, an4 consider 
what course was best to pursue. De Castro ventured to 
suggest some arguments against a precipitate confidence in 
any European power, and those arguments being enforced 
by the condnsions of Sebastian's own mind, wrought him to 
confess that prudence commanded him to remain ifk South 
America. 

Till secure of being acknowledged, received, and snppovt- 
ed, either by France, England, of the Netherlwids, it would 
be madness in him to abandon the . peaceful retirement in 
which he lived ; and distant as waa Brazil still it was better 
to remain there unsuspected, than to wander in ^Af^g^liBe 
and apprehension from realm to realm. 

Political bodies do not move with the rigidity of natural 
ones : consequently a voyage to and from Brazil might be 
made if required, without delaying the execution of any 
grand blow : de Castro's secret mission might be diffusing 
itself through the different courts, till a moment arrived in 
which policy would demand the decislyo act of Sebastian's 
personal appearance. . 

In discussion and consolation half the night was consum- 
ed, and on the morrow Qaspar was sent fox to take leave of 
the late viceroy. 

No sooner did that faithful friend hoar the momentoua 
events which seemed conducting his king to the point for 
which he languished, than he gave way to the wildest joy, 
and offered don Emanuel to accompany him if needful, to 
the remotest oomer of Europe. 

Still more endeared by these testimonies of attachment, 
Sebastian would not endure the thought of beiifff bereaved 
of tw9 fii^ds at once * and don Emanuel deemed it unprur. 
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dent to retom home aooompunied by one who might be re- 
ooilected in Portugal as the man who had asserted his sot- 
ercign's existence in Africa. 

He now bade farewell to Cachoeira with some regret, but 
more presages of future good : as he kissed the hand of Kara 
Aciek, she whispered in a tremulous voice ; ^' Adieu, don 
Emanuel 1 justify the trust mv heart reposes in you, by 
thinking more of your king's happiness, than of that un- 
grateful Portugal which spumed him from her. In the 
name of God, I conjure you be well assured of her penitence 
and resolution — be confident of the fidelity of other powers, 
ere you call my Sebastian from the bosom of benevolent 
and peacefril enjoyment, to a scene of contest. I have no 
ambition for this uficonscious child." 

De Castro relied to the touching sigh witti which she 
ooncluded, by a glance full of enthusiasm ; ^* But I have, 
.madam T he said, bending to press the forehead of little 
Blaaohe, '' this expansive brow must one day wear a crown ; 
even now, it promises to be the seat of royal virtues. You 
must not tempt me into treason against my countiy ; and 
treason it would be to withhold such a treasure from her 
arms.'* 

A faint smile shone through the tears of Kara Aziek ; 
she bent towards her child with a mixture of pain and 
pleasure, for the mother was gratified by this tender compli- 
ment. 

Sebastian embraced his noble friend : his looks were un- 
usuaUy serious, and by turns the colour on his cheek deep- 
ened and faded. 

^^ You go^ de Castro !" he said^ '^ you go with our destiny 
in your hands. You know my soul — you know the tender 
ties which render life and liberty precious to me : once I 
would have gone ^a gladly to deatn for the mere chance of 
recoveriqg my rights, freeing my people, and regaining 
power to punish her oppressor, as I would have hasted to 
my bridal hour ; but now, these dear objects, these more 
precious parts of myself, in whom I breathe, live, and en- 
joy, tug at my heart-strings, and make a coward of me T 

Sebastian stopt to recover voices for a tide of tenderness 
subdued him. After a moment he resumed. ^^ Think of 
them in all your actions : be just to them, as to Portugal ; 
let your zeal for each be equally balanced, and then what- 
ever be the requisitions you may demand of my domestic 
security, I will implicitly comply with them. I am ready 
to risk much for my people if they be worthy the risk; 
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but I will not sacrifice all to a capricious or ungratefbl no- 
bility." 

Kara Aziek snatched her husband's hand to her lips, with 
an exclamation of joy : Sebastian turned on her a look ex- 
pressive of his soul. 

De Castro gave the promise desired of him, settled the 
cypher with which they were to correspond on political 
subjects, and taking a gracious leave of Gaspar, was about 
to depart, when Sebastian called him back. 

^' Stay awhile, don Emanuel,'' he said, ^' I had forgotten 
to give you a passport to Sir Anthony Shirley. This ring, 
for which I exchanged one bestowed on me by my Aziek, 
will recall me to him as the knight of the cross; and through 
his testimony perhaps, your r6mance may obtain an accred- 
ited hearing from the queen of England. Tell the generous 
Englishman how truly, how warmly I remember hun ; tell 
him that thfs memory of his noble confidence, at a time 
when every thing conspired to make suspicion almost a 
virtue, will never leave my heart ! 

^^ Shirley, who knew my past abhorrence of those pure 
doctrines 1 would now die to defend, may doubt my present 
sincerity ; but you, de Castro, must clear me from the im- 
putation of deserting the worship of my fathers, through 
political motives. 

^*' Fixed for an indefinite period in this land where every 
Portuguese considers me as a strange and unhallowed, though 
perhaps, benevolent person, policy would have bidden me 
show an excessive zeal for the faith of Rome : instead of 
that, I have risked my personal safetv, and have been 
grievously persecuted and traversed by tnose severe ecclesi- 
astics whom your authority was not sufficient to silence. 

^^ As it is, I expect that this alteration in my religious 
opinions, so far fi'om assisting me to my throne, will prove 
a bar to my progress : my people may apprehend persecu- 
tion from me. — ^Did they but read my heart !" 

The king having paused, de Castro ventured to speak* 
" My voice, sire ! imall not slumber, believe me ; happily 
the Portuguese have been used to respect my voice ; and 
since they hear the same temperate profession of our na^ 
tional religion, from the man who has lived above seven 
years in precious friendship with his sovereign, they will 
ieam to understand that what he believes himself he wishes 
not to force on others — adieu, my honoured liege 1 when 
we meet again'' — 

Don Emanuel could not pifoceed further : he threw him- 
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Mlf once more at ike feet of his king, who hendmg to raise 
and embrace him, repeated in a low voice, ^^ when we meet 
again 1 de Castro, what a volume for thought, is there in 
those few words {' 

Sebastian still held don Kmahuel, but he ceased to see 
him : his mind fell back on itself, and plunged in a deep 
reverie^ he remained many minutes standing in the same 
fixed attitude, when the soft touch of Kara Aziek recalled 
him to recollection. 

Starting at the gentle pressure of that dear hand, he re- 
covered himself with a pensive smile, and returned the 
parting benediction of de Castro. 

Don Kmanuels composed features now for the first time 
assumed an appearance of great emotion; his face was whiter 
than death ; and his wd^ds inarticulate : he looked as if 
suddenly overcome with a painful presentiment. 

In truth, Sebastian s expression had excited in him some 
apprehension for the fate of his purposed embassy, and the 
possibility of failure pierced him to the heart ; he looked at 
his king, and the idea that they were never to meet again, 
crossed him like a horrid phantom. Again he kissed his 
hands, and hurrying out of the apartments, departed for 
ever from Cachoeira. 



. CHAP. XXlV. 

The departure of don £manuel de Castro might have pro- 
duced an alarming change in the situation of Sebastian, had 
the Spakiiah viceroy been a man of rigid principles ; fortun- 
ately he was otherwise. 

Indifferent to matters of conscience, and wholly devoted 
to pleasure, he listened at first without emotion to the re- 
presentations of the monks, who now hastened to influence 
him against their heretical countryman; but when they 
added their belief that the Portuguese settler must have used 
witchcraft to humanise the Guaymures, his inattention 
ceased, and he questioned them further. 

De Cunha was not a character easily impressed by sup- 
erstition; and laughing at the grave assertion of the monks, 
he resolved to protect the man they persecuted. If a pri- 
vate individual chose to waste his fortune and his time upon 
the cultivation of a saVage race, why should de Cunha in- 
terfere,mce his government would be rendered less trouble- 
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some bvthei/continnaiice in peace? Why should he demolish 
the village of Cachoeira and drive the Gnaymures hack to 
their dens and their barbarism, solely to oblige a set of 
persons whom he denominated moral locnsts ? While de 
Cunha continued to live in this world as if there were no 
other, while he worshipped only distinctions and delights, 
what cared he if others chose to venerate gods, saints, or. 
devib ? 

This criminal apathy to the noblest sentiment of man, 
was here rendered an instrument of good, to a being of a 
fiur different stamp ; Sebastian was permitted to pursue his 
own plans, and having had the discretion to send a sump- 
tuous present to the viceroy, his gift was accepted in lieu of 
personal appearance, and nom that hour his existence was 
scarcely remembered at St Salvador. 

Domestic happiness still spread its mild sunshine over his 
retired abode ; alternate occupation and rest afibnled him 
just time to feel that he was useful, and that he was blest. 
If anxious thoughts intruded, he strove to moderate, though 
not wholly to stifle them. 

The expanding mind of Blanche now called for increased 
attention; intent on nourishing and developing her precious 
qualities, both parents would have ceased to recollect that 
she was bom to inherit a crown, had not the conversation 
of Gaspar, and the letten of don Emannel, kept that recol- 
lection alive. 

So remote from Europe, the communications they receiv- 
ed from thence, were necessarily at very distant intervals; 
but these were always interesting, and cslculated to animate 
hope. 

be Castro had been recalled solely through an intrigue 
of de Cunha's £unily, who impoverished by their relation's 
prodigality, had exerted themselves to procure for him the 
lucrative situation of viceroy over the new world ; being sup- 
ported by Philip 8 mistress they had ultimately succeeded. 

The purity and discretion of de Castro's government 
placed him beyond the reach of censure; his retired mannen 
excited no envy ; he had not a single enemy at the court of 
Castille, and therefore he found no difficulty in gaining per- 
mission from Philip to seek the re-establishment of his n^th 
by travel into other countries. 

This leave obtained, he hastened to turn it to use ; he 
visited his sister the duchess of Medina Sidonia, and with^ 
out unveiling to them the motive of his enquiries, cautious- 
ly learnt from her and her husband the real state of Philip's 
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Affoirs. These were not so flourishing as rival potentates 
imagined. 

Discontent at his long and wasteful, and unjust war with 
the Netherlands, hegan to pervade' his own dominions ; the 
cruelties of the duke of Alva, were truly considered to have 
their origin in his commands ; and now from fearing their 
sovereign, his people began to hate him. 

The Portuguese were unanimous in abhorring a tyrant 
whom some of them had assisted in seating on their throne ; 
but repentance availed not; they were shorn of their 
strength, and like the self-ruined Sampson, were destined 
to behold their own degradation, with the poignant convic- 
tion of owing it to their own imbecOity. 

De Castro staid no longer in Portugal than was necessary 
to revive amongst some of the most spirited, a hope that don 
Sebastian yet existed. In secret, ana with the utmost cau- 
tion, he confided to a chosen few, his belief of their master s 
safety ; but further than this, he deemed it impolitic to 
proceed : one step was to rouse them from despair, the next 
should be to point out an animating ground for expectation. 

Having made the tour of Portugal, and singled out such 
persons as he thought fitted for his purpose, and fiiithiril to 
their country, he passed into Italy, where he wearied out 
suspicion, by travelling from place to* place, as if solely led 
by curiosity, or in search of health. 

Nothing was more common than noblemen travelling 
incognito, consequently, no one expressed surprise when 
they heard that don Emanuel de Castro made his tour under 
a feigned name, and with a small suite. 

Near a fishing town on the coast between Italy and 
France, he fixed himself during several months : unknown 
and unobserved he dispatched from this place a couple of 
trusty friends, to whom alone he had confided the absolute 
existence of don Sebastian. 

Texere, an enlightened and liberal priest of the Ronush 
church, went for England ; while don Juan de Castro a 
' cousin of Emanuel's procured admission into France, and 
penetrated even to the presence of Henry himself. 

Don Juan's mission was to gain over the French king, 
and to convince him of the policy of entering into a con- 
federacy with England and Holland, for the restoration of a 
monarch whom now the same fiaith would bind closely to 
their future interests ; father Texere waus to insinuate him- 
self into the favour of those who governed the English 
queen, and by magnificent promises to them, insure her 
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efficient assistance; another emisary was sent into Helliind, 
where prince Maurice swayed at will the hearts of his coun- 
trymen* 

The progress of these agents was slow and wavering. In, 
England the Earl of Leicester who then guided the councils^ 
acted with cold and narrow policy : this jpolicy looked not 
beyond its own immediate interests, treating as yisionary aU 
soUcitUde for the r^hts of a sovereign no longer able to throw 
a weight in the scale of Europe. 

He considered, and calculated, and scmtiBised so much, 
thai he suffered the time for action to escape ; and secretly 
discrediting the report of Texere conoeming the new opi- ' 
nions, and altered character of don Sebastian, he habituated 
himself only to think of don Sebastian s restoration as an 
act which would re-seat a madman. 

Sir Anthony Shirley was yet in Persia : no other courtier 
had equal influence with Leicester, and forced to bear with 
ail his caprices, Texere wore away month after month in 
continuainegociation, which still produced nothing decisiv^ 
and which not even the urgent letters of de Castro coula 
bring to a point* 

Don Juan was better received, though with less prospect 
of benefit, by the amiable king of Navarre. Henry heard 
with extreme sensibilfty the story of hia royal kinsman ; he 
even shed tears: but wnat availed his^mpathy orhisaeal? 
he was himself struggling against one half of his subjects, 
whose religious animosities threatened him with destruction; 
and alternately conquering or conquered, without treasures, 
almost without authority, it rather becasne him to seek the 
protection of others than to stand forth the champion of don 
Sebastian. 

All that Juan could obtain or reasonably ask, was the 
promise of assistance, whenever France should have acknow*- 
ledged her lawful king. 

In the Netherlands prince Maurice also was^ hotly con- 
tending against the arms of the duke of Alva : — ^unless en- 
couraged by France and England, and aided by the insur- 
rection of Portugal, he feared to animate the filry of his 
invaders bv a rash declaration in favour oiE the Protestant 
prince, and therefore frankly confessed, that the only service- 
m his power was that of continuing to employ the stoutest 
troops of Spain. 

These negociations proceeded not with the rapidity of 
ordinary affairs; sometimes they ebbed, sometimes they. 
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flowed; the erents of one day would accelerate th^ir motion, 
the changes of another, suspend them altogether. 

Time passed, and so long was the period, that the inhahi- 
tants of Gachoeira nearly abandoned expectation: they 
heard from de Castro of ms attempts, his risks, his mortifi* 
cations, his suddenly raised, and as suddenly blasted hopes, 
his busy gorngs hither and thither, his narrow escapes of 
of discovery, and all the long et ceteias of an important 
and concealed mission. 

Thev heard this at fint with liyely emotionB tltat corres- 
ponded only too faithfully with his own : but by degrees 
anxiety became exhausted, frequent diss^pointmeni Inroke 
the spring of hope, and each in secret resigned themselves 
to a life of retirement in Brazil. 

Bitter were the tears shed by Gaspar whenever he pon- 
dered over such a prospect : but he dared not interrupt by 
his complaints that serious calm which Sebastian had suc- 
ceeded in diffusing over his feelings ; he wept alolld, or in 
company with the young Blanche, who compassionated his 
sadness, though she knew not the cause. 

Ships from Europe came to St Salvador twice a year ; 
their arrival uniformly produced great agitation in Sebastian 
and Kara Aziek; the former anticipated the news they 
might bring, with ungovemed eagerness, the other dreaded 
to learn them, lest they should call her husband into dan- 
ger. But on each the same cause produced the same effect ; 
it gave them a habit of trouble and anticipation ; it destroyed 
that delightful serenity, that tranquillity of the floul^ wmch 
reflects in all their beauty the various images or surround- 
ing happiness ; they no longer moved through the paradise 
they had created, with looks that said, ^^ here is our world;'* 
care and disquiet sat on their brows, and plunged in frequent 
reveries, they gave evident proof of having deeper interest 
fur away. 

It was from observing this change in Kara Aziek, that 
Sebastian first learnt to note the alteration in himself; that 
instant he decided on his course. 

He ceased to talk of Portugal and de Castro, he called on 
his family to follow his example, and courageously striving, 
to restore his mind to that self-commanding state from 
which he had suffered it to be driven, he resumed his former 
occupations with his former energy. 

Again smiles and pleasures appeared at Cachoeira : again 
the beautiful Blanche led the gay dance under her favourite 
trees; again she decorated with flowers on each returning 
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day of her birth, the lovinff Boremel, now grown old and 
indolent. Meanwhile the nopes of her parents, though 
chaBtised) were not annihilated ; the letters of de Castro 
still informed them that his zeal was nntired, and that al- 
though ady erne political events might delay their wishes, he 
yet beliered that all would prosper at last. 

Even Gaspar began to reconcile himself to these languid 
expectations, when he was one day summoned to the pre- 
sence of his friend and kins. 

Sebastian was standing luone with an opened letter in his 
hand ; the contents of which had evidently taken the colour 
from his cheek ; never before had Gaspar seen him so pale. 

He raised his eyes on the entrance of the latter, and said 
in a low voice, ^^ Gaspar, you must support me— my heart 
will not have strength of itself-Hsuch a sacrifice is demand- 
ed ; all-gracious God ! must I acquiesce T 

Sebastian stood with his clasped hands raised to his head, 
though that was bent down with the air of one whom the 
prospect of some impending misfortune has completely sub* 
dued. 

^'What means my liege T exclauned Gaspar, ^v^hat 
sacrifice is demanded r 

^' My child 1 — ^my child Gaspar !" interrupted Sebastian, 
fixing a wild look on him, then instantly turning away ; 
Gaspar spoke not; bewildered by the many conjectures to 
which these few words gave rise, he stood silent. Mean- 
while Sebastian recovered. 

^^ They would have my daughter in their hands ;" he re- 
sumed. 

^ Of whom do you speak sire T 

« Of the English :" replied the king, " ere they will at- 
tempt aught for Portugal, they must liave a hostage in their 
possession, a gaurantee of my good foith : . de Castro in his 
zeal, had named my daughter, and it is her they demand. 
Gaspar, l^ow shall 1 tear her from her doting mother?' 

Relieved by this imperfect explanation, Gaspar found 
voice to enquire more particularly. Sebastian showed him 
the letter from don Emanuel ; its contents were unusually 
important. 

jjisgusted with the timidity of Henry IV. and alarmed 
by his secession from the Protestant interest, England 
began to cast an anxious eye on evexy prince of her own 
complexion in religion and politics : it was now therefore 
that the agents of Sebastian obtained from her a favourable 
hearing. 



DON 8VBASTIAN. 339 

Leicester was dead, and his place in. the heart of Eliza- 
beth, was filled by the young Earl of Essex, then the idol of 
the court, the camp, and the city : his generous soul was 
touched by the aJBPeding narrative of father Texere. 

Yet new in cabinets, ^d too benevolent for a system of 
mere policy, he embraced the cause of a sufiPering king, 
with all the ardour of youth : he led Texere to the queen , 
and refusing any other discussion of so delicate and sacred 
a subject, called on her to determine at once, for justice and 
Don Sebastian. 

Elizabeth was not so much the lover as to yield implicitly 
to this importunity ; she was the wily and the wary Eliz- 
abeth still ; and it was not till she had canvassed and bal- 
anced all the political advantages and disadvantages of such 
a step, that she expressed her willingness to join in the at- 
tempt of reinstating her royal supplicant on nis throne. 

Caution directed her discourse ; she represented the ne- 
cessity of acquiring the support of other protestant princes, 
whom she undertook to sound through her agents at their 
courts; and she insisted on seeing don Emanuel de Castro 
himself from whose lips alone she would accept those pro- 
mises she determined to exact on the part of his king. 

Don Emanuel made no hesitation of immediately crossing 
to England ; he left his residence in Italy, began to travel, 
and suddenly affecting to be sent for by a sick relation, 
who commanded one of the Portuguese forts in Africa, ho 
dismissed his household, and attended only by one trusty 
domestic, passed in disguise from a neutral port to that of 
London. 

His reception at the British court was as flattering as his 
wishes; satisfied with her policy, and warmed by Essex 
into some interest for the fiite of a monarch whose impetu- 
ous yet amiable character so nearly resembled h6r own, 
Elizabeth met de Castro with an air of perfect sincerity. 
The downfall of Philip rather more than the restoration of 
Sebastian, was in her thoughts, but equity and religion alone 
were on her tongue. 

Having questioned de Castro upon the situation of his 
royal master, she discovered that he was a husband and a 
tather; though in what quarter of the globe he lay concealed, 
not even her subtle heart could penetrate. This one re- 
serve don Emanuel deemed it a duty for him to insist on 
preservine. 

Pleased with the information thus obtained, as it afforded 
her the means of security against ingratitude, slie peremp- 
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torily told de Castro,.that uttleu the princen of Porti^^al 
were put into her hands, she would not draw a sword in 
her &ther 8 cause. 

At first, don Emanuel was shocked ; and conscious of the 
anguish such a requisition would inflict upon Kara Aziek, 
ventured to propose himself and his cousin as hostages for 
the fulfilment of anj treaty she might conclude with don 
Sebastian. 

Elizabeth was inflexible : and Essex, whose quiet imagi- 
nation had already transported him from the projection of 
their enterprise to its happy completion, and who saw there- 
fore, but a span of time between the two periods, joined 
his persuastoBS ; representing the candour and dignity of 
such a proceeding; assuring don Emanuel that the moment 
in whidi he welcomed Bhmche to an English shore, should 
see him bind himself to be her knight, her friend, and her 
protector. 

Don Emanuel required some days to consider of his pro^ 
position : the consideration cost him much disquiet. To 
separate Blanche from parents to whom she waseTervthing^ 
seemed an act 6f absolute barbarity ; yet to lose the only 
rational and substantial pr6speet of regaining her rights, by 
a want of firmness to endure unaroidable prirations, ap- 
peared equally criminal. It is true, Elizabeth had proposed 
the pleasing expedient of leaving the pretty hostage still in 
her parents hands ; but then those parents must oome with 
her to England, and accept an asylum there. 

De Castro's blood ran cold, when the dismal £ste of Mary 
Stuart crossed his memory : she too, had come for. succour 
and fot comfort ; she too, had been invited, caressed, and 
outwardly commiserated ; but she had languished out her 
youth in a prison, and terminated her sorrows on a scaffold. 

It was evident to him, from the looks and language of 
Essex, that his thoughts had been similar, at this part of 
their discourse; and de Castro therefore decided, that if 
policy enjoined Elizabeth to secure a hostage for the fidelity 
of Sebastian, the same prudence required him to preserve 
the father of Blanche, in order that his existence ought act 
as a check upon Elizabeth's selfish Views. 

These reflections determined him; and he was on the 
point of hastening to inform her majesty that he would 
signify her desire to his royal master, when he heard that 
Sir Anthony Shirley was returned from Persia. 

Taking this event as a favourable omen, the zealous de 
Castro lost not a moment in procuring admission to him. 
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The ring confided to him at Cachoeira, was his passport ; 
Shii'ley saw it again, with an emotion of joy, honourable to 
his character. 

^^ Then I hear of him at last !" he exclaimed, '^ where is 
he ? what fortunes have befallen him since we parted at the 
court of Schah Abbas ? — ^how many times have thoughts of 
him kept these eyes from sleep T 

^' If 1 am to answer any, or all of these questions," replied 
don Emanuel, with his usual stately yet sweet seriousness, 
'^ you must firot assure me Sir Anthony that the fortunes of 
my noble friend are sufficiently interesting to you, to make 
vou cheerfuUv assist in repairing them ? — at this moment 
he claims, and I' demand for him, the support of every loyal 
heart." 

^^ He may command mine to the gates of death," exclaimed 
Shirley ; don Emanuel resumed. 

'^ In those sleepless nights you speak of, did your thoughts 
never conjecture who the knight of the Cross might be ! — 
did your thoughts never start at your own imagination, 
deeming that suspicion romantic which this period will 
show to have been correct? — Surely Sir Anthony, your eyes, 
accustomed to see the brightness of majesty — '^ 

Shirley interrupted him : ^^ Almighty God! then it^is the 
king of Portugal of whom we talk.'' 

By an instantaneous impulse don Emanuel opened his 
.arms without speaking, for ne was deeply affected, and Sir 
Anthony, impelled by the same feeling, exchanged an em- 
brace with mm, which plighted their faith to each other in 
the same cause. After this, de Castro opened himself with- 
out reserve to the confidence inspired by Shirley.. 

Astonishment, pity, and admiration, kept the latter sus- 
pended during the course of this recital ; never in his life 
had he been so moved ; and when he heard that one faith, 
as one love, united the two hearts he prized so much, some 
tears trickled down his cheek. 

Shirley's evidence respecting the perilous situation of 
Persia, tended to heighten queen Elizabeth's respect for the 
character of Sebastian, and by his advice de Castro no longer 
delayed acquainting her with lus intention of dispatching a 

Dressing letter to Brazil, which he doubted not would pro- 
ace the efiect they wished. 

In this letter de Castro had suggested every thing neces- 
sary for the safe conduct of Blanche to Europe : he advised 
placing her under the protection of Gaspar, whose love for 
her was almost paternal ; with him she -might proceed to 
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Sicily, where the duchess of Medina Sidonia had just gone 
to take possession of an estate left her by an Italian relation. 

This favourite sister of de Castro's, a&eady warm in their 
cause, would joy to receive the legitimate heiress of her 
native country, and don Emanuel engaged to be at Messina, 
as her e8coi*t into Bnffland. 

Cautious himself, de Castro did not choose that his young 
charge should make direct for any British port; since it was 
impossible to foresee what changes might have taken place 
in the period that must elapse between the writing of the 
present letter, and the arrival of Blanche. 

Such were the momentous details contained in the packet 
firom don Emanuel, which he had warily transmitted 
through a neutral vessel to Messina, and thence to Brazil^ 
the perusal of them caused a conflict in the heart of Caspar. 
He would have exulted had he not seen the friend and 
master whom he idolized, a prey to extreme grief. 

Sebastian was indeed suffering in idea, all the pangs of 
parting from an only and beloved child ; and While he fan- 
cied the tears and cries of her yet dearer mother, his hardly* 
eamed philosophy deserted him at once. 

It was necessary that Caspar should now forget that he 
was his king, and think of mm merely as a man struck and 
enfeebled by sorrow, he ventured to enter fully on the im- 
portant inducements to the separation they dreaded ; and 
explaining every motive more distinctly than de Castro 
could take time to do, he succeeded In recalling Sebastian 
to a sense of his daughter s interest, and his people's claims. 

After a long discussion, the sad father exhorted Caspar 
to a temporary silence on the subject of their discourse, and 
requesting to be left alone, shut himself into his apartment 
to ruminate on the ai'guments to which he had been listen- ^ 
ing. 



CHAP. XXV. 



After serious reflection Sebastian came to the determination 
of sacrificing his domestic comforts to the ultimate good of 
his people and his child : the conflict was over with himself, 
but how was he to conquer the heart of Kara Aziek 1 of 
that tender mother, who ^ chid the winds of heaven,'' if 
they blew too roughly on the face of her darling?— ^that 
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tender mother and faithful wife, who saw 00 much of virtue 
^«ad happiness around her dwelling at Cachoeira, that she 
. knew not where the world could show a station more pro- 
ductive of either. 

Dreading the excess of her giief, yet arming himself to 
encounter it^ Sehastian quitted his sddtude, and went forth 
to seek her. 

Ue found her with Blanche^ just returning from their 
village church, where they had been witi^essing the mar- 
riage of an Indian girl with one of the most enlightened and 
amiable of her tribe. The happy scene from which they 
were come, had lighted up the countenances of each: 
Bhmche was yet too young for complete sympathy with 
the blushing Izamba, but her heart sympathised with hap^ 
piness of any sort; and the tear of benevolent pleasure 
which stood on the cheek of her mother, called a shower 
over her s. 

Gently walking under a long line of cedars shadine the 
Cachoeira, Sebttstian descried them a£Btr off< — ^The full and 
perfectly formed figure of Kara ^Eiek, her slow soft step, 
the gentle dignity which distinguished her, were oontrasted 
by the slight and budding graces of Blanche's more airy 
form. Her step was quicl^ bounding, and uncertain as the 
young gaselles; her looks were timid, not majestic ; and 
like spring preceding summer, she sportively advanced, ad- 
miring every object she had seen and admired a thousand 
times before. 

Sebastian scarcely descried her ere she was at his side ; 
by an irresistible impulse he took her in his arms, and hold- 
ing her to his heart, suffered the tears he could no longer 
restrain, to fall over her face. 

It was the first time that Blanche had ever felt her fa^ 
ther's tears; she looked up, and the bright roses of health 
and delight faded fh>m her cheek. 

^' Be not alarmed, my child ! ^^ he whispered in a faltering 
voice, as he let her go again, ^' X will rejoin your mother 
soon — speak not to her of this weakness^ I must explain it 
myself. 

Having spoken, he turned away, and hurrying towards a 
sugar-mil^ which he entered, as if intent on business, left 
Blanche to wait for her mother,»who seeing nothing extra- 
ordinary in this conduct of her husband, entered her own 
habitation. 

It was long ere Sebastian sufficiently recovered himself 
to join Kara Aziek ; the smile with which he dreaaed his 
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pale countenance could not conceal from her the unusual 
agitation of his heart ; she fearfuUy inquired its cause, and 
was answered hy a cautious explanation of de Castro's situ- 
ation and enfi;agements. 

Kara Aziek listened to him in profound silence, which 
she did not break till some moments after he had concluded ; 
she then turned on him her expressive ejes ; no tears Were 
there, but they were full of that maternal anguish she felt 
called upon to control. 

She looked tenderly at him, as if she believed him unable 
to avert the calamity with which she was threatened, and 
as if she considered him equally with herself^ an object of 
compassion. ^ I submit ;" she said at length, turning her 
eyes from her husband and fixing them on heaven ; '^ There 
are periods in which I dare not yield to mv feelings. That 
God who has blessed us with our Blanche, calls her now 
to become an instrument for her Other's restoration : I may 
not detain her." 

At the last words, Kara Aziek closed her eyes as if she 
would have shut from her husband's sight the an&^uish of 
her soul : a general trembling seized her, and unable to re« 
lieve herself by tears, she made an effort to smile, and press- 
ing his hand, leaned her face upon his shoulder. 

Sebastian gently supported her. ^' This unresisting ac- 
quiescence, this uncomplaining griei^ affected him far more 
than the most violent aespair : in proportion as his Aziek 
appeared more worthy of happiness, her different destiny 
seemed more cruel. 

'^ Dearest and best of women !" he exclaimed, '' is it to day 
tliat I am to receive the strongest proof of that love which 
has been the angel of my life?— You know my heart, and 
you spare me the misery of contending with tenderness for 
you, and duty to Portugal : you weep not, you complain 
not I — my Aziek, I am then indeed, dearer to thee than 
the child to whom thou gavest birth ?---l expected lamenta- 
tion, remonstrance, shall I confess it ? — sorrowful reproaches 
—I find gentleness and heroism ; I find that I am still the 
first in that precious heart." 

Transported out of himself by such a conviction, Sebastian 
folded his arms around his wife, whose countenance sud- 
denly glowing with vivid emotion, wai^ now bathed in tears. 
Instantaneously melted by his burst of affection, she wept 
profusely, but her tears had no bitterness In them ; she 
forgot at that moment the impending evil she had been 
eontomplating. 
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By degrees this rapture subsided, and the separation firom 
her daughter returned in all its force. '^ I will try to merit 
these kind praises i* she said faintly, ^' hut my heart may 
not always have such strength : pardon me therefore, Sebas- 
tian, if some moments of weakness should make me the 
selfish creature you feared to find me. Remember that in 
this discourse 1 have spoken my real sentiments, and do 
not attend to the temporary ravings of a mother, who can- 
not always hear the voices of reason and religion; who 
cannot always obey their commands. In my soul I am 
convinced we ought to make this sacrifice ; as such, it shall 
be completed." 

Again the tears of Kara Azidc ceased to flow, and her 
features resumed their former paleness. Sebastian still 
looked at her with a mixture of anguish and delight. His 
affection was eloquent, and repeated tributes to the forti- 
tude he admired, contributed to support and to console 
Kara Azlek. 

One important matter yet remained to be discussed; 
should they or should they not suffer Blanche to depart 
without knowing the stoiy of her birth ? 

Many arguments in favour of each line of conduct pre- 
sented themselves during this interesting discussion; but 
those had the most weight, which dictated explanation. 

Blanche was of an age and a character to feel the value 
of such a confidence : the knowledge of her parents' mJsfor*- 
tunes would surely endear theon to her heart ; and when 
widely separated, that anxiety which must result from her 
acquaintance with their critical situation, would form still 
a Imk of union. Their thoughts, their wishes, their solid*- 
tudes, would yet remain the same, though their persons 
might be divided ; it would be impossible for Blanche not 
to remember and love her parents, when her dearest inter- 
ests were mseparably interwoven with their images. 

In addition to this consideration, Sebastian urged one 
equally important ; Blanche would sooner attain the quali- 
ties requisite ^or her future guidance through life, by his 
early c^l upon them. Discretion, courage, attentive obser- 
vation of persons and events, careful calculation of actions, 
and their consequences, would be the natural fruit of thus 
giving her a necessity for all these properties. 

With the prospect of one day filling a station of responsi- 
bility, seeing in the example of her fetUier the awful vicissi- 
tudes to which even monarchy is exposed, and feeling, in her 
own person, the dependence of maU on man, she would 
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avoid the risk of becoming intoxicated with a distinction 
which presented itself under a shape so forbidding. 

Her imagination, chastised by experience, and her heart 
disciplined by early care, would mature, fix, and ennoble 
her character ; if Proridence should call her to a throne, 
that education would enable her to fill it with honour; if 
destined to pass her life in obscurity, the memory of her 
parents' lot, would teach her the emptiness of the world, 
and the rarer treasures of that benevolence which makes 
joy to itself in every station. 

If blind to the advantages of candour, Sebastian should 

Eermit Blanche to depart m ignorance of her real condition, 
e reflected, that she must go with either a sentiment of 
curiosity about the concealed motives of her parents, or 
with a sentiment of disappointment at their seemingly luke- 
warm affection ; continual deception must be practised on 
her ; and bearing away with her no quickening principle of 
anxiety, her filiiJ love would soon languish. 

The remembrance of her happy home, would, from its 
very happiness, only serve to excuse her to herself for ceas- 
ing to feel an animated interest in its inhabitants ; and de- 
livering up her young mind to the charms and novelties of 
a gay me, she would perhaps lose much of her goodness and 
all her simplicity. 

These reflections decided Sebastian, for Kara Aziek had 
decided at first, from the mere impulse of feeling. 

Having left his Aziek seeking additional strength at that 
sacred source whence human virtue is derived, he sought 
Gaspar, and imparted to him the resolution to which he had 
brought himself ; Gaspar s emotion was purely joyful ; he 
neither dreaded dangers nor difficulties, oceans nor dun- 
geons, when the prospect of being useM to his king lay 
before him. 

His sanguine nature made him certain that he should not 
be long separated from Sebastian; the destruction of Spanish 
tyranny, and the restoration of Portugal, were events that 
he concluded must follow the interference of England ; he 
was but leading his sweet young mistress to a triumph, not 
to a struggle; he was but going to make the path broad and 
open which led back to the throne of her ancestors. 

" We part, sire ! it is true ;" he said, " yet what is our 

parting ? — ^we shall meet again, and meet in happiness. I 

^feel that Providence has now set a period .to your trials ; 

this is the epoch destined for the recovery of your former 

possessions. We shall reach Englapd — England will raise 
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her powerful arm, and as if by magic, the whole mass of 
foreign t^n'anny will crumble to dust. My honoured young 
mistress will then b^ given to the Portuguese as a pledge 
"that their beloved sovereign yet lives, and will condescend 
to reign over them : you will arrive, sire, to find in your 
own kingdom, powerj adoration, and happiness T 

^^ Not adoration, Gaspar," said Sebastian, smiling kindly, 
*^ not adoration, that is an impious tribute to kings, which, 
thank God, I never required, nay, which I abhorred, even 
in my proudest day. If I may regain the love of my people, 
by convincing them that a parental tenderness for them 
glows in this time-tried heart, I shall indeed rejoice that 
the meridian hours of my life are not to pass away at Cacho- 
eira. Marvellous destiny!'' he added after a thoughtful 
pause, ^^ shall I ever again find myself the ruler of a mighty 
nation — ^the arbiter of their &tes — the earthly god to punish 
and to reward ? — When I look back to the period in which 
I voas this powerful creature, it seems to me a long past 
dream ; sufiPering and seclusion, the only realities !" 

"Not so, sire!** gravely observed Gaspar, "you are a 
sovereign and a god at Cachoeira ; you are the happiest of 
husbands and of fathers, — and do you say that there are no 
realities but suffering and seclusion T 

Sebastian fixed his eyes on him, with a look of generous 
approval, " Ever, my friend !" he exclaimed ; " ever watch- 
ful over my character as much as my interest ! I spoke, 
Gaspar, in a way too familiar with me ; I spoke from the 
impression of one recollection only; I remembered therefore 
my losses, and forgot my possessions. Be satisfied, my soul 
is fiilly sensible of the rare blessings I enjoy. Had I not 
lost my liberty and crown, I' should never have been the 
happy fiither and husband, never have opened my eyes on 
the light of pure Christianity ; this thought makes me con- 
sider my misfortunes as benefits." 

Gaspar expressed his satisfaction at so ingenuous a con- 
fession of error, and proceeded to name the time and pre- 
parations that would be required, ere he could commence 
his voyage. 

He knew that merchant-ships were then in the bay of 
St Salvador, bound for St Lucar : in one of these, it was 
agreed he should procure a passage for himself and his 
young charge, with whom he might easily proceed from St 
Lucar to Messina. 

Nothing was more common than for the children of Bra- 
zilian settlers to be sent to £urope for their education or 
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health, and one of these motives would certainly be atti>> 
buted to Blanche s separation from her parents, should any 
persons think such an event of sufficient consequence to 
employ their thoughts. * 

Charged with securing the cabin of the merchant-shipi, 
and with providing all things requisite for a tedious voyage^ 
Oaspar hastened to St Salvador, leaving sadness in that 
house, which until now, never knew more than the shadow 
of passing clouds. 

The interview with his daughter was a trying hour to 
Sebastian: KoraA^iek declined beinff present: her heart 
dreaded itself: and the nearer drew tne moment m which 
she was to make the sacrifice demanded, the more her fears 
and her lu^itation increased. 

^ If I should £ul at last i" she constantly repeated to her- 
self, while striving to strengthen her resolution by the 
recollection of Sebastian s commendations ; *^ If I nonld 
disappoint his trust in my promise of submission I ah Ood ! 
pity me, succour me, support my feeble spirit, and give me 
that added confidence in thy mercy, that added tenderness 
for his feelings, which may successfully wrestle against the 
deq>air of a mother." 

Impressed with a sense of her own weakness, Kara Aziek 
fled from every scene which could enervate her still further, 
courageous from that very tenderness of character, with 
which her courage had to struggle, she refused to herself 
the lui6iry of indulging her grief, and of participating in 
that affecting interview which must increase it« 

While ' she surrounded herself by various occupations^ 
forcibly wresting her mind towards the interest of others, 
Sebastian was unfolding to their daughter the wonderful 
storv of lus youth. 

fler amazement and sympathy may be imagined : they 
were in proportion to the sensibility of her character : but 
Sebastian looked beyond these, and as he slowly related the 
events of his life, and pointed out the lessons to be learned 
from them, he watched their effect on her who might here- 
after need such beacons to guide her in the same course. 

A serious joy warmed his heart, when he beheld the im- 
pression made by the knowled^ of her birth : looks of 
trouble and apprehension were mstantly diffused over her 
features : she was not ambitious therefore : to inspire her 
with zeal for her own rights, it would be requisite to teach 
her the benevolent purposes to which they might be di- 
rected. 
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No parts of her father s narrattye so absorbed the atten- 
tion of Blanche, as those whic^ related to her mother. 
While Sebastian detailed the variety of Kara Aziek's destiny, 
and the transitions from pain to pleasure which they had 
mutually endured, the eyes of Blanche alternately shone 
with the brightness of joy, or fell to the ground blinded 
with tears. It was evident, that from the moment Kara 
Aziek appeared upon the scene, her affectionate child saw 
in her love the best blessing of life, and ceasing to think of 
her father s loftier anxieties, was solely interested in reach- 
ing the moment which gave her parents to each other. 

Once, and only once, did her agitated heart burst through 
the restraint which delicate timi£ty, and filial respect had 
imposed ; it was at the description of Sebastian's return to 
Portugal, at the reception of donna Gonsalva, and the con- 
versation of the two noblemen at the house of Lopez Ver- 
nara. 

Powerfully moved by these incidents, she suddenly threw 
herself on the bosom of her £ather, ecKclaiming, in a voice 
broken by sobs, ^^ Ah send me not to such a dreadful world! 
let me not live with people who have thus outraged my 
dearest father !*' 

Much affected by a sensibility as just as it was exquisite, 
Sebastian strained her to his breast, and lifting up the scat- 
tered ringlets from her cheek, he kissed it fondly. That 
roseate cheek, those eyes now closed with grief, but lovely 
still from the long lashes which fringed them, the soft arms 
that twined around his neck, and the beautiful tresses which 
lell dishevelled over them, all these were so like his Aziek's, 
that he repeated his caresses, and abandoned to a moment of 
weakness, whispered, '' Should I not risk all things to go 
with my child $ 

At this unexpected dawn of hope, Blanche raised her face, 
the sunshine of happy youth was on it. '* O my father ;'' 
she cried, "let us go together} — ^my mother, my dear 
mother too— we cannot live without her." 

Sebastian had now recovered himself, and sorrowing to 
destroy the illusion his own words had raised, he proceeded 
in a calmer tone, to explain to her the weighty reasons 
which rendered it necessary for him to trust the judgment 
of de Castro, and to act by his suggestion ; he alone could 
decide oil the prudence of measures, which must be in- 
fluen9ed by the conduct of those potentates amongst whom 
hewas acting. 

Blanche had been early taught to yield to the voice of 
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reason : the moment she was convinced that what she wished 
was hostile to her hotter interests, or hlamahle in itself 
she ceased to form a wish on the suhject. 8he suhmitted to 
the commands of dnty, as to the irreyersihle decrees of 
heaven. 

This valoahle hahit of moral ohedience, now enahled her 
to acquiesce in the dreary prospect of separating from her 
parents, and committing herself to a world, of which the 
nistory had made her a&aid. She wept bitterly ; but she 
frequently repeated, that she saw her fether could not in 
justice to himself and his countxy, and in gratitude to those 
friends who were now risking their lives for his sake by 
secret correspondence with thns enemies of Philip, do other- 
wise than grant them some rallying point like herself. 

Sebastian contemplated her as she sat struggling against 
her grie^ kissing his hands and looking at him with humid 
smiles ; Sebastian contemplated her with many an admiring 
thought. He contrasted her character and conduct with 
what his own had been at a much more forward period of 
youth : at that period the whole globe was scarce large 
enough for his tempestuous passions to tage in. Shame and 
compunction were on his brow. '' Blanche," he exclaimed, 
^^ if the certainty that you possess the fullest love, the most 
perfect approbation of your &ther, can give comfort to your 
heart, be assured that you do possess them — ^never, my child, 
never were you half so dear or so estimable to me, as at this 
moment." 

Blanche started from her seat, and threw herself before 
him ; Sebastian bent towards her, and holding her against 
his lo'east in the lovely attitude in which she had placed 
herself^ he resumed nis discourse. ^'Cultivate this self- 
government which ennobles you thus in a parent's eye ! — O 
m^ daughter, self-government is dignity, is happiness, is do- 
mmion !-— 'tis the secret of disarming adversity of its sting — 
'tis the virtue which comprehends aU others — ^'tis that which 
will entitle you to a crown in heaven ! — Had I been like 
thee, my child, at this instant I should have nothing to re- 
proach myself with ; I should have been dwelling in the 
nouse of mv fathers, and 1 should not have had to send my 
innocent Blanche into a faithless world in search of that 
possession which my folly threw away. 

He stopped, and several deep sighs followed his words. 
Blanche kissed his hand with repressed ardour ; her timid 
voice trembled as she spoke. '•'' You have profited by your 
chastisements, dearest father, or how should I have become 
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the character yon praise ? — ah me ! shall I always remain 
so ? your virtues have sprung up out of your trials ; and 
mine perhaps may die under them." 
' Struck with the justice of this ohservation, and charmed 
with the salutary humility which it proved, her gratified 
father pursued the theme she had hegun, and discoursing on 
principles and passions, on trials and temptations, forgot the^ 
lapse of time. 

Kara Aziek's voice near the windows of the apartment 
in which they sat, roused him to recollection, and taking 
Blanche by the hand, he went forth to join her mother, 
. By the same impulse, Kara Aziek and her daughter 
pressed each other in their arms without speaking : £bas- 
tian approached, and drew them towards him ! he too was 
silent : after some moments of extreme emotion, they re- 
covered themselves, and rose from this sad embrace. The 
faces of Kara Aziek and Blanche were bathed in tears, that 
of Sebastian was pale, but more composed. 

As if by tacit agreement, no one ventured to speak of 
the only subject that engrossed their thoughts : their con- 
versation was serious, ana interrupted by long pauses, but 
it was evidently connected with their most interesting re- 
flections. 

Not till she was alone with her daughter, a few days 
previous to her departure, had Kara Aziek courage to name 
the trial they were about to encounter ; at this instant for- 
titude forsook her, and the weeping Blanche beheld for the 
fiiBt time, her gentle and hitherto patient mother, given up 
to an agony of despair. 

Periods like these, are not those in which human dom- 
fortings avail : the soul must seek and find its comforter in 
itself. It must be habituated to believe that all the de- 
crees of heaven are wise and good ; then will sorrow grad- 
ually subside, and a consolation past utterance will succeed 
to distraction. 

Experience had taught this most precious lesson to Kara 
Aziek ; for often had she had occasion to feel in her own 
person, and through that of her husband, that 

** We, ignorant of onraeWes, 
B^ often oar own hnrms, whit'h th<* wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we inrofit 
By losing of our prayers." 

The silent caresses and touching tears of her daughter^ 
contributed to console, rather than to a£9ict her : so sweet, 
80 amiable, so excellent a creature, was she not destined to 

2o2 



352 DON BBBA8T1AN. 

oniament and to bless mankind ? — The heart of a fimd bkh 
ther answered in the affirmative ; and like the sick person 
who courageously bears the crisis of a disorder when the 
paroxysm is expected to work his cure, she roused henelf 
to support a partmg which she hoped would lead to permar 
neht Te-union. 

Though flattering herself that many months would not 
elapse ere the path should be open for. Sebastian s return to 
Portugal, she exhorted Blanche, as if th<^ir separation were 
to endure for years ; her admonitions were few and imprea* 
sive ; she had nothing new to teach her daughter, but what 
she had been hitherto teaching her every day bv example 
rather than precept^ she now summed up, in easily-remem^ 
bered maxims. 

This discourse with her mother was never foi^otten by 
Blanche. 

« Gaspar had provided the accommodations requisite for hii 
young mistress; all their arrangements were completed^ 
and the day was iix^d for the sailing of the vessel which 
was to convey them to Europe. Sebastian confided to his 
friend a packet for don Emanuel de Castro, signifying the 
extent to which he would engage himself witn any foreign 
power willing to aeeaat him ; this packet contained also a 
letter to queen Elizabeth, which Blakiche was to deliver at 
their first meeting. 

Sebastian had written with the dignity of a king, and 
the tenderness of a father; by the wannth of his paternal 
expressions, he sought to make her sensible that she could 
not hope to injure or distress his child with impunity. He 
expressed himself strongly, yet with such courtly address, 
that although Elizabeth must feel his meaning, and see his 
doubts, she could not openly reply to them. 

The hour of separation drew near ; the ship was to sail 
on the morrow. 

Having resolved to let no other objects share her heart 
with her'parents, at that moment in which she alone would 
occupy tneirs, Blanche took leave of the Indians on the 
preceding evening; their uncontrolled lamentations af- 
fected her powerfully ; and it was not till the night was 
far advanced, that she recovered from the mournful impres- 
sion. 

Day-break awoke her ; when she first opened her eyes at 
the rustling of the breeze among the tall tops of a grove of 
magnolias, when she saw their beautiful foliage, and heard 
the birds singing from their branches, she felt a sudden 
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lAiock ; for this was the last time in which she should see 
these trees, or feel this air ! 

She^was going far away ! she vras going &om her parents I 
at this conviction a death-like sickness oppressed her very 
heart; she sunk hack on her pillow, and helieving the 
effort impossible, resigned herself to an excess of despair. 
The tears which she wed in floods, gradually relieved her 
feelings, and left them more obedient to her will ; she re- 
peated to herself the injunctions and arguments, of her 
parents, she strove to fix a short period for the continuance 
of their separation, and having recourse to devotion, was 
tenabled to quit her chamber with a tolerably serene coun- 
t«ianoe. 

It was yet early day ; no one else was stirring, and 
Blanche rose thus soon, that she might take a parting look 
at the recent grave of Baremel. 

This playmate and guardian of her infant days, had died 
of old age, and was buried by Sebastian himself under a 
cluster of palmitos in his garden. No stone, with indecent 
resemblance to the monument of departed man, marked the 
place where he was laid ; but a circle of plaited reeds en- 
closed the little mound, and Blanche often stole there, to 
cover the bed of her favourite with flowers. 

She now moved lightly and timidly towards it, half- 
ashamed of a sensibility it was amiable to feel. O lovely 
season of youth ! how sweet art thou to behold, with thy 
attendant graces of modesty, susceptibility, and self-dis- 
trust! 

The colours of the blooming flowers through which she 
passed painted the soft complexion of Blanche ; hers was 
the complexion that announced a tender and intelligent 
heart, for it varied with every thought and every feclmg ; 
it was now flushed with strong emotion. 

She approached Baremel's grave, and was going to throw 
herself upon it with a violence of sorrow pardonable at her 
early age, when she was checked by the apprehension of 
its being criminal.— '^ Yet he was so loving, and fiEuthful 1" 
she exclaimed, tears trembling in her eyes, ^^ I think it can- 
not be wrong to remember him with affection." Her in- 
nocent heart decided in the affirmative, and sitting down 
near the grasay heap, she strewed it with blossoms, and gave 
loose to her tears. 

Her mind was quickly thronged with long-past images ; 
different epochs of holidays and festivals in which Baremel 
had constantly performed some amusing part ; passed in 
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review before her. She remembered his joyfiil bark, hfft 
supplicating whine, his watchful and loving: looks, hi9 un- 
wearied attendance of her from InfEuicy to youth, over all 
the romantic region that surrounded Cachoeira. ^^ Poor 
Baremel ! I can never see thee again !" she said, sighing : 
that apostrophe convened to her heart a salutary exhortation 
to take comfort on a far dearer subject. 

She was indeed going to quit her parents, but not for 
ever ; they were yet in the flower of their lives,, and pro- 
vidence therefore permitted her to anticipate their future 
re-union. Blanche was of a grateful disposition ; she loved 
to be happy, and far from partaking in the nature of those 
wretchedly-tempered spirits who seem to feast on disooBr 
tent, and refuse to be comforted^ she opened h&c soul to 
admit the smallest particle of consolation. 

Her reflections now assumed a more serious cast, for thejr 
were employed in enumerating the mercies she yet possess- 
ed, and those she might anticipate without presumption, 
but they were no longer afflicting : anxious to seize this 
moment of resignation for appearing before her parents, she 
got up, and giving a long look of regret to the resting-place 
of her early companion, turned homeward. 

Sebastian was advancing in search of her : ^ I have only 
been to look at poor Baremel s grave," she said blushing, 
^^ since you hav^ told me all that 1 owe to him, his mem- 
ory has become almost sacred to me, he saved my dear £bi- 
ther's life." 

Blanche added the last sentence with trepidation, which 
showed she was eager to give an honourable excuse for 
what might have been deemed a weakness. Sebastian 
pressed her hand as he led her forward : '^like thy mother 
u all things r h« observed, ^^ ever diffident at thy best and 
most engaging actions !" 

They proceeded in silence to the apartment of Kara 
Aziek : she had yet many things to say, or to repeat, and 
she was now gathering fortitude to pronounce them calmly. 
Blanche sat down between her parents ; each held one of 
her hands, and frequently pressed it ; but as yet, none of 
them spoke ; their eyes were fixed on the ground. 

Why is it that the dearest connexions, when about to 
lose sight of each other, avoid looking on the countenance 
they love, and which they will so soon long to behold 
agam ? is it that the soul instinctively prepares for its cal- 
amity, and tries to soften the pang by gradual abandon- 
ment of its enjoyments ? or is it that gnef would be uncon- 
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troUable if those delightfaj feelings were indalgecl which we 
are conscious must end with the removal of the person 
beloved? 

Whatever be the motive, its effect was seen in the lamil^^ 
at Cachoeira ; they remained silent and imtmovable^ drawing 
by stealth long and interrupted sighs. They were sunmion- 
ing resolution to speak of parting. 

At this moment Qaspar hastily entered ; every eye was 
raised towards him ; '^ The ship sails an hour earlier tnan we 
e^tpected, a messenger has just come from St Salvador to say 
so, we have not an instant to lose.** 

Kara Aziek uttered a loud shriek, and clasped her daugh- 
ter in her arms ; they had started up at Qaspar's first words, 
and now remained clinging to each other. Tears, sobS| 
broken exclamations, embraces repeated again and again^ 
were the Witnesses of their sorrow. 

Gaspar called on them to remember the fatal conse- 
quence of delay; almost subdued himself^ he yet Had 
courage to appear barbarous, that he might shorten the 
pangs of othiers. ^ 

Blanche heard- him not; she flung herself altematel;;! 
from the arms of one parent to those of the other, and as 
she deluged their bosoms with her tears, she called on them 
to assure her that their separation should not be eternal* ' 

Cold damps stood on the brow of Sebastian, for (he pains 
of death were in his heart, but his eyes were tearlessL 
Kara Aziek was like one frantic ; her softness had given 
place to a wild and resisting despair ; she clung to her child, 
and no remonstrances had power to loosen her grasp ? 
. Sebastian trembled for her reason, and that fear gave 
l^in strength to accomplish what he knew to be indispen*- 
sable. He advanced towards his wife, forcibly, yet tenderly, 
unlocked their hands as they met round the waist of 
Blanche, and hastily pushing his daughter towards Gaspar, 
exclaimed, " Go, go, my child, if you will not kill your mo- 
ther. I have, I have blessed you — I bless vou again* 

Gaspar had seized the arm of Blanche, while his agitated 
master was trying to detain Kara Aziek ; he now led the 
former towards the door, and lifting her up, ran with her 
from, the house to the caloche which was to cany them to 
St Salvador. 

On reaching the carriage, he found that she had fainted ; 
less alarmed at this natural effect of sorrow, than hie would 
have been grieved by her lamentations, he got into the 
vehicle, and supporting her against his shoulder, proceeded 
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to bathe her temples with a pungent essence he usually 
wore about him. 

His exertion succeeded, Blanche revived ; she looked 
round, and seeing herself on the road, she knew that all 
hope of present change was desperate ; her eyes closed 
again, but it was onlv to weep with less obviousness, and 
to preserve their last look of her parents. 



CHAP. XXVI. 

It was long ere Sebastian could calm the anguish of her, 
whostiU 

** Warmed his fond bout, and beat in arery palsa.** 

To the pang of nartmg, quickly succeeded the tortures of 
suspense ; her child was at the mercy of an ocean whose 
horrors she had herself experienced too awfully not to ap- 
prehend similar disaster for others. 

Aziek soon ceased to complain, but Sebastian's watchful 
^yes marked the sudden alteration in hers at every blast of 
wind. Those wintry storms which formerly served to 
heighten the sublimity of their scenery, were now heard 
with horror ; the pale cheek, the lifted eye, the scarce- 
breathed, half-checked apostrophe, all testified the suffering 
of an anxious mother. 

Sebastian perceived the inutility of remonstrance and 
exhortation ; these might teach hei^ to conceal her grief, 
but thev could not bring her to conquer it ; he abandoned 
them therefore, contenting himself with winning her to 
other interests, and planning new calls upon her benevo- 
lence. 

He talked perpetually of Blanche, he talked without 
gloom ; he reverted to ner sweet manners and virtues, he 
repeated the anecdotes of her childhood, anecdotes, which 
a mother never ceases to hear with interest, he drew various 
imaginary pictures of her future destiny, and he took care 
to make those pictures pleasing. By degrees Kara Azifek 
learnt to associate the prospect of happiness with this tem- 
porary privation ; she learnt to believe the sanguine fortunes 
lie foretold, and her mind, permitted to dwell on one dear 
object, readily took the only way he chose should lead to 
it. If tears sometimes trickled down her cheek at the name 
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of her far-distant tteagnre, they were tender tears, fall of 
gratitude and hope. 

The tedious months at length passed away, and letters 
arrived £rom Sicily. 

* What Were the emotbns of the parents when they saw the 
writing of tiieir daughter, and were thus assured of her 
safety ! for some time they could not read her letter; but 
they opened not any other, their child's sentiments and sit- 
uation absorbed all their interest. Having recovered him- 
self^ Sebastian read the letter aloud, though his Toloe and 
his hand yet betrayed signs of renudning agitation. 

The letter contained an account of Blanche's voyage, a 
warm acknowledgment of Gaspar s cares, description of her 
reception by the duchess of Medina Sidonia^ and a confession 
of her pleasurable emotions on witnesang the customs and 
refinements of Europe. 

To these details were added the most affecting expressiong 
of love for her parents, and of sorrow at their wide separ- 
ation ; it was evident that the simple enjoyments of her 
native village yet held their place in ner uncorrupted heart ; 
the amusements of Sicily could not displace them, for these 
amusements only gratified her senses. 

Charmed with the duke and duchess of Medina Sidonia, 
she described their kindness in glowing language : her de- 
lineation of their sentiments relieved Kara Aeiek from many 
feara; with such noble persons she could trust her daughter's 
heart. 

The packets from de Castro and Ghupar were chiefly on 
business: Sebastian perused them itttentivelv. They in- 
formed him that queen Elizabeth's &vourabie disposition 
yet remained unimpaired, but that being desirous of acting 
on certainties, and avoiding indiscreet reliance on her good 
faith, de Castro thought it expedient to return to London 
with his credentials from Sebastian, for the settlement of a 
final treaty between them; of which princess Blanche 
should be the pledge on the side of Portugal, and an im->- 
mediate loan of money, for the furtherance of their schemes, 
the guarantee on the* part of England. 

This arranged, he would instantly send for Blanche, who 
might be sarely committed to Gaspar, and would be per- 
mitted to retain this watchful friend about her person, at the 
court of London. 

Through the exertions of lord Essex, some German 
princes had promised to join the triple league against their 
common enemy, and Henry of France, perhaps secretly 
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favouring those principles he had weakly yielded up to gain 
a throne, actually advanced an unconditional sum of money 
for the aid of Seoas^iaa's agents in their various missions. 

A formidable expedition under the gallant Essex, was 
fitting out in the ports of England ; the capture or destruc- 
tion of Cadii^ was its object. But the most extraordinary 
port of this communication, was contained in the following 
sentences. 

^'Amongst the volunteers in our expedition, there are 
two, at whose names your majesty will start. Antonio of 
Crato, and his son don Christopher. For some time the 
prior had been upheld by the English, but on discoverinff 
the instability and levity of his character, they abaadonea 
his interests ; I found him living a neglected and private 
individual in London. 

He was unconscious that mv exertions here were caused 
by any stronger motive that the abhorrence of the Spanish 
yoke, for our secret goes not beyond a small circle, and he 
deemed it right to visit me— my reception was so cold, that 
he quickly left me, and we have never met since. 

'^He is embarked in the enterprise, foolishly believing 
that it is meant for his exaltation: lord Essex is aware of 
the use which may be made of this folly, as it indeed serves 
to mask the real candidate for Portugal, and suffers him 
therefore to boast as he will. 

'*• Don Christopher is of a different stamp : there is an hon- 
ourable melfmcnoly about him, that touched me at first 
sight : it is easy to perceive that he blushes at the remem^ 
brance of his mother, and that the story of your majesty's 
wrongs has reached his ears. He accompanies the earl of 
Essex as his lieutenant ; for he is a true patriot, and seems 
earnest to make some atonement for the sins of his parents. 
Let me, sire^ bespeak your favour for him, when you meet 
him in Portugal. 

At this mention of his perfidious cousin, Sebastian felt an 
emotion lone unknown: his Uood ran cold, and hastily put- 
ting down the letter, he took up that of Gaspar* 

Kara Aziek had no attention to bestow on the abject 
prior of Crato : she was absorbed in grateful contemplation 
of the happy prospect before her. Don Emanuel had enu- 
merated so many Spanish and Portuguese nobles, eager to 
assist in the re-establbhment of Sebastian or his ofispring, 
that it would have been criminal to refuse placing some 
confidence in their efforts. England, France, and I^lland, 
were on their side, and nothing remained to be concluded, 
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except the signing of a treaty, and the delivery of their 
mutual pledges. 

With these prospects she was not merely consoled, she 
was inspirited: for the first time since the departure of 
Blanche her lovely eyes shone with happiness, and she 
smiled without effort. Her hopes were gay, her joy un^ 
clouded : for of the political world and its tumults, slie had 
experienced too little to form a distant idea of its rapid 
mutations. 

Sebastian on the contrary, though he abounded in hope 
also, fbmied an instantaneous picture of all the struggles 
and vicissitudes likely to follow the public proclamation of 
his claims. The lives, the fortunes, of every one embarked 
in his cause were now at stake : if Spain should feel in her- 
self the strength adequate to resistance, she would certainly 
refuse to yield back the crown of Portugal, at the mere 
summons of England. War then, must decide it at last : 
that war which he had hitherto so carefully shunned ! 

To the painfiilness of this reflection he opposed the chief 
argument of de Castro, which consisted in the horrible op- 
pression of Philip : his extortions and cruelty, dadly ruined 
or maddened some noble Portuguese : he carried their youth 
to fight against the Netherlands, and since not even personal 
safety was purchased by submission to his yoke, was it not 
better to shed their blood in brave resistance ? 

Aided by other powers, they would contend on equal 
terms, in point of physical strength; and the force of a 
powerful sentiment would surely give them superiority in 
all that related to opinion. 

Revived by this reasoning, Sebastian banished the gloom 
of useless regret, yet he could not cease to occupy himself 
with conjecture and anticipation : — his mind was active and 
anxious, but that activity and that anxiety were full of 
cheerfubiess. 

From this day the discourses of Sebastian and Kara Aziek 
lost their pensive strain ; they conversed more frequently 
together, and the theme they dwelt on was their return to 
Europe. Time seemed long to them, because they were 
eager, but it had ceased to be sad. 

In these new emotions their former duties were not for- 
gotten ; as they anticipated a removal from Cachoeira, its 
peaceful inhabitants, formed by their care, and dependent 
on their goodness, became more interesting to them ; the 
Guaymures had claims on their hearts, which neither Sebas- 
tian not Kara Aziek were of a nature to disregard. They 



960 DON 8KBA8TIAlf. 

now redoubled their solieitade for their welfure; and Seba^ 
tian already decided on leaving part of hk property in the 
hands of two respectable Portuguese, who had settled near 
his abode : to these men he might safely trust it, as a de- 
posite for the promotion of public worlcs, or as a fond in 
ease of any unexpected calamity by fire. 

Months had gone by, and the second appearance of shipa 
from that quarter of the globe, where all their interests were 
centered, was looked for eagerly by Sebastian and Kara 
Aziek : the ships arrived. 

Assured of his daughter's health by seeing her hand writ- 
ing, and now deeply solicitous to leam the event of the 
pending negociation, Sebastian transferred her letter to his 
wife, and opened the packet from don Emanuel. 

It was written immediately after his second return from 
England : it was full of joyous expectation, Elizabeth had 
acceded to all the requests of the king of Portugal; she was 
ready to exchange a large subsidy for the person of the 
princess Blanche ; her expedition against Spain had sailed, 
and the moment she should obtain some advantage there* 
and have the presumptive heiress of Portugal in her posses- 
sion, she meant to send and demand of Phiupthe restitution 
of her father's kingdom. 

De Castro was come back to Sicily for the purpose of 
securing his brother-in-law's support to the measures of 
England : by the council of his nobles, Philip might be in- 
fluenced to resign a crown which he could not keep without 
their assistance. 

Affairs then were at their crisis; or rather that crisis was 
past, and at this moment, Blanche was either residing in the 
palace of her ancestors, and accepted as the representative of 
her father, or dwelling in England, while foreign armies 
were disputing for her father s rights. 

The afl;itation excited by this idea, was yet fresh in the 
hearts of Kara Aziek and ner Sebastian, when a vessel with 
dispatches to the governor, brought intelligence that Cadiz 
was taken by the English, that it was suspected they meant 
to send out a fleet against Spanish America, and that conse- 
duontly the governor was called on to prepare for obstinate 
aefence. 

These news reached Cachoeira by the messenger who 
brought a letter that had come in the same ship. 

The letter was from Gaspar, and but a month later in date 
that than of de Castro : it was short and afflicting : don 
Emanuel was dead. A long and violent fever with which . 
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he had been seized soon after Ills return to Messina, had de- 
layed the departure of Blanche, and had at last terminated 
the life of her most valuable friend. 

De Castro had died in the full belief that Providence 
favoured the cause of justice and his king; he had died at 
the brightest moment of their enterprise ; he was therefore 
to be envied perhaps, if Providence should will a di£Perent 
Ifate, and ordain disappointment 'to the allies. 

But what a shock was this event ! what a loss ! the grief 
of Sebastian was as profound as remembrance of de Oastro's 
past services, and dependence on his exertions might be ex- 
pected to render it : he lamented not only the best of men, 
but the most zealous of friends. The sinew of his strengtli 
was gone ; nay rather, vras not de Castro the soul of every 
project ? 

A solemn check was here given to those anticipations 
which had so lately spread joy through Cachoeira : one blow, 
taught him who had been stricken by repeated misfortune, 
to expect another, and while he mourned the companion he 
loved, he trembled to imagine that new calamities might be 
in store for himself and others. 

Kara Aziek entered into all his feelings ; her daughter, 
deprived of this £EiithM protector, whom power and in- 
fluence rendered more valuable than the humbler though 
equally devoted Gaspar, pressed on her heart, and called 
aloud for succour. 

Upon the affection of the duke and duchess of Medina, 
she slightly calculated, for we do not receive strong impres- 
sions by mere description, we must witness attachment, to 
rely on its existence, Kara Aziek only saw her inexperienced 
daughter, alone, desolate, and sad, going amongst strangers, 
to whose honour she must trust for generous treatment. 

Distracted, bewildered, unconscious of what to wish or to 
propose, she fell into a passion of grief which Sebastian 
understood but too well. He was standing buried in thought : 
at the sound of her sobs he started, and approaching her to 
support her, said in a composed tone ; ^' We have indeed lost 
our best friend, my Aziek ! he cannot be replaced. Ought 
I not to consider his death as the voice of heaven calling 
me to abandon this solitude and appear on the scene my- 
self? Even in his most sanguine moments de Castro re- 
garded England with suspicion, and knew her to be guided 
by self>interest ; that base principle may as easily lead to 
her betraying my aiTairs, as to her advancing them. What 
then would be the fate of our Blanche? rouse yourself, my 
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beloved ! we must stand the shock of peril togethei^ — my 
resolution is taken — I quit Brazil." 

At these words Kara Aziek flung herself on his bosom with 
a cry of joy ; she had lost sight of every object except her 
daughter, and contemplating her desolate state, possible 
danger to her husband was forgotten. ^^ my Sebastian 1" 
she exclaimed, '^ let us indeed brave the world united ; give 
me back mv child, and then whatever be the destiny award- 
ed us, we shall meet it with courage. Here, our peaceful 
days are over — long, long have they been over, without 
Blanche we live on, bereft of our soul. — Shall we ever see 
her again ? O thought too blissful !" 

She ceased, overcome with an emotion which Sebastian 
endeavoured to moderate, by assuring her, that when once 
they had regained their daughter, no political motive should 
induce him to resign her a second time. 

The letter from Qaspar was asain read ; and a long post- 
script which Sebastian had overlooked in his first conster- 
nation, now served to guide him in his plan for the future. 

This postscript informed him that Juan the cousin of don 
Emanuel had set off for England with the intelligence of 
their loss ; and that the detention of Blanche had been 
anreed upon amongst them, until queen Elizabeth should ^1- 
fil her promise by sendine part of the stipulated subsidy. 
This caution, together with the length of time which must 
pass ere don Juan could return, in consequence of the secret 
and circuitous route bv which all voyages to an enemy's 
eountiy were necessarily taken, animated Sebastian to hope 
that his daughter had not yet left Sicily, and that he might 
find her still at Messina. 

It was his intention rather to become his own pledge of 
faith, than to risk the security of his child. Known in 
Sicilv as the orphan ward of don Emanuel, she had hitherto 
lived unsuspected, under the protection of his sister ; it was 
true, most people concluded her to be the illegitimate off- 
spring of her reputed guardian, but that conclusion excited 
no further enquiries, and threatened her with no danger; it 
was therefore the safest asylum in which affection could 
place her. 

Having formed his resolution, Sebastian lost no time in 
beginning to act ; he settled his arrangements at Cachoeira ; 
he left the largest portion of his remaining property in the 
hands he had proposed, and preparing his mind for tpils and 
troubles to which it was now £sused, he bade an eternal 
farewell to Brazil. 



DON SEBASTIAN. 363 

It was a day of dismal sadness at Cachoeira, when its 
founder departed ; the importunate lamentations of his In- 
dians followed him even to St Salvador ; many of them peti- 
tioned to go with him, some refused to quit lus side tUl they 
saw him emharked, others flung themselves into tne sea 
and swam after the ship. 

Sehastian had thanks and benedictions for them all: 
Kara Aziek repaid them with her tears, and affectionate 
though mournful smiles. She knew they were never to 
meet again, and her heart ached to think how delusive were 
the hopes of their return, which each ardent native con- 
tinued to express, and demanded to have confirmed. 

At length the sounds of sorrow no longer reached them 
from the receding shore, it became more distant every mo- 
ment, it lessened to a speck, it sunk beneath the horizon ! 
They looked back, and that vast continent was blotted out 
from their sight : nothing remained but their solitary vessel 
in the midst of that solemn and toiling ocean, beyond which 
they were going to court difficulty and danger. 

Their situation was like that of a soul returning a second 
time into mortal life, after having long reposed on the calm 
of another world. Kara Aziek doubted whether she should 
have strength to encounter the cares inseparable from such 
a change ; and Sebastian searched his spirit to discover some 
of that fire and decisiveness which once predominated in 
his character, though it had lain dormant at Cachoeira. 

Bereft of don Emanuel de Castro, he felt dependent chiefly 
on himself; for don Juan he remembered merely as a very 
young lord whose character was not yet developed when 
they sailed for Africa, he shuddered to think wlmt might 
ensue should the duke of Medina fail him at this awful mo- 
ment : should he have betrayed the secret of Blanche s birth, 
her parents might be hastening orJy to hear that their in- 
nocent child was immured in a Castillian prison ; but should 
he prove faithful, his counsel might in some measure atone 
for the loss of de Castro. 

Sebastian revolved these thoughts with deep attention ; 
for the period was critical, and he was about to play a sol- 
emn game that staked his liberty and his life, the safety of 
his wife and daughter, and the existence of Portugal. 
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CHAP. }ixvn. 

Filled with such agitating interests, neither Kara Aziek 
nor Sebastian marked the dangers of their voyage : they 
heard the raging storms without apprehension ; mightier 
storms were threatening from afar, of still-deadlier import, 
and though they cherished a rational hope of finding the 
scene less fearful than they dreaded^ they felta pre^ntiment 
of impending evils. 

In something more than three months they reached St 
Lttcar, whence they immediately took a passage up the 
straits to Messina. 

They had re-embarked, and the vessel was under weigh, 
when a stranger put ofP in a boat from the shore, and gained 
the ship. He, had come post from Madrid on some business 
near St Lucar, and was now anxious to reach the Venetian 
gulf where he calculated on obtaining a berth in some vessel 
proceeding to Venice ; his looks were those of a man who 
has just quitted a scene of confusion ; he had indeed left 
the capit^ of Oastille an hour after his gloomy tyrant had 
breathed his last. , 

Philip the second was dead ; and as if the whole fabric 
of her enormous power was shaken by this ev^t, the stran- 
gers in Madrid all hurried to convey the news, each to his 
own country, anxious to proclaim that this was the moment 
for crushing the despotism of Spain. 

Sebastian was sittmg alone with Kara Aziek in the cabin 
they had exclusively engaged for themselves, when the 
captain suddenly entered, and unconscious of the peculiar 
interest his passengers had in such a communication, im- 
parted the death of Philip merelv as a piece of news. He 
then bolted out again, leaving Sebastian transfixed with 
surprise. 

This event was indeed important to him ; it was that 
which would give his confederates every advantage, by 
affording them the opportunity of falling upon Spain at a 
moment when her unsettled government could but feebly 
resist, or would find it policy to comply with their demands ; 
such an event looked like an omen of success. 

Amazement had struck both Sebastian and Kara Aziek 
speechless ; they did not hear the concluding sentence of 
the captain, who had requested leave to send his new pas- 
senger into their cabin, as he was of rank, and no other 
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part of the ship was fit for his reception ; they were startled 
therefore to see a stranger of good mien and richly hahited, 
enter their apartment. 

The hright flush of their countenances suhsided directly, 
and they turned towards the windows ; for Sebastian was 
anxious to avoid the chance of recognition. 

The stranger hesitated ; at length closing the door, he 
advanced and apologised for his intrusion, pleading the 
necessity occasioned by a violent fall of rain, which drove 
him from the deck, and obliged him ihus to throw himself 
upon the politeness of others. 

The gentleman spoke in Italian, which was evidently his 
native tongue. 

His address was too courteous for Kara Aziek to persist 
in an appearance of incivility ; she turned round, And pro- 
nounced with hesitation, the permission he sought. 

Sebastian remained as if in thought, with his face to the 
windows ; the stranger sat down ; he continued to converse 
with his fair companion, who listened attentively, since he 
talked of the event which occupied her thoughts. He spoke 
eloquently of the atrocious crimes that had disgraced the 
life of Philip, and hazarded several acute conjectures upon 
the changes which his death would produce in the cabinets 
of Europe. In particular, he described one of the tyrant's 
most insolent acts to the republic of Venice, and anathem- 
atised his iniquitous treatment of Portugal. 

At this part of his harangue, Sebastian unconsciously 
turned round, and fixed an earnest look on the speaker ; 
the latter started, stretched eagerly forward, betrayed signs 
of doubt and surprise, and for a moment was silent ; but 
he resumed his discourse, on seeing that Sebastian precipi- 
tately moved away. 

While the Italian continued to speak, he watched every 
movement of Sebastian ; his countenance rapidly expressed 
the succession of thoughts which this observation excited ; 
suddenly rising he came directly in front of the person he 
scrutinised. At this action an indignant flush crimsoned 
Sebastian's features; his look became severe; and the proud 
majesty with which he stepped back from the advance of 
his observer, made the latter pause. 

'^ I mean not to ofi^end, sir !" said the stranger, respectfully 
inclining his head, '^ Gracious virgin ! can it be possible ; I 
know not what to — I dream surely ! — so .many years ! — ^if I 
am right in my suspicion, my knee should follow the hom- 
age of my mind." 

2 H 3 
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Sebastian saw that he was discovered, but resolving to 
retain concealment as long as possible, he gravely repUed, 
^* Your manners surprise me, sir ! I am unconscious of ever 
having seen you beiore/* 

The stranger still kept his eyes rivetted to the face of Se- 
bastian, but their expression was rather inviting than hos- 
tile. ^ My memory assures me, sir," he returned, ^^ that I 
have seen you before : it was in the palace of Santos de 
Veiel, on the coast of Algarve, where I went on a secret 
mission from the Venetian repuUic, to the young king of 
Portugal. Many years have gone by since that period, but 
I still retain the impression made on me by don Sebastian's 
most princely lineaments and gracious presence. His mo- 
deration, justice, and magnanimity in the conduct of state 
business, 1 had then an opportunity of observing; his ardent 
piety was no less my admiration :^-and since the fatal year 
in which he was said to have perished, 1 have always be^n 
one of those who most eagerly listened to the various stories 
of his re-appearance. — i wish you to know me completely, 
sir: I am signer Giuseppe Morosini; the name of the noblest 
house in Venice, is, I trust, a herald of honour : — '9,i this 
day, my brother holds the lirst dignity of the republic." 

'^ Your mien announced your nobihty, sir!" replied Sebas- 
tian, endeavouring to preserve the repelling coldness with 
which he awed the vivacity of the Itauan : signer Morosini 
looked disappointed and embarrassed ; this remark did not 
answer his question, and he feared to repeat it. 

^^ My enthusiasm transports me too far ;" he said after a 
short silence, ^^ if you are not the personage 1 imagine ; my 
discourse must sound like the ravings of a madman, pardon 
me, sir, I have no curiosity ; respect and disinterested zeal, 
alone dwell in my heart. I see that I am not understood : 
—or not recollected — or not credited : — I am at a loss what 
to do." 

The Venetian stopt, and sitting down, Sebastian perceived 
that he contrived to let his mantle fall off, and discover 
below the collar of his ruff, a device of diamonds which fas- 
tened it to his vest : this very bauble he remembered having 
giving to the Venetian envoy, at the period mentioned by 
this stranger. He now examined him attentively ; and as 
signor Morosinis countenance had lost its vivacity, and 
taken an air of mortification, that expression came nearer to 
the serious air of a^man of business: he began to recollect 
his features and his figure: though the former were extreme- 
ly darkened, and the latter greatly enlarged since they met 
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at de Veiel. But still he shrunk Jrom precipitate disclosure, 
and remained silent. 

Kara Aziek, in whom the stranger's first address had 
awakened a thousand fears, now recovered from that im- 
pression, and exchanged an approving glance with Sebastian, 
she ventured not to speak, and for some time, silence suc- 
ceeded to the warmth of energetic discourse. 

The reflections of Sebastian were fluctuating and troubled; 
his nature led him to implicit confidence in the protestations 
of a man of whom he remembered nothing that was not 
honourable; but esiperience had taught him to doubt and 
to investigate, ere he trusted past read. 

Yet in what way should he act ? if signor Giuseppe were 
permitted to depart under the impression which it was evi- 
dent he retained, pique at being distrusted, might render 
him forward to describe the person he had seen, and the 
surprise that encounter had caused him. Such conduct 
must prove destructive of that secrecy, which, for awhUe, 
should belong to Sebastian's intercourse with Spanish sub- 
jects ; he would be traced to Messina, to the abode of the 
duke de Medina Sidonia's wife, and the sacrifice of their 
whole family might follow the annihilation of hiis own. 

Was it not better therefore, to take a bold step, and rely 
at once ou the honour and truth of this Venetian ? lus near 
relationship to the doge, and the aversion he expressed to 
the memory of Philip, might be fairly considered as grounds 
for confidence ; and if his favourable remembrance of the 
Portuguese monarch, inspired him to attempt acquiring for 
the confederate powers, the assistance of Venice, nis friend- 
ship must be considered as an important advantage. 

These thoughts were agitating her husband, while Kara 
Aziek tried to support languid conversation with signor 
Morosini'; he preserved a timid and mortified air, yet now 
and then he stole an earnest glance towards both his mys- 
terious companions. 

Sebastian suddenly approached, and lowering hUi voice, 
said, *"* I would learn from you, noble Venetian, the name 
of him for whom you take me t' 

Signor Giuseppe raised his head, and said frankly, ^ For 
don Sebastian himself.'' 

Sebastian gave no other answer than a gracious smile : 
the^ Venetian seized the confession made by this weli-rc- 
membered smile, and bent his knee to the ground; the 
king gave him his hand, raised him up, and seated himself 
by his side. 
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Signor Morosini, with the vivacity of his country, then 
began to pour foith expressions of sincere joy, of wonder, 
of curiosity : he was eager to learn where the king of Por- 
tugal could have been concealed so long ; and ere Sebastian 
found voice to reply, had imagined a thousand fantastic and 
improbable adventures, which he uttered with more than 
his usual rapidity. 

Sebastian briefly replied, then added, ^' You find, signor, ^ 
that I know what Is due to the bare word of an honour- 
able man : you have merely assured me that you wish to 
serve me, and relying on that assurance, I no longer hesitate 
to employ your friendship in negotiation with the republic. 
For my long irresolution at our first meeting, your own 
sense of discretion will plead : in circumstances like mine, 
caution is a virtue. 

Signor Morosini replied with an excess of urbanity : his 
looks witnessed his words; and the readiness with which he 
promised to use the utmost diligence and prudence, in his 
negotiation with the doge and the senate, forced Sebastian, 
to confess, that his warmest friends were ever those on whom 
he had no rieht to calculate. 

Kara Aziek had retired to another part of the cabin, and 
taking up some needle- work, ventured not to share in a 
discourse, where every word was of consequence to Sebas- 
tian, who alone could know how much to withhold or to 
confide. 

She observed that he never mentioned Blanche, that he 
ptayed leave to postpone telling the whole of his adven- 
tures, and that altnough he spoke of England, France, and 
Holland, as favourably disposed towards him, he did so in 
general terms ; declining mrther explanation, until Venice 
had determined on what course she would pursue. 

Signor Giuseppe understood only, that the king of Portu- 
gal was going to seek some old friend in Sicily : and sol- 
emnly swearing not to confide that secret, even to his 
brother, he promised to be speedy in dispatching news of 
success or failure, to Messina. 

Thus situated, the vessel brought them to the mouth of 
the Venetian gulf. 

So many ships were proceeding to Venice, that signor 
Morosini found no difficulty in procuring the passage he 
sought : he renewed his promises of secrecy and devoted- 
ness ; and getting into a felucca, was soon removed from the 
vessel of Sebastian. 

Filled with unexpected satisfaction by this providential 
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rencontre, and led to hope complete success, since Philip 
was snatched from the world, Sebastian discouraged not the 
expression of Kara Aziek s joyiiil feelings. He believed 
that the terror of Philip's name no longer operating to in- 
timidate other sovereigns, past injuries would make them 
rise to limit the power of his successor; such an event 
must prove a signal for Portugal to start forward in her own 
cause : and if at the same time her long -lost monarch 
should appear at the head of a confederate army, would 
not his miraculous appearance stimulate them to victory ? 

It was now that the sun once more shone out over the 
darkened fate of Sehastian : how various, how trying had 
been his lot ! But he was becoming accustomed to change : 
and that equanimity of soul, which so peculiarly distin- 
guishes those who have passed through many vicissitudes, 
was ah'eady visible, equally under sunshine or under 
storms. 

Kara Aziek was less philosophic and more animated ; 
she tliought their allotted time of sufiFering had reached 
its termination ; and fondly anticipating a re-union with 
her daughter, tirusted that cuter this moment, their destiny 
must remain bright and secure. The wind favoured her 
eagerness; their vessel proceeded rapidly, and gained the 
port of Messina. 

The house of Marco Cattizone, a name assumed by Gas- 
par, who believed it prudent to lull curiosity, by passing 
for an Italian, was easily discovered. As Sebastian and 
Kara Aziek approached it, their hearts throbbed vfith ap- 
prehension, lest they should not find him: if he were 
gone to England with Blanche, another tedious voyage 
must be taken. 

They had wrapped themselves in large mantles to conceal 
their figures, without appearing to have studied conceal- 
ment, and having landed towards night, they reached the 
house unnoticed. 

Sebastian knew that Gaspar had married th« favourite 
woman of the duchess Medina, by whom this little estate 
was given as her dowry, he was therefore prepared to act 
cautiously, when appearing thus unexpectedly before a 
friend, whose surprise might betray him into indiscretion. 

Having learned that Marco Cattizone was at home and 
alone in his garden, he went with Kara Aziek into a retired 
room, and desired him to bo sent for. In a few moments 
Gaspar entered : Sebastian and Kara Aziek stood with their 
faces averted till the servant had closed the door, they then 



370 DON SEBASTIAN. 

turned round, and Gaspar uttered a cry of joy ; the next 
instant his countenance changed, and he exclaimed, '^ In the 
name of God, dearest master, why are you here ? This pre- 
cipitate step" — His looks expressed the apprehension he felt. 

Regardless of themselves, the impatient parents only pro- 
nounced the name of Blanche. '^ She is here, hlessed be 
heaven V returned Gaspar, ^' still the care and delight of our 
good duchess." 

^ Does she remember us," exclaimed Kara Aziek, ^ does 
she love us as she used to do T 

Gaspar's animated reply drew a flood of joyful tears down 
the cheeks of the tender mother; lost in delightful anticipa- 
tions, she listened not to the alternate interrogatories and 
explanations of Sebastian and his friend ; when they spoke 
of the subject.nearest her heart, she was all ear again. 

They spoke of Blanche's prolonged stay at Messina. 
Gaspar confessed, that after the death of don Emanuel de 
Castro, some wavering conduct on the part of queen Eliza- 
beth, had rendered him fearful of committing so precious a 
pledge to her good faith. Elizabeth had taken advantage of 
their loss, to dictate new terms of alliance, and in her con- 
versation with father Texere, had stipulated for two of the 
most important islands belonging to Portugal, in the Atlantic 
and Indiian ocean, to be given her as a compensation for her 
services, in case don Sebastian should be restored : the re- 
payment of the subsidy, of course, was not abandoned in her 
altered articles. 

Her avidity, and the ungenerous advantage thus taken of 
desperate circumstances, had alarmed Gaspar, and disgusted 
the other adherents of Sebastian ; they deemed it right to 
detain the princess Blanche till the English queen should 
come back to her former terms ; since once delivered into 
her possession, the safety of Blanche might be turned by 
her into an instrument of fresh extortion. 

The ultimatum of the confederate nobles had lately been 
sent to London, and at this period, don Juan de Castro, who 
was the bearer of it, was d^y expected to arrive with the 
decision of Elizabeth. 

Intelligence like this must have struck a death-blow to 
the hopes of Sebastian, had he not possessed a ground of 
encouragement in the prospect -of Venetian aid, and some 
consolation from the death of him who had trampled on his 
country; his countenance was undismayed. ^^ Let us not 
despond, my friend! I have other resources yet. Providence 
has not abandoned your king :— -our prime enemy is gone to 
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answer for all his crimes against God and man, — Philip of 
Spain is dead." 

Gaspar looked as if doubtfiil whether he were dreaming 
or awake, he turned a vacant gaze from Sebastian to Kara 
Aziek ; the former repeated his assertion^ briefly added the 
source whence his information was derived. That explana- 
tion led to a narrative of the adventure with signor Morosini, 
at which Gaspar passed from the extreme of despondency, 
to the extreme of joy. 

All his trouble vanished ; he rightly believed that the 
accession of fresh allies would force Elizabeth into modera- 
tion and fidelity; and that Philip III. unwilling to strain the 
nerves of an infant government, and eager to regain those 
friends which his gloomv predecessor had spumed from him, 
might yield with a good grace to the mediation of so many 
princes, and restore the ci-own of Portugal. 

Relieved from the torture of contemplating future disas- 
ters, he now considered the arrival of his sovereign, as an 
alarum to raise the spirits and confirm the loyalty of his 
adherents; and no longer apprehensive for his personal 
security, he delivered himself up to the gratifications of 
friendship. 

Only the remembrance of de Castro, the generous de 
Castro, saddened this meeting: his activity and virtues were 
sincerely eulogised: his last hours were described by Gaspar, 
and many were the tears which then embalmed his memory. 

The distance of villa Rosolia, obliged Kara Aziek to resign 
the expectation of embracing her daughter before the next 
day. Gaspar dwelt at Messina for the convenience of re- 
ceiving and forwarding dispatches beyond sea: and Kara 
Aziek divined, that as his w^ife still retained her situation 
about the person of the duchess, he had formed the connec- 
tion chiefly that he might visit the villa unnoticed by the 
other domestics ; thus preserving his intercourse wiUi the 
duke, and his interest in Blanche undiscovered. 

Villa Rosolia was two leagues ofi^, but Gaspar deemed it 
expedient to dispatch a messenger with a letter to Blanche 
under cover to his wife, informing her of the arrival of her 
parents, and preparing her to receive them on the ensuing 
day. 

The return of this messenger brought a letter from 
Blanche written in the overflowings of filial joy; she named 
an early hour for receiving her parents on the morrow, when 
she hoped they were to meet never to part again. 

Parental emotions banished sleep from the pillow of Kara 
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Aziek and Sebastian : their night was spent in conversation 
about her, upon whom hung all their domestic happiness. 
Would they iind her still the same artless and admirable 
creature they had parted with in Brazil ! would the same 
beautiful countenance present itself unchanged to their 
partial sight ? 

A multitude of natural doubts and fears moderated their 
joy, but increased their impatience, and thi*y rose soon, to 
commence their short journey to Rosolia. 

Gaspar had the self-denial to remain behind, lest his ap- 
pearance in familiar society with the visitors of the duchess 
Medina, should excite curiosity in her household. 

The hired carriage which conveyed them from Messina, 
was not long of bringing them to the gate of the villa. At 
beholding that house which contained her child, Kara Aziek s 
emotion was heightened to painAilness ; she turned pale, 
grew faint, and alighting from the carriage, tottered into a 
hall, almost unconscious of existence. 

Having paused a little to recover herself, a servant led 
them into an unoccupied apartment, where they were im- 
mediately joined by their daughter.-— She came alone. 

At her entrance, both parents stretched out their arms 
towards her, without having power to advance; they scarce- 
ly saw the beautiful young creature who sprung to their 
embrace with the bloom of a Hebe, and a sensibility which 
covered her glowing cheeks with tears ; they knew it was 
their child ; for her voice vibrated in well-remembered 
sweetness on their eair. They blessed, they embraced, they 
wept over her; they murmured out their gratitude^ to 
heaven ; and lost to every thing else, thought only that they 
were indeed met to part no more. 

When this mutual transport had a little subsided, they 
were able to look attentively on Blanche ; it was not her 
extreme beauty, though she was lovelier than any " mortal 
mixture of earth's mould," that elevated and delighted their 
hearts; it was the expression which made that beauty- 
beautiful to them. Her eyes still beamed the tenderness 
and sweetness of her mother, her brow yet announced the 
energy and heroism of her father: her manner was still 
simple and modest; her words the language of unperverted 
truth. 

The mutual details of this happy family may be easily 
imagined : they consisted on the part of the parents in the 
repetition of what they had already repeated to Gaspar; 
and on the side of Blanche, in accounts of her habits of life. 
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and such interesting anecdotes of her protectress as were 
connected with them. 

She informed her fother that the duke had been sent for 
express the evening before, on the death of Philip II., and 
ere Sebastian reached Messina, had gone for Spain with his 
only son don Hyppolito, in order to appear at the first coun- 
c^ of their new sovereign. This circumstance, though it 
robbed Sebastian of that nobleman's advice, was yet to be 
considered as replete with advantages, since in quality of 
counsellor to the new monarch, he might add his influence 
to the Portuguese party, when England and the other allies 
should openly proclaim in his favour. 

Eager to introduce her protectress, Blanche now hastened 
away for that purpose; she returned, preceded by ^the 
duchess. 

Her resemblance to don Emanuel deeply affected Sebas- 
tian, he kissed her hand in silence, and as he lifted up his/ 
head again, the duchess saw that tears were on his cheek ; 
interpreting their cause, she too, turned aside to hide rising 
emotion. 

It is only a half-sorrow which seeks to display itself : 
true grief, like true virtue, courts the shade. 

Not a heart there, but was full of de Castro's memory, 
yet not a lip trusted itself to breathe his name. 

The conversation flowed less on the past, than the future. 
Sebastian found that the duchess possessed an acute and 
penetrating mind : she had entered into all the views of her 
brother and husband; and though the latter had never 
consented to act in rebellion againsthisown lawful sovereign, 
he was forward to avow his abhorrence of usurpation, and 
to prove it, by entering his protest against a detention of 
the Portuguese crown, should Philip refuse to resign it on 
the appearance of Sebastian. 

She stated these principles with perfect candour, profess- 
ing no more in her husband's name, than she knew him 
earnest to perform. She oflered Sebastian the protection 
of her house, and the use of the revenues attached to it ; 
for the family of Medina Sidonia was the richest in Spain, 
and this Sicilian estate made but a small part of their 
wealth. 

Impressed by her generous conduct, both Sebastian and 
Kara Aziek renewed those protestations of eternal gratitude 
which they had first uttered, while acknowledging all they 
owed to her for her maternal care of their daughter, but 

2i 
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they neither required nor accepted any additional favours 
beyond that of shelter for awhile. 

Happy were the days that now flowed away at the villa 
Rosolia ; in the enjoyment of life's most hallowed affec- 
tions, the parents and the child refused to allow any mo- 
ment of their time to distracting cares ; they were all ab- 
sorbed in each other. 

Gaspar might be said to hover over th^ir domestic circle ; 
for his spirit was always with them, though their inequality 
of rank rendered the discretion of distant respect an act of 
necessity. At some periods however, this restraint was 
amply compensated. Innocent stratagems were devised 
by which he had opportunities of conversing whole hours 
with his noble friends ; and thouo^ his wife was not en- 
trusted with the secret of Blanche s connexion with these 
extraordinary strangers, she knew them to be his former 
master and mistress, and wondered not at their graciousness 
to her husband. 

Letters from Spain and Venice changed the calm aspect 
of villa Bosolia. — Medina Sidonia wVote, that he found the 
new king well-inclined to lighten the burthens whidi his 
predecessor had imposed on the Portuguese, nay, that he 
was aware of the danger of driving them to despair, and 
the policy of conciliation ; and that he had listened with 
attention to Medina's suggestion of placing at the head of 
their government their £rst noble, the duke of Braganza. 
This suggestion had been hazarded to try Philp's pulse, and 
from the moderation with which he received it, Medina 
sanguine]y concluded, that he would not attempt retaining 
the crown when the legitimate owner was proved to be 
living. 

Signer Mprosini's packet contained more substantial good 
fortune : it accompanied an invitation from the doge, for 
don Sebastian to repair immediately to Venice, where he 
promised on certain conditions, advantageous for the re- 
public, and not inimical to the interests of Portugal, to pro- 
tect him against Spain, to procure the assistance of other 
Italian states, and if supported by England and France, to 
take up arms in his cause. 

Among the motives for gratitude to don Sebastian which 
the Venetian republic felt and acknowledged, was a very 
considerable loan of money which she had borrowed at a 
time of imminent want, and which she had not since been 
able to return. Sebastian had cancelled the debt; and he 
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now received this forwardness to assert his rights, ds an 
honourable proof that political virtue had not abandoned 
the world. 

A ^st of illustrious names was subscribed to this letter : 
he well remembered many of their signatures, that had 
been inscribed on official papers at the period alluded to, 
and no longer doubting either the sincerity or the success 
of signor Morosini, he once more gave the reins to his san- 
guine nature, and believed himself justified in trusting to 
the honour of the Venetians. 

This seemed the crisis of his &te, the hour that was to 
determine whether Portugal should be emancipated, or 
doomed to eternal slavery. The bold act of suddenly 
claiming his rights from the bosom of an independent state, 
would fix the wavering inclinations of France and England ; 
PloUand had never retracted her good faith; and thus 
supported, Sebastian believed hlmseS called on to resolve 
decisively. 

It was important for him to secure the friendly offices of 
some poweriul personage in his own dominions, and to 
whom could he look with slich certainty, as to his kinsman 
the duke of Braganza? 

This nobleman was that Theodosius, duke of Barcelos, 
who at eleven years old had borne a royal standard over 
the field of Alcazar ; he was now the only representative 
of their ancient house. To him, as one dear to his recol- 
lection, and well acquainted with his hand- writing, Sebas- 
tian intended to address a confidential letter, informing him 
of his existence, and of his determination to repair imme- 
diately to Venice, whence he should send a summons to 
Philip for the restoration of his dominions. 

Gaspar eagerly offered to become the bearer of this im- 
portant dispatch, fearful that any messenger less aware of 
its momentous nature, might faU of delivering it, or loiter 
on his way. Gaspar's long absence from Portugal persuaded 
him that his person would be worn out of the memory of 
all but his most familiar associates, and to none of them, 
except his sisters, was his return from Barbaiy known. 
Besides the motive of duty, he pleaded his wish of once 
more beholdinghis relations, and to the force of such a plea 
rather tlum to his reasoning, Sebastian reluctantly conceded 
the permission he sought. 

The letter for Braganza was given to Gaspar, who pre- 
pared for instant departure from Messina. 
*' This is a time of joy, honoured sire !" exclaimed he, as 

2i2 
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he knelt to receive the parting benediction of liis master, 
^^ why then that serious and almost sad look ? I go with 
such a glow of hope in this heart of mine, that it convinces 
me providence ordains Gaspar Ribeiro to be one of the fa- 
voured instruments in the great event we anticipate. Give 
me a farewell smile, my beloved liege ! or I sluul fear you 
doubt my discretion'" 

Sebastian gave the smile which his fiuthful servant soli- 
cited, but his heart smiled not, for the recollection of de 
Castro s death came over him, and he shuddei«d to think 
that even of this friend also accident might deprive him. 

The departure of Gaspar was followed by preparations 
for that of Sebastian : his resolution was ts^en ; and not 
even the fantastic fears of Kara Aziek — whose courage failed 
her when the moment drew near in which thev must wholly 
depend on the sincerity of Venice—could make him shrink 
from the bold experiment he was about to hazard. 

^^ Better to sink at once," he said to himself ^' than to con'- 
tinue thus struggling for life, in a stormy ocean of perpetual 
vicissitudes ; the most precious things are not precious, un« 
less held with a security of possiession. I will lose or I will 
gain all!' . 

This determination, as it rather endangered his own se- 
curity, than involved that of others, was equally the effect 
of reason as of feeling ; he was no longer able to dwell in 
obscurity, since half £urope knew of his existence, and 
should he let this fiivourable crisis escape him, Spain would 
have time to win away his adherents, and might finally 
end by extirpating him and his race. 

Again, therefore, must he repose his only child on the 
affection of the duchess Medina Sidonia. Adopted by her, 
and known but as the ofispring of don Emanuel de Castro, 
should providence ordain her parents to perish or to fail, 
she might pursue her blameless life in retirement, striving 
to forget that she had ever dreamed of power or of distinc- 
tion. 

Kara Aziek felt the urgency of this reasoning too strongly 
not to acquiesce in its decision ; the safety of Blanche was 
far dearer to her than her own gratification ; but the lover 
of her youth, the tender friend and long-endeared com- 
panion of her maturity, had claims on her heart which not 
even her child could weaken. 

^^ I share thy &te, my Sebastian !" she said, as he spoke 
to her of remaining in Sicily, *' time has not changed thy 
Aziek 8 soul : dost tliou believe her less thine, or more capa- 
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ble of outliving thy loss, than when she drooped for thee to 
the tomb in Africa ? — Ah, know her still !" 

^^ I do, I do know thee still !" exclaimed Sebastian, with an 
overflowing heart, ^^and it is only my anxious care for thy 
safety, that makes me apprehend any danger where I expect 
none for myself. We go then, together, my Aziek ! may 
the Almighty grant that this may be the last, and decisive 
struggle ! 



CHAP. XXVIII. 

Prosperous as were the views before them, Sebastian and 
Kara Aziek did not leave their Blanche a second time with- 
out a trying conflict; but they left her in the hands of 
another mother, and a short voyage wafted them into scenes 
of most momentous interest. 

Signer Morosini received them at his mansion in Venice, 
with a vivacity of joy : and the doge evinced his respect, 
bv paying the homage of a first visit to his illustrious sup- 
plicant. 

In this Interview the terms of their future alliance were 
specified and fixed, and the mode of their proceedings set- 
tled. Morosini was appointed to repair immediately to 
Madrid, with a formal notification to Philip III. of his royal 
relation's ex&tence, he was to assert the identity of don Se- 
bastian, and to demand the restitution of Portugal ; should 
Philip hesitate, he was then empowered to announce the re- 
public's intention to maintain the rights of their ancient ally. 
Armed with the assurance of aid from England, France, and 
the Low Countries, the Venetians feared not to embark in 
a cause so ably supported ; a sense of recent injuries from 
the proud house of Austria, contributed to irdSame their 
zeal. 

On the day of Morosini's departure from Venice, messen- 
gers were sent off for all the different courts in Europe, 
calling on them to assist in replacing a brother-monarch. 
Sebastian wrote with his own hand to queen Elizabeth and 
to Essex, requiring the former to abate ner hard conditions, 
and to accept any other guarantee for his fidelity to the 
engagements she exacted, than his only child 

While these agents were rapidly passing to and fro, the 

2 i3 
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king of Portugal remaiued in the houBe of MoroBin], not yet 
formally declared before the senate, because Moroaini s pre- 
sence would be necessary for his acknowledgment, but in 
private implicitly trusted, and honourably attended by every 
senator. 

The protestant powers had already replied favourably to 
the letters of Sebastian, and dispatched their representative 
to the court of Madrid, testifying their conviction of his 
identity, and making his restoraticto the basis of a general 
peace : no decisive answer was yet come from that court. 

Morosini wrote, that Philip and his ministers of course, 
rested their delay on the question of identity ; and willing 
to consider Sebastian as an impostor, were then endeavour- 
ing to find him so ; he advised an instant appeal to the pon- 
tiff of Rome, whose investigation of the truth or falsehood 
of this wonderful event would be guided by pious motives 
alone, therefore to his decision the king of Spain must sub- 
mit. 

At this suggestion, Sebastian felt called upon to reveal 
his bosom principles ; after explicitly detailing them, and 
pledging his solemn oath never to let them intei*fere with 
his conauct in public affairs, he declared his resolation to 
live and to die a Protestant, whether as a king or as a fugi- 
tive. He abjured the authority of Rome, protesting his 
willingness to meet the scrutiny of the pope in common 
with other temporal princes, bat never to consider him as 
his superior in spiritual things. 

Here was a stay to the forward zeal of Venice ! the doge 
receded with terrified precipitancy at this unforeseen avowal, 
and the reply of Morosini was full of dismay and persuasion. 

Clouds began once more to gather over the fortunes of 
Sebastian ; his warmest Italian Mends avoided his society, 
or employed their zeal only in vain arguments to induce 
him to recant those doctrines which they deemed abomina- 
ble, and which they dared not pollute themselves by hear- 
mgl 

The pope's legate finding exhortations and promises totally 
useless, at length pronounced the sentence of reprobation in 
his master's name; and threatened the inhabitants of Venice 
with excommunication if they continued to uphold him, 
whom he proclaimed to be a deyiL, or a magician, assuming 
the form of the really deceased Sebastian. 

Morosini returned from Madrid: his manner was changed, 
his zeal extinct. Of a character eagerly open to new im- 
pressions, which by their vivacity deceived the observer 
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into a belief of their durability, he had been fascinated by 
the insinuating graces of Philip IIL and suddenly chilled by 
the discovery of don* Sebastian's altered sentiments on the 
most important of subjects. 

Philip had address enough to perceive the unsubstantial 
character he had to deal with ; he affected to lamept the 
afironts offered to Venice, he promised atnple reparation, 
and by the most studied attentions to Morosini, flattered his 
vanity, and lighted up a transient flame of enthusiasm in his 
inflammable breast. 

McHTOsini yet wavered between the romantic interest 
which a fugitive king excited, and the vain exultation in- 
spired by a young and prosperous monarch's caresses, when 
the pope's bull fell like a thunderbolt between him and 
the fortunes of the former, and severed him from them foi 
ever. 

He now met Sebastian with confusion and restraint ; his 
discourse was full of abstruse dogmas and church threaten- 
ings ; he eulogised the unshakable, yet unpersecuting spirit 
with which Philip III. possessed the faith of Rome; and he 
reluctantly confessed, that unless the king of Portugal would 
consent to acknowledge the supremacy of the papad see, and 
to accept his crown on her conditions, the senate of Venice 
could not openly proclaim, or secretly support him. 

^' What then V exclaimed Sebastian, with some of his 
former impetuosity, ^'do you maintain the impious doctrine 
that man is more powerful than God ? what human hand 
dare bar my hand to that throne on which the divine hand 
had placed me at the hour of my birth ? Your birth-right 
is your patrimonial house, your noble name, your rank in 
the republic — ^mine is the throne of Portugal and the Indies; 
and now, by the blessing of God, I will perish ere I renounce 
it. When kings are prosperous, then do you make them 
gods ; when they are in adversity, you reduce them below 
humanitv : what manner of justice is this ? who shall say 
that aught but crimes .can deprive a common individual of 
his lawful inheritance ? and are princes to be more hardly 
dealt with than their subjects? — shame on such base con- 
clusions. 

^* It is a crime, sir, to abandon the only true &ith, and 
adopt the <^reed of heretics." Morosini spoke with arufiled 
though hesitating voice. '' I dare not league my soul with 
any prince who professes enmity to the church of Peter. 
If this were a mere political matter, we should not scrutinise 
the opinions of an ally, but it is a question of conscience. 
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Can the catholic republic of Venice consistently with its 
character, assist in taking the crown of Portugal from the 
head of a pious king, to place it on that of an apostate." 

Sebastian gave hun a lightning glaince of proud indigna- 
tion, but quelling the sudden emotion as it arose, he said 
deliberately : — 

^ The republic of Venice knows that my sentiments are 
in direct opposition to all persecution: that liberty of con- 
science wmch I claim for myself, I am ready to grant to 
others. Man cannot answer tot man, at the last dread day ; 
beware then, how you yield up your soul to the authority 
of a mortal like yourself! — 1 disclaim all power over the 
spiritual part of my subjects : they are responsible to Gk)d, 
not to their king, for those religious tenets nrom which their 

food or evil actions proceed. When I return to Portugal 
return to obey and to execute the laws ; to provide for 
the political prosperity of my people ; to endeavour at for- 
warding their moral improvement by my example ; and to 
live in amity with all nations who acknowledge one obliga- 
tion to worship one Creator, and to obey the one law of 
virtue that he has placed in every heart : further, than this, 
I exact of no man ; different portions of reason and differ- 
ent habits, will produce, to the end of time, different degrees 
in the scale of religious advancement. 

" Morosini, you now know my sentiments ; which I sol- 
emnly take heaven to witness are faithfully delivered to 
you. If your republic will continue to support a man of 
such sentiments in his just claim, I pledge myself for eter- 
nal gratitude : if not, I condemn her not ; [ lament her 
slavery to that anti^christian authority which once fettered 
myself, and I will depart in peace." 

^^ Not so, sir 1/ said Morosini, changing colour, and in a 
hurried voice, for shame was at his heart. ^^ The republic 
is under the painful necessity of detaining you, until our 
most holy father the pope has signified his pleasure respect- 
ing her conduct." 

Sebastian was transfixed by this reply ; the blood recoiled 
upon his heart, and he stood some moments incapable of 
speech ; then advancing and fixing a stem look on signer 
Giuseppe, he said, 

"On the faith of the whole republic, not merely on the 
word of him who proffered friendship unasked, did I come 
hither : eternal infamy will light on that republic if they 
suffer a hair of this head to fall. Beware how you damn 
yourselves to posterity by this unheard of treachery." 
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^' What treachery, does don Sebastian injuriously appre- 
hend r ftsked Giuseppe, endeayouriug to look tranquil. 

" That which lies upon the surface of your own words :" 
was the reply—" you return from the court of him who 
has fallen heir to my usurped dominions, with a determine 
ation to make the fulfilment of your hasty promises depend 
upon my renunciation of those principles, which still be- 
lieving, I dare not abjure. You cannot dispute the identity 
which your own eyes and lips have acknowledged, therefore, 
sedaced into Philip's interest, you take refuge imder papal 
auth<Hity, and will deliver me up to imprisonment or to 
death, at the ordination of Rome. 

Morosini appeared indignant at the supposition : indeed 
his mind was not yet made up to any deciBion ; and though 
fanaticism had taken alarm at the obstinate heresy of his 
former idol, he was fax from lending a willing assent to an 
act of violence. 

^ I am cruelly situated :' he exclaimed, at length, and the 
facile tears stood in his eyes — '^ remember, don Sebastian, 
that at the period I swore to serve you unto death, I knew 
not that you were otherwise than a son of the church ; 
since then you have undeceived me ; and that difference of 
opinion on matters of conscience which you have yourself 
established, obliges me to stifle the pleadings of my ardent 
prejudice in your favour, and to place my future conduct 
at the disposal of my spiritual director. In this instance I 
am only the organ of the republic ; it is she, who waits the 
result of her message to Rome: till that arrives, your 
majesty must condescend still to consider this house as 
your own. You command here, as the guest of Giuseppe 
Morosini.'' 

Sebastian turned towards the Italian with a strong ex- 
pression of disgust at his now-offensive courteousness ; his 
blood boiled ; but quickly subsiding, he repeated with a 
smile of contempt a short quotation from the poet of Eng- 
land. 

** Note thi0, good airs! 
When zeal begins to sicken and decaf. 
It useth an euforced ceremony." 

^' Morosini !" he added, and he spoke sternly, and with 
an air of majesty, " I must be spared in future this mockery 
of respect. 

" You cannot feel it, if you sincerely believe me reprobate 
of heaven ; and if you do not believe me so, this abandon- 
ment of my cause either from interest or from fear, rendei-s 
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you despicable in the eyes of an honest and a brave man. 
Leave me, sir ! I remain then, your prisoner — ^but I have 
friends without these walls who may with Ood's blessing 
shake them to their centre ; yea, the foundations of your 
city itself." 

Sebastian turned away as he concluded, and Moroaini 
abruptly retired. 

Sebastian was still too ingenuous for the world he lived 
in : the moment that roused his feelings or inflamed his 
passions, laid his whole heart open : that mantle of reserve, 
in which long efforts had taugnt him to wrap himself, was 
instantly discarded, and he showed himself to his adversary', 
with all his weaknesses and all his strength. 

Fatal was his present sincerity : Morosini left him, mor- 
tified, humUiated, and enraged ; one hour s discourse had 
made him his determined foe. 

When Kara Aziek rejoined her husband, she saw in his 
perturbed looks the herald of disagreeable tidings ; her first 
thought was of Blanche, and she pronounced her name. 
Sebastian quieted this natural fear, and then, conscious that 
it IB vain to think of concealing evils which we know must 
endure for a certain period, he proceeded to tell her the 
nature of his interview with Morosini. 

She was prepared for disappointment, but not for an ac- 
tual misfortune ; and at the mtimation of their being pris- 
oners in Venice, the blood forsook her cheeks. Her rapid 
imagination instantly created a thousand frightful images, 
which were indeed too likely to be realised ; she sat cold and 
speechless as a statue, while Sebastian, tenderly enumerating 
the motives to courage under this evil, exhorted her not 
only to confidence in the exertions of their friends, but to 
confidence in heaven. 

„ Kara Aziek, with streaming eyes, did indeed look only 
to that heaven for succour ; but dark and intricate are the 
ways of providence, and who dare assure themselves that 
what they dread most, is not destined to form part of those 
trials by which their souls are to be disciplinea for a purer 
being ? She despaired not, but she ventured not to expect ; 
scarcely did she nope. 

Sebastian s courage rose in proportion to the peril with 
which he was threatened, and in seeking to tranquillise her 
he loved, he re-assured himself. 

Resolute to assert his freedom, and not tamely io bend 
his neck to the yoke imposed, he addressed a short note to 
the doge and senate, requiring their unmediate answer to 
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his question, of whether they sanctioned the words of signor 
MoTosini, and demanding permission to leave their territory, 
in case they declined falfilling their former engagements. 

This letter was answered by a request that he would 
attend the council of senators at midnight. 

At the hour appointed, Sebastian got into the gondola of 
the doge, which was sent for his conveyance ; it conveyed 
him not to the senate-hotise, but to the state-prison. 

Morosini's private resentment had cooperated with his 
ambition, his interest, and his dread of excommunication, he 
alone of the Venetians knew the person of don Sebastian, 
and upon his professing to believe that he had been imposed 
upon by the extreme likeness and great address of an im- 
postor, the senate took alarm, readily seized this opportunity 
of abandoning a man whom the pope anathematised, and for 
whose detention Philip had recently offered them the most 
tempting advantages, and precipitately determined on com- 
mitting him to prison. 

When Sebastian found himself thus betrayed, his fortitude 
ti'ansiently forsook him, and his limbs shook under him ; it 
seemed as if he had seen the last of all he loved; but quickly 
recovering, he turned to the governor of the place, and said 
calmly : — 

" I demand the consolation of my wife's society. Tell 
your senate, that I charge them, as they are men sensible to 
human affection, that they separate us not ! as they deal 
with me now, so will I requite them hereafter; for let them 
not believe that they may corrupt the justice of heaven." 

Signor Valdomo bowed and obeyed, and after a long ab- 
sence, re-appeared with Kara Aziek. 

Left alone with her husband in an apartment, which 
though commodious, was still part of a prison, Kara Asiek 
looked round her with an air of djbtraction : her eyes were 
wild and tearless, her hands burning as she clasped those of 
Sebastian. ^ Here then we are to die V she exclaimed, ^ or 
here we are to live, buried from our child !" . 

She fell senseless on his breast as she spoke, and lost fox 
awhile all consciousness of their misfortune. Her recovery 
was followed by. tears and incessant sighs, that pierced tlie 
heart of Sebastian : he sought to comfort her^ but every de- 
lusive expression faltered on his tongue, and at length he 
remained silent, hopeless of success. 

The silent and aeep sadness of him who was still the 
dearest object of her love, made Kara Aziek sensible to the 
cruelty oi indulging her own sorrow : she checked her sobs. 
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slie wiped ftway her tears, and firmly striymg to resign her- 
self to ner fate, she rose from his supporting arms. 

" We have not yet lost all !" she cried, " since we retain 
each other! for that greatest of mercies, O may I be properly 
thankful ! pardon your Aziek, my Sebastian, she is herself 
again.'* 

Sebastian embraced her without speaking, for now ten- 
derness subdued him, and his words were suffocated. The 
remainder of their night was spent in mutual attempts at 
animating the courage of each other, and in secret aspirations 
to the only source of real fortitude. 

When the governor appeared on the morrow, to make a 
courteous offer of any service he might venture to bestow, 
Sebastian charged him with a second message to the senate, 
demanding the reason of this outrageous treatment, and 
calling on them to remember the respect due to the Lord s 
anointed. He had to learn that the senate of Venice no 
longer acknowledged his claim to such a title. 

Morosini's morcu apostasy had given them all a plausible 
pretext for violating the law of hospitality in the person of 
their dubious guest. If he were indeed an impostor, no 
crowned head would resent their treatment of him, no indi- 
vidual blame it : without having recourse to the plea of re- 
ligion, which might embroil them with potentates professing 
tl^e same faith with their victim, they might surely detain 
and punish him as a deceiver. 

Most of the lords believed Morosini's assertion, who had 
nearly persuaded himself to believe it also, that an extreme 
likeness had misled him, together with some circumstances 
which accident might have brought to the knowledge of the 
pretended king, but that in their last interview, these were 
rendered of no importance, since the incredible difference 
between the religion of the true and the false Sebastian, was 
a decisive proof of his imposture. 

Many Venetians doubted this explanation; but they were 
spell-bound by spiritual terrors, and were willing to let 
events take their course. 

Both parties united in outwardly discrediting his identity, 
and to that effect they answered his messa^fe. 

'^ Since they have taken their stand on this vain ground," 
cried Sebastian to the governor, ^^ my hour of triumph is at 
hand. Your senate dare not liave tne boldness or injustice 
to deny bringing me to the proof. I demand to be seen of 
the Portuguese ; I am anxious to court the scrutiny of those 
who have known me from infancy to manhood. There are 
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pei'sonal marks about most men which may certify them to 
others ; my body is remarkable for them ; let me be seen 
by those now living that have served about my person ! I 
challen&^e your republic to produce me before the world. I 
invite the amplest investigation ; if they find me not what 
I maintain myself, Sebastian the king of Portugal, let my 
head be smitten off— carry this message, sir, to the doge." 

Fluctuating, and fearful, and interested, the doge and his 
counsellors were ill-disposed to grant the fair demands of him 
they were betraying ; the threats of Rome, and the persua- 
sions of Spain, could not induce them to deliver up Sehastian 
to certain destruction ; but they temporised and qualified^ 
and by detaining the object of Philip's alarm tiU he should 
gain time to win over Sebastian's friends to his views, they 
hoped to obtain the dazzling favours he promised, and to 
avert the curses denounced by the descendant of Peter. 

Morosini already reaped the fruit of his infidelity ; he was 
caressed by the new monarch of Spain, and gratified with 
the distinction of being admitted into the order of its gran- 
dees ; he was in short become the secret spy of Philip. 

No reply was vouchsafed to the frequent messages of the 
injured King, and as time wore away, his amazed mind be- 
gan to admit the horrid thought that Kara Aziek's prophecy 
was indeed true, and that they were doomed to finish their 
days in imprisonment together. 

But what were become of his friends, and of those princes 
who had entered into a compact for his sake ? they had not 
abandoned him. 

No sooner did the news of this atrocious act meet the 
different agents of Sebastian on their arrival at Venice, 
where they had hastened to see and acknowledge him, than 
they importuned the senate tor permission, to visit him in 
his prison, in order to satisfy themselves whether it was or 
was not their lawful king. 

The senate were deaf to their entreaties, atid again de 
Castro, Texere, and don Christopher of Crato, hastened 
back to £ngland, Holland, and France, to procure the 
intei*ference of these powers with the republic, for a sight of 
him who proclaimed himself their sovereign. 

The duke of Medina Sidonia vehemently urged at the 
court of Castillo, his abhorrence of the perndy and injustice 
of the Venetians, calling on his monarch to assert the 
honour of Spain, by disavowing such conduct, and proceed- 
ing to an open investigation of the stranger s story. 

The duke of Braganza dispatched his late mother's con- 
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feasor, the father Sampayo, witli a written deposition of the 
person and natural marks of don Sehastian, taken from the 
testimony of his foster-brother and his servants, requirimg 
the republic to compare that description with her prisoner. 

These various exertions were now making in favour of 
him, who remote from all intelligence, remained a prey to 
every species of misery. The fate of these friends them- 
selves, and of his innocent daughter, began to alarm his 
fears, and the possibility of being torn from his wife and 
child, filled him with dismay. 

He was sitting one wintiy night, listening to the iiollow 
wind that swept in gusts over the Adriatic, now looking 
towards the chamber where Aziek had sunk into a short 
slumber, now fixing his eyes in sad abstraction on the 
ground, when the door opened, and signer Valdomo the 
governor appeared, following by a person in the dress of a 
monk. 

^^ This holy man's importunities have made me hazard 
my office to give you comfort, sir," said Valdomo, speaking 
low — " your interview shall be private — I will return in an 
hour." 

The governor closed the door, which he fastened on the 
outside again, and then departed. 

Sebastian had risen up ; he looked earnestly towards the 
monk, who was standing with his eyes fixed as wistfully 
upon him. Sebastian looked to find the features of Gaspar 
beneath this disguise ; but he saw only an aged and care- 
worn visage, over which a few tears began slowly to trickle. 

^ So changed ! so very much changed \" said the old Bian 
in a feeble voice, after a long silence, " yet noble and princely 
still ! Can twenty years, then, make such havoc in manly 
beauty ! speak to me, sir ! let me be sure it is my lord and 
roaster don Sebastian ; on whose head I laid these withered 
hands in benediction at the house of the duchess Braganza, 
on the day of his embarkation for Africa* Speak to me, 
sir — ^let me hear your voice !" 

'^ Sampayo ! good father Sampayo !" exclaimed Sebastian, 
falling on his neck, and melting into weakness, ^' do you live 
to seek me 1 has your old age been spared only to find your 
master thus T 

Sampayo wrung his hands in transport, *' It is, it is my 
king !" he exclaimed, while essaying to bend his trembling 
knee, Sebastian stayed him on his arm. "Not so, good 
father ! but our time is short ; say whence you come, and 
from whom ! know you ought of my friend Juan dc Castro 



DON SEBASTIAN. 387 

— and of him the most faithful, most dear, whom I sent to 
my kinsman in Portugal T 

" I am but just come from Lisbon :" replied Sampayo, 
looking down and lowering his voice ; " your kinsman the 
duke of Braganza has sent, me, on his representations, to 
ascertain your identity ; denied admittance to you by the 
senate, I have procured admittance through the humanity 
of your gaoler ; I go now, to reurge the duke's request to 
the republic for your majesty to be publicly compared with 
a written testimonial of your person, which I carry. De- 
spair not, sire ! you still live in the hearts of the Portu- 
guese, and you have zealous friends. England, France, 
Holland, openly demand of Venice, the satisfaction of 
bringing your truth or falsehood to the proo£ I lament 
the sad change in your religion; but you are my dear lord 
and master still/ 

The old man shed tears as he spoke, and devoutly cross- 
ing himself, repeated an inward prayer for the soul of him 
he believed seduced into error. 

Sebastians countenance brightened: '^All Is not lost 
then !" he exclaimed, '^ the path is rugged and hard to 
climb, Sampayo ! but I shall gain the summit at last. Yet 
talk to me ^f my friend I where is he ? why stays he from 
me nt the time of my extremest need T 

Sampayo was silent : his care-worn countenance altered 
visibly, and appalled Sebastian : the latter fixed a look on 
him, as if he would have dived into his soul. " WTiy stays 
he T he repeated hastily ; still Sampayo replied not, and 
the frightful silence wliich followed, was iirat broken by 
the king. 
• " In the name of God, father ! answer my question.'* 

Sampayo look sorrowfully up, and said in a trembling 
voice, " Ours is a chequered life, dear master I grief and 
gladness, gain and loss are so woven together that — "* 

" No preparations, father I'* cried the king, grasping his 
arm with a wild sternness, " what have I to learn ? — that 
some horrible misfortune has befallen my last friend? — 
that I am befeft of him also T 

" Yours is the misfortune, sire ! his, the blessing :** re- 
turned Sampayo, " he is gone to everlasting joy." 

The blow was too sudden to be borne ; Sebastian uttered 
a dismal cry, and fell suddenly to the ground. 

At the sound of his voice, Kara Aziek awoke, and start- 
ing up, ran into the apartment; she beheld her husband 
seemingly lifeless, lying at the feet of a very aged man, 
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whose shaking hands were feebly essaying to lift him upv 
She sprang towards them, she raised Sebastian in her arms, 
and slackening the collar of his doublet, sprinkled his face 
with water: her cares were all employed for him, but her 
mind was fiiU of alarm for her daughter, and she incoher- 
ently questioned the stranger about her alone. 

Sampayo's answers convinced her that he knew not of 
whom she spoke ; and now her fears took a new direction, 
and she believed him a messenger of death to her husband. 

At this moment Sebastian opened his eyes ; he turned 
them from her in search of Sampayo, with a look of unut* 
terable grief; then raised and fixed them upon heaven. 

Kara Aziek s faltering voice could with difficulty intreat 
an explanation of the scene before her; Sampayo briefly 
repeated it. For a more vital wound, her imagination had 
so far prepared her, that she received this without that 
acuteness of anguish which otherwise must have assaulted 
her sensibility ; she merely sunk down upon a seat, pale, 
speecliless, and awe-struck. 

Sebastian leaned against the wall of the chamber, with 
his head bent down, unconsciously knocking his hand 
against his heart, with a violent motion that snowed how 
intolerable was the pain he felt there. " Half my life Is 
gone !" he said, after a long and doleful silence, '^ he was 
the dearest of my friends, for we had suffered together ; he 
lived only in me, doubtless he died for mef 

At this thought a burst of tenderness forced the passage 
from his heart, and covered his face witli tears ; Kara Aziek 
and father Sampayo wept with him. Several times Sebas- 
tian attempted to inquire the particulars of his loss, and as 
often did a passion of sorrow sweep the words away. 

It was now Kara Aziek's part to interpose herself between 
him and affliction ; she tenderly besought him to retire into 
the room she had quitted, while she learned from father 
Sampayo those circumstances which he could not hear 
without fresh emotion. Sebastian hastened to comply ; for 
he was no longer master of himself, and his gyief increased 
rather than subsided. 

While he ran to hide his lamentations in solitude, father 
Sampayo proceeded to detail the mournful event of which 
it was his fate to be made the messenger. 

" My royal master is already informed of the noble Bra- 
ganza's favourable reception of his confidential agent. Con- 
vinced by the hand-writing of don Sebastian, and by several 
adecdotes of the Braganza family, which Caspar Ribeiro 
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repeated, the duke lent all his authority to the mission of 
your friend, he permitted him to use his name in every at- 
tempt to disseminate a spirit of inquiry on this important 
subfect through our countrymen. Caspar had succeeded 
to a marvel; aided by one Lopez Vernai'a, an old inn- 
keeper, who testified to the return of don Sebastian, though 
he knew not at the time the royal guest he was harbouring, 
he drew crowds to foUow him, callmg aloud for their law- 
ful king. 

^^ About this period the Venetian proclamation of don 
Sebastian s existence, and their remonstrance with Spain, 
followed by those of other powerful states, was known in 
Portugal : this circumstance substantiating Gaspar s asser- 
tions, caused such tumults of joy amongst the people, that 
the marquis Castel Rodrigo, who now governs Portugal as 
viceroy, took alarm, and commanded the noble Braganza 
to deliver up the man who had originally excited this com- 
motion. 

'^ Braganza refused ; he told Castel Rodrigo, that on the 
truth or falsehood of Caspar's report his rewai'd or punish- 
ment might depend ; he was willing to pledge himself for 
the accused 8 appearance, on the event of the examination 
at Venice ; when if the stranger there, who called himself 
their royal kinsman, were shown to be an impostor, this 
agent of his should be delivered up to the will of Spain ; 
till then, believing his story, he should maintain his liberty 
against the whole force of Spanish power. 

" To this brave answer the marquis replied, by command- 
ing the duke to attend him in private, with the person he 
protected, for the sake of hearing his strange story. Bra- 
ganza went ; and leaving his armed escort in the hall of the 
palace, ascended with Gaspar to the audience chamber. 

" Pardon me, dear ladv t let me breathe awhile 1 1 am old 
and soon overcome, and there are some events one cannot 
recall without sorrow.** 

Father Sampayo paused to rest himself; while Kara Aziek, 
j)ale with anxiety, and trembling with anticipated horror, 
waited all ear to catch his renewed discoui'se. • It was many 
minutes ere he had strength to resume. 

" Time will not permit me to enter minutely into the 
scene which followed ; the two nobles met avowedly to ex- 
amine Caspar's evidence without prejudice. Castel Rodrigo 
had professed moderation ; but in proportion to his convic- 
tion of the truth of what he wished to disbelieve, his anger 
rose ; he reviled Gaspar : and findbig Braganza resolute to 
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protect his liberty with the lives and liberties of his adher- 
ents, he lost all command of himself, called the duke an 
ambitious traitor, and aimed a blow at his person. 

The intrepid Gaspar saved my honoured master ^m such 
disgrace; he sprung forward, and with a sudden grasp arrest- 
ed the €UTm of the viceroy ; but his own hour was come : 
Bodrigo nimbly drew forth a dagger with his other liand, 
and plunged it into the heart of Gaspar. He fell, exclaim- 
ing, ^' Commend me to my dear lord ? I die as I have wish- 
ed — in his cause." 

At this part of his narrative Sampayo stopt again ; and 
Kara Aziek, drowned in tears covered her face, and faintly 
motioned him not to continue. Removed from the sight of 
Sebastian, whose grief would have been heightened by her s, 
she felt privileged to give a loose to those feelings of regret, 
admiration, gratitude, and affection, which the conduct and 
the memory of Gaspar excited. 

Her ill-suppressed sobs were not imheard by Sebastian ; 
but he had the resolution to remove further from the door 
of his apartment, sensible, that at a moment like thiS| he 
could not bear anv addition to his pains. 

After a dreary mterval of silence, Kara Aziek said tremu- 
lously, " Died he indeed, happy, good father ; how would 
this calamity be sweetened to us, if we dare believe that 
Gaspar left the world with hope and comfort at his heart." 

'^ The triumphant smile which sat on his pale lips," re- 
plied Sampayo, ^^ assures me that he did so : that smile was 
still there, when his lifeless body was conveyed to the Bra^ 
ganza palace, for mourning and honourable interment. 

*' The brutal Marquis, satisfied with the death of his vic- 
tim, opposed not this act of my lord's; and the lowly Gaspar 
Ribeiro now lies by the side of noble dust ; he sleeps in the 
vault of the Braganzas." 

" Ah, what avails it !" exclaimed Kara Aziek, weeping 
afresh, ^^ empty tribute to the best and noblest of human 
beings ! Honours cannot recall him to us." 

" Yet evincing the esteem of others, they may soothe his 
nearer friends." Replied Sampayo. ** I have brought with 
me a relic of remembrance, a lock of his hair ; my royal 
master may one day love to look on it." 

Kara Aziek averted her head as she stretched out her 
trembling hand to receive the sad memorial ; she ventured 
not to look at it, even while pressing it to her lips and to 
her closed evelids. Moistened by increasing tears, she 
placed the relic in her breast. 
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A step was now heard approaching: " It is the governor," 
cried Swnpayo, " farwell, dearest lady, I may not see my 
dear sovereign again ; tell him I go to solicit afresh — ^bid 
him be of good cheer — so monstrous an act must arm all 
Europe against Spain and the republic." Sampayo had but 
just time to salute the hem of her garment, when signor 
Valdomo appeared, and led him from the apartment. 



CHAP. XXIX. 

Sebastian did not suffer Kara Aziek to remain alone : he 
rejoined her with an air of desolation, which though pro- 
found, was composed. '^ I am now prepared to hear all 
that relates to my dear friend : tell me Aziek, how is he 
lost to us ?'* 

Kara Aziek answered, with quivering lips, and the nar- 
rative she repeated, once more subdued the fortitude of 
Sebastian. What love, what grief was in his heart while 
he listened to the death-scene of him, whose whole life had 
been devoted to his fortunes ! 

The visit of father Sampayo, and the event of his mission, 
could not abstract his thoughts a single ^moment from the 
. memory of Gaspar. But Kara Aziek, in whom every new- 
event excited a new apprehension, felt a tumultuous trouble 
of soul, to which no reasoning could give rest. 

Her daughters situation, of which she was ignorant, tor- 
tured her with fear : Alas ! what were the feelings of thaj; 
affectionate child? and how were they to learn whether the 
unexpected misfortune of her parents, had not driven her 
to distraction ? Since perfidy or inconstancy had shown it- 
self in the character of Morosini, -who should say that the 
duke of Medina Sidonia would continue his perilous pro- 
tection to Blanche, and stand the scrutiny which might 
follow the present enquiries of Spain ? 

Should Medina fail them, Blanche must fall a hopeless 
victim into the hands of their enemy : and should the 
influence of the confederates produce no effect on Venetian 
cowardice, her parents might too probably share her 
wretched fate. 

How sad was the prospect! treachery and alarm were 
succeeding to enthusiasm and boldness ; one by one, theii 
firmest and, dearest friends were torn from them ; and Kara 
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Aziek looked at Sebastian with an expression of piercing 
pain, as she thought for a moment, that ere a little while, 
they might possess only each other in the world. 

Times of rousing anxiety, times in which our fortunes, 
our comforts, nay, our very existence, stand on the fate of a 
moment, are not the periods in which the soul surrenders 
itself to lamentation; but frequently when solicitude for 
one object is united with regret for another, we yield to a 
gloomy sadness, that tinctures every thing with the same 
Ime, and renders the sufferer inaccessible to one cheering 
emotion. 

Aziek and Sebastian indulged not in sorrow, though it 
might be said to embue their whole being : they tacitly 
agreed to give their private hours to the memory of liim 
they lamented, and when together, to converse but on such 
topics as might benefit them by consultation. 

Signer Viddomo's indulgence tempted Aziek to suggest 
a hope, that by his connivance they might escape from 
Venice, and she eagerly gave it utterance. 

Sebastian returned a glance of surprise and concern : 
" What, my beloved !" he exclaimed, "'would you have me 
the assassin of my own honour ? To fly, would be to avow 
myself the impostor they would willingly prove me : no — 
I am resolved to wait the scrutiny I will never cease de- 
manding. . If they suffer me to wear out my days in this 
obscurity, posterity will do me justice, and own that I 
must have been the true king of Portugal : but if I basely 
fly, history will rank me with those miserable madmen 
who usurped my name, and perished in their folly. Trust 
still in heaven, my Aziek ; my soul is anchored there." 

His eyes raised and filled with virtuous confidence, infused 
some of their own energy into those of Kara Aziek ; she 
smiled through tears, and the glow which spread over her 
face, assured him that their feelings were in unison. 

Meanwhile the good Saropayo hastened to renew his soli- 
citations to the doge and senators : the rank and character 
of his master would not permit the Venetians to hazard re- 
fusing liim admittance to their council. He was admitted, 
together with Juan de Castro and father Texere, who came 
to present remonstrances from England and France. 

Having briefly stated their request, Sampayo concluded 
thus, 

" My lords ! I neither assert nor deny the identity of this 
man, who proclaims himself don Sebastian of Portugal ; I 
merely come from his noble kinsman, 'to ascertain his truth 
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or to detect his falsehood. I come provided with a iniiiutto 
dpscription of the person and hodily marks of don 8ebac»- 
Cian ; all of which were deposed to by his foster brother 
and his confidential servant, now dwelling at Lisbon: I 
come accompanied by divers persons, all well acquainted , 
with various minute circumstances, upon which they are 
ready to question h!m publicly, so to establish or to disprove 
his assertions." 

*' Believe you not, my lords, that it is important for the 
Portuguese to discover the truth of this man ? think you 
that we are eager to place ourselves under the dominion of 
a low-born impostor f think you that the duke of Braganza 
would resign his pretension to the succession, in case of 
failure in the Spanish line, to any other than to the real 
don Sebastian? no, my lords 1 we are actuated solely by 
respect for the memory of him whom we have so long 
lamented. Examine this person, tiy him before your senate 
in the face of Europe, or expect to have the whole world 
filled with outcries against your perfidy and injustice. You 
can no otherwise efiace the shame of your present bold 
conduct than by proving the guilt of him you detain. You 
say he is an impostor ; in the name of God then, hasten to 
make it appear ; and tell your new friend Philip III., that 
even his stem predecessor dealt not thus with the pretended 
Sebastians of his less settled day." 

" Your holy office protects you, father !" observed the 
Oastillian ambassador, as Sampayo concluded, ^'or this 
license of speech would surely draw down on you the re- 
sentment of the republic : let that sacred character remind 
you of your duty. Is it a priest of the Romish church who 
thus advocates the cause of an heretic ? be he, or be he not 
the true Sebastian, he is an apostate, and an alien from the 
protection of heaven, and we dare not stir a step in so so- 
lemn a crisis, without the directing hand of our august oracle 
the pope.* 

" Beware how you draw the lightning of the consistory 
upon your heads — I speak to you M>th, Sampayo and 
Texere — ^for both of you tread on the precincts of spiritual 
rebellion." 

'^ Our sins be on ourselves T said Texere, with an un- 
daunted air, '^ neither of us will shrink from an honest 
defence, when it is neecLFul to make it : now, it is for your 
illustrious prisoner that we speak, not for our own principles. 
First admit his story to a fair hearing and investigation, 
after that pronounce on his character ; punish him as an 
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impostor, or as the king of Portugal, let our sacred tmpcrior 
exhort him to reconciliation with the church. 

Whild the Portuguese are ready to receive their king 
without insisting on his ahjuration of certain private 
opinions, he is king of Portugal still/' 

*' What ahominable doctrine is this !" exclaimed the am- 
bassador, ^^ is it a son of the church, that dares proclaim tho 
Vox Populi^ Vox Dei ? hut I forget myself — the speaker is 
Francisco Joseph Texere, a fellow hanging between the 
heaven and hell of truth and error ; one that has not yet 
decided whether he is to adhere to the rock of St Peter, or 
to follow the standard of Martin Luther. I have heard of 
his residence in England, his attention to her new theories, 
and the heretical books which he has published, I am not 
surprised therefore, to see him abet the cause of an impostor, 
or at least an apostate !" 

Texere frowned severely, and disregarding the speaker 
further, resumed lus address to the senate; good &ther 
Sampayo suffered some tears to trickle down liis aged 
cheeks. 

" It is our well-beloved monarch whom we would sup- 
port," he said mildly, '' justice and loyalty demand such 
conduct at our hands; and christian charity should teach us 
to hope, that when restored to his throne, and placed again 
within the reach of spiritual instruction, his pious soul will 
retrace its steps, and return to the bosom of the true faith!" 

" We are bound to act solely by the pope s direction ;*' 
gravely observed the doge, " if you may obtain his holiness s 
permission to hold converse with this mysterious personage, 
the republic will cheerfully add her consent — till then, ho 
remains unseen by any one. This is our answer ; you may 
withdraw. 

Texere and Sampayo quitted the assembly, and retiring 
with their Portuguese friends who waited them without, 
proceeded to consultation upon their future movementSi 

It was deemed expedient for one of them to repair im- 
mediately to Rome; and as father SampaWs orthodoxy and 
ghostly life had never been impeached, the choice fell upon 
him. Careless of his age and infirmities, he departed on the 
instant, and the remainder of the Portuguese lingered in 
Venice to wait the event, to continue their importunities, 
and to invite all such persons as remembered the figure of 
don Sebastian to join in demanding permission to see and to 
pcrnse him. 

The long interval of time which elaepcd between" this 
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period and that in which the different travellers met again, 
was spent in torturing anxiety by Kara Aziek and Sebastian. 
Bereft of their faithfiUest friend, the devoted Gaspar, no one 
remained to share their hearts with each other but their 
far-distant Blanche : yet of her they dared not inquire. 

Experi^ace had taught them suspicion of all around them ; 
and since the very existence of Blanche was a secret between 
Kngland and the late don Emanuel de Castro's family, they 
blest his prudence, and resolved to perish with anxiety, 
rather than betray their child into danger. 

To believe her ignorant of their changed fortune, was to 
imagine an impossibility ; the interruption of their corres- 
pondence alone would arouse her inquirie8,andthoseinquiries 
must lead to explanation. How then was she suffering? and 
how would her tender nature enable her to live through 
months, perhaps years of constant apprehension? 

These thoughts preyed upon each, yet neither of them 
gave utterance to their sorrow. Sebastian never permitted 
himself to lament any other misfortune than that of knowing 
himself the prime cause of so much misery to the woman he. 
loved : and Kara Aziek, afilicted by this self-reproach became 
solicitous to prove that her sorrows were not yet so insup- 
portable as he believed. 

Mutually endeared by thesei mutual sacrifices, their prison 
still enclosed two hearts that felt not a diminution of love ; 
and even their bitterest hours were sweetened by the fond 
glance of approval, the tender smile of gratitude. 

Signor Valdomo witnessed this dignified and true attach- 
ment with feelings that did him honour ; and though strict 
in the performance of his duty, hia manners were full of 
respectml pity, and his communications on the events with- 
out, as explanatory as he dared hazard. It was from him 
that Sebastian at length drew an account of the various ex- 
ertions which were still making by hut friends ; and at this 
information his hopes revived 

The fitful day of his fate might yet change ! so many 
vicissitudes had already marked its progress, that he deemeid 
it impious to despair ; and the more so, whUe allowed to 
retain those precious objects of his soul, without whom, no 
destiny could bestow happiness. 

In the midst of reviving hope, &ther Sampayo returned 
from Rome with the popes order to the senate of Venice 
for an immediate and private interview with their prisoner. 

A bright sunbeam shone through the window of Sebas- 
tian's chamber, on the face of old Sampayo, as he entered 
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where Sebastian and Kara A^iek sat expecting him; a briglit- 
er beam, for it emanated from a comforted heart, was there 
also. 

Sebastian ran forward to welcome him : Sampayo whis- 
pered a benediction, and dropt a joyful tear oyer tne hand 
of Kara Aziek, as he feebly grasped it within his. ^' This is 
a happy or a sad hour to me, as my liege i^all choose to 
make it!" said Sampayo, slowly seating his exhausted frame. 
^\ I come back charged with an important mianon ; the fate 
of this dear lady, your own fate, nonoured sire ! the lives 
and comforts of millions are now in your hands, a single 
word will destroy or save all." 

Kara Aziek looked on him with an anxiety which sus- 
pended her breath and her pulsation ; Sebastian already 
guessed the mission of Sampayo. '^ Say on !" he cried, with 
a steady yoice, ^^ I am prepared to hear you with attention 
and singleness of heart. It is of God and our conscience, 
that we are about to speak." 

There was something so impressive in the tone of his last 
words, and so much of truth and dignity on his brow, that 
father Sampayo s looks took an impression of still deeper 
interest, and dropping on his knees, the old man raised nis 
hoary head and withered hands towards him, while earnestly 
repeating. 

^ Ere 1 begin my mission, let me, sire ! charge you on my 
knees, to put from you all obstinate prejudice, all proud 
presumption — all vain desire of men s praises for a seeming 
contempt of temporal things ! avow conviction and repent- 
ance if they touch your heart, and be content to suffer a 
short odium from heretics, for the sake of your eternal sal- 
vation, and for the worldly prosperity of Portugal. Let the 
example of the piou^ Henry of France sustain your courage. 
I am come to invite you back to the arms of our indtilgent 
father ; he empowers me to exhort and to instruct you. If 
my humble endeavours may avail, he promises to command 
every catholic prince to concur in demanding the restitution 
of Portugal; so must Philip yield up the crown, and your 
sceptre pass into your royal hand in peace. No sword will 
be drawn, no bloodshed, no families divided by t ivU dispute, 
no fortunes ruined. Europe will behold the long exiled Se- 
bastian calmly retake his seat amongst her monarohs, and 
universal gladness will follow." 

Sampayo stopt, and Sebastian raised him kindly from the 
ground ; but the lofty smile with which he did so, answered 
the fearful inquiry of Kara Aeiekseyes; that smile spoke to 
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h«r of a heavenly crown, not a temporal one, and half-raised, 
half-sunk her trembling spirit. She seated herself near her 
husband, while he placed himself in an attitude of attention, 
requesting the yenerable priest to continue his discourse. 

^11 that zeal, and affection, and ability, can inspire in 
support of a weak cause, was urged by father Sampayo; 
sincerely professing the doctrines of Rome, he understood 
and explained them better than any other man, but his ex- 
planations were unsatisfactory, his reasonings barred by 
mysteries ; he talked eloquently, but he talked in vain, for 
he convinced not his hearers. 

After frequent pauses, and as frequent renewals of the 
important theme, his powers were exhausted, and he awaited 
the reply of Sebastian. The latter gave him a long look, 
full of gratitude and esteem ; and pressing the hand of Kara 
Aziek, as it rested trembling on his, he thus addressed him : 
— ^^It is not my aim to change or to disturb the opinions of 
one who stands on the brink of time, and whose holy life 
and sincerity, though in errors may redeem his creed ; I 
have but to assure you, father, on the solemn word of an 
accountable man, that my heart has not yet })een shaken, 
nor my understanding momentarily enlightened, by a single 
argument adduced in support of papal Christianity. 1 feel, 
and I believe that the reformed religion of Luther ap- 
proaches much nearer to the pure doctrines of our blessed 
Hedeemer, and as such I will profess it unto death. If the 
recovery of my rights is to depend upon my abjuration of 
my principles, I may sav at once — ' My kingdom is not of 
this world/ Father, t fear not the censure of men — I 
court not their applause ; but the voice of God and of my 
conscience, resounds from the depth of this heart warning 
me not to betray my everlasting soul for a perishable hon^ 
our." 

He now turned his softened eyes upon his wife, and went 
on. — " I presume not to read the decrees of Providence ; 
whatever be the cup presented me by the Divine hand, shall 
we not drink it, my Aziek— ay, drink it together ? Does 
not thy virtuous spirit make the same covenant with that 
of him who has known no joy on earth without thee, and 
almost fears there would be none tor him in heaven, if he 
had not thee to share it V 

Aziek replied in whispered sighs upon his bosom, where 
she threw herself, oppressed to agony : she exulted in the 
magnanimity of her Sebastian ; she shared his ardours, but 
she foresaw the price that must be paid for the immortal 
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crown he preferred to that of earth; and some hoinan 
weakness enfeebled without subduing her. 

Sebastian knew her thoughts, and prized her heroLsm the 
more, from seeing the tenderness with which it had to 
struggle. Father Sampayo was plunged in sorrow ; his 
arguments were now succeeded by lamentations and en- 
treaties ; he wept, he prayed, but his tears onlv served to 
make Sebastian regret without altering his resolution. 

Day passed unheeded in this painful contest, till at length 
the confessor was obliged to quit the prison. " This hope 
then is over,"Jie said, preparing to withdraw, "your ob- 
stinacy, sire, is to be the signal for our great superiors pro- 
nouncing you once more an impostor, and excommunicating 
all who appear in your defence. He persists in declarii^ 
that the true don Sebastian was the elect of God, and could 
iiot fall into such accursed heresy. I have now no further 
hopes ; all rest on the good offices of your protestant allied* 
May the blessed virgin and the saints intercede for your 
darkened soul ! may a miracle restore you ! perhaps these 
aged eyes will never more behold you till we wake together 
in — another world." — The good man's voice faltered as ho 
uttered the last words, for he dared not say in paradise, 
since he addressed a heretic. 

Sebastian bent his knee to receive his benediction, and 
Kara Aziek partook in the affecting farewell. Sampayo 
embraced and blessed them together, then hastened out of 
the apartment. / 

The past scene would have dwelt long on their hearts, 
had not the father, as he departed, drawn a packet from 
his vest, and put it into the hand of Aziek ; the writing 
was unknown to her, but opening it, she glanced over these 
words : — » 

" A confidential servant of the duchess Medina Sidonia 
has ventured to entrust the enclosed to father Sampayo ; 
he has been long in Venice anxiously seekhig some safe 
method of transmitting it according to his instructions." 

Every show of composure and self-command vanished at 
this moment from the countenances of Kara Aziek and 
Sebastian; they tore open the letter, they ran over it 
together with swelling hearts and frequent exclamations 
of joy; its contents were indeed balm to their tortured 
minds. 

The duchess wrote to assure them of her inviolable fidel- 
ity to the secret of their daughter s birth, and to promise her 
continued protection to the amiable girl through any change 
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of fortune ; she told them that Blanched real parents had 
never yet been guessed at even by Paula, the wife of Oas- 
par, for whose infant son^ the duke of Brag^nza had sent 
into Sicily, proclaiming his intention of re])aying to the 
child the timely services of his father. 

Renewed vows of friendship, repeated exhortations to 
hope and patience, and trust in providence, concluded the 
letter of the duchess ; that of Blanche, though filled with 
expressions of filial sorrow and love, happily convinced 
her parents that she knew not the worst of their destiny, 
but was encouraged to hope beyond probability or present 
prospect. 

Sweet were the tears that now stole down the cheeks of 
these illustrious sufferers ! they beheld the writing of their 
child, thev believed her out of the reach of their misfor- 
tunes, and their misfortunes ceased to afflict or to affidght 
them. 

The consolation afibrded by this unforeseen blessing, to- 
gether with the inward satisfaction of having sacrificed 
interest to principle, spread a cheering light through their 
hitherto dreary prison, they were comforted and revived ; 
and patient in joy as in sorrow, they cheerfully resigned 
themselves to await the good time of heaven. 

While all within the prison was peace, ail without was 
confusion and indecision ; every day messages and noble 
persons arrived from different states, to know the fate of 
the extraordinary man whopi the Portuguese called their 
king. The friends of Sebastian zealously disseminated 
their belief of his identity ; the partisans of Philip and of 
Rome as hotly proclaimed his falsehood. Venice herself 
knew not how to act ; she began to tremble for the conse- 
quences of her rash union with Spain, and to listen with 
troubled attention to the remonstrances of France, England, 
and the States-general. The city was now crowded with 
foreigners of various ranks and ages, daily besieging the 
senate with alternate reproach and solicitation. 

In the midst of this tumult, don Christopher of Crato, 
arrived from the court of London with a threatening letter 
from the English queen. She demanded a public trial of 
the pretended impostor, menacing Venice and Spain with 
immediate destruction if they refused compliance. The 
terror of a British fleet decided the irresolution of the Vene- 
tians, and summoning a full senate, they consented to hear 
their royal prisoner. 

It was in vain that the Portuguese lords prayed permissioR 
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to be present at this examination, ifi order to compare him 
withtncir own recollection of the unfortunate Sebastiau. 
The seigniory alleged that the Portuguese were all too de- 
sirous of believing the impostor to give an impartial testis 
mony, and that by questioning him on the eyents of his life, 
they were more certain to detect him in contradictions. 

Venice yet feared and hoped much from Philip, whose 
ambassador alternately threatened and caressed her: and 
armed with assertions which Morosini's communications 
enabled him to fulminate, he now made one of the assem- 
bly, proudly pronouncing himself the umpire, since he had 
irequently seen the real ion Sebastian in his palace of Ri- 
Dera. 

It was midnight, and cold December, when Valdomo 
came to conduct Sebastian into the presence of the senators, 
Sebastian wished never more to lose sight of Kara Aziek, 
and with an air of high authority that would not be denied, 
he persisted in making her his companion. 

A solemn expectancy sat on the faces of the numerous 
senators who with the doge, habited in their most imposing 
habits, formed a semi-circle in the grand hall of the senate- 
house. One mas^ branch of lights threw a sullen gleam 
over the more sullen crowd : no sound was heard amon^ 
them, as the great doors were opened, and don Sebastian 
appeared, advancing between Kara Aziek and signer YaU 
dome. He paused when he had passed the threshold, and 
cast an undaunted look around the hall. 

The king of Portugal was now at that period of life, when 
manly beauty assumes a character of majesty, and awes 
rather than wins ; the bright colours of youth were no lon- 
ger on his cheek, nor its luxuriant fulness on his limbs, but 
his countenancle was splendid still, for the fire of his eyes 
was unextinguished. He looked 

- Sat less 
Than ardiangel rained.** 

By his side stood the gentle Aziek, with loveliness faded, 
•not obliterated : graces so lightly touched by the hand of 
time, and so interestingly mixed with looks of unresisting 
sweetness, that she appeared bom to contrast the severe 
dignity of Sebastian. But there was a modest nobleness in 
her air that seemed as if love had copied the object beloved, 
and made her worthy of it. 

At the sight of these august sufferers, murmurs of shame 
and admiration ran through the assembly. Sebastian ad- 
vanced to the Castilian ambassador, whom his eagle glance 
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had singled out, and stopping before him, said in a high yoice, 
^^ Ijere is one that should know me. Sir ! whom say you I 
am?" 

The Spaniard who had half-discredited, half-believed the 
existence of don Sebastian, now amazed into perfect convic- 
tion, turned pale, and the acknowledgment was bursting 
from his lips, when recollecting himself, he turned aside, 
and said coldly, *' I know you not.' 

" We have sent for you, stranger I" interrupted the doge, 
as he saw Sebastian hastening to speak, ^'not to question 
others, but to answer for yourself, we are met here, without 
prejudice or partiality, to decide between you and the most 
christian king Philip III. of Spain, Portugal, and the 
Indies. I charge you answer truly to the questions that 
shall be put to you." 

^s an lionest man desirous to have his truth apparent to 
all the world. I am ready to answer you ; replied Sebas- 
tian, " I will forget awhile that I am a king — aye lords ! a 
king : he added, seeing them look strangely at each other, 
there are some amongst you that know 1 am so. Woe unto 
them, sons of Judas ! liave they not betrayed me with the 
kiss of friendship ?" 

Signor Morosini drew back at this expression^ and averted 
his head ; the doge proceeded to speak. 

" How comes it, that you have thus long suffered the 
kingdom of Portugal to be enjoyed by the sovereigns of 
Spain, if confident that you were its lawful possessor? 

,^^ Because I had not any direct promise of support from 
other princes, and abhorred the thought of plunging my 
people into war." 

** Where have you passed the long period of twenty years 
which has elapsed since the battle of Alcazar ? and how 
comes it that you are the husband of a Moorish woman ?" 

" Part of that period has been spent in Barbary, part in 
Persia, the remainder in Brazil. You ask me how it comes 
that I am the husband of a Moorish woman, I answer, be- 
cause I loved her, I owed her eternal gratitude, and she 
deserved both sentiments." 

"• What say you to the well-known fact of don Sebastian's 
body having been found in a suit of green armour on the 
field of Alcazar?" 

*' I reply, that it was the body of some other person. 
Near the cave of Abensallah, a Moorish hermit, who dwelt 
among the mountains of Benzeroel, my armour will be 
found buried under a plane tree : the royal insignia are on 

2l3 
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it ; Bince Spain and Morocco are at peape, I challenge you 
to have it sought for.'' 

^*' How comes it, that having passed this long period, first 
in Mahometan countries, and lastly in a Catholic one, that 
you should profess doctrines known only to a few miserable 
European states T 

^' I was instructed in them by the Moorish proselyte of 
an English slave ; I heard, and examined, and believed." 

^Enough!" exclaimed the doge, ''now hear what yoa 
are said to be. A Calabrian impostor: we have inquired, 
and heard of a strange person bearing the name of Marco 
Tullo Cattizone, who abode some time at Messina, and him 
thou art. This woman is — ^I know not what ;— thy lawful 
wife is the servant of the duchess Medina Sidonia, and is 
now in this city ready to swear to thee as her husband.'' 

''Peace!" exclaimed Sebastian, with a voice of thunder, 
and throwing his arm round Kara Aziek with a look of pro- 
tection. At that moment his eye caught Morosini's, and 
the tide of resentment turned : it was evident that he was 
the informer, since after their first meeting, Sebastian had 
directed Guiseppe to address his letters to Cattizone ^t 
Messina, and doubtless having supposed that he bore that 
name, they had confounded hsn with Gaspar, and discover- 
ing his wife, who concludiuff him to be her husband, 
Without intending to abet falsehood, was beguiled into 
doing so. 

Sebastian briefly stated these circumstances, adding, "of 
his evidence I am dejprived by the most cruel misfortune ; 
my faithful follower a no more ; but his dying words attest 
my truth, and the noble Braganza is prepared to repeat 
them. Let this woman you speak of be brought hitner, 
she will quickly acknowledge that I am not her husband. 
If I am a Calabrian, bring forward those who know my 
birth, and lineage. You nave state papers signed by don 
Sebastian s name, compare these signatures with my hand 
Writing now. Question me on the secret articles of our 
various nefi^odations ; if you find me falter in my answers^ 
then brand me with imposture. Let my person be com- 
pared with the description of don Sebastian s : show me to 
my Portugese, they will know the voice and the features 
of their kmg, though time and sorrow have marked me 
with their heaviest print : if my own people deny me, then 
let disgrace and death light on me and mine.** 

Sebastian concluded, and seeing that his last words had 
taken the colour from Kara Aziek s cheek, he gave her such 
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ai SID lie as might iQ calmer times have transported her to 
fall upon his neck in an ecstasy of delight : but now, it 
redouoled her anguish, by heightening her love, and she 
remained wildly gazing on the men who had the fate of her 
husband in their nands. 

A sharp debate ensued amongst the Venetians. Some, 
mo7ed by the interesting softness of Kara Azlek, werd for- 
ward to cispouse the cause of her husband, insisting on the 
equity of complying with his demands. Some, awed into 
admiration of Sebastian, feared to maintain the assertion 
of his imposture, but excused their conduct on the plea of 
his apostasy : others, denounced him in the same breath 
as an impostor, an apostate, a magician, calling for his in- 
stant delivery into the hands of Rome, or of the inquisition. 
All questioned him with perplexing varieties of inquiries, 
whidi he compelled himself to satiny. 

The Castilian grew clamourous ; and at each convincing 
explanation, called out, '' He is an impious sorcerer !" 

out the senate, though far from unanimously believing 
this superstitious assertion of their ally's envoy, were too 
much a&aid of papal power, and of protestant mdignation, 
to take a decisive part on either side : they deemed it best 
to steer the middle course, and getting rid of Sebastian 
without providing for his protection, leave him to his &te 
in the midst of Philip s adherents. 

They commanded their prisoner to withdraw, and leave 
them to deliberate on the nature of the decision they were 
about to pronounce. Sebastian retired with Kara Aziek. 

In a vacant anti-chamber, attended only by signer Val- 
domo, whom respectful pity kept silent, thev sat aw^ting 
the moment of their recal. The tumult of sharp debate 
still reached them from the senate hall : at each noisy burst, 
the blood retreated yet further into the heart of Kara Aziek ; 
her lips, her cheeks, her very eyes were pale : violent 
tremblings alone gave to her death-like figure any semblance 
of life. She sat with one hand closely grasping that of 
Sebastian, who continued in low and tender tones to chide 
such apprehension. 

He felt the king in his breast, and he could not conceive 
the possibility of being doomed to leave the world denied 
and reviled. 

At length a person appeared at the door, Sebastian arose, 
but Kara Aziek hung on his arm unable to raise her sink- 
ing frame. That moment was come in which their fate 
was to be pronounced ! Scarcely could Valdomo support 
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her on his stronger aim, as they followed Sebastian into' 
the council room. 

The doge was standing. — '^Stranger !" he said, ''he to 
whoni you applied for acknowledgment of your bold pre* 
tensions, the ambassador of our noble ally, Philip of Spain, 
solemnly assures us, that your features are unknown to 
him : we may not therefore examine you further ; to 
do so, would be to insult the honour of a great sovereign, 
in the person of his representative. We leave you at 
liberty to seek other investigation : and as we acknowledge 
no other king of Portugal, besides Philip III. of Spain, we 
command him who usurps that title, to depart this city 
within three days, on pain of perpetual imprisonment." 

The doge reseated himself and with a shriek of joy, 
Kara Aziek fell lifeless at the feet of her husband* Signor 
Valdornp hastened to raise her in his arms : Sebastian cast 
on her a look of sad tenderness, but attempted not to re* 
move her fi'om Valdomo. He turned to the assembly, and 
viewing them with an undaunted and indignant air, that 
struck conviction of his royal dignity to every soul, he said 
aloud, '' Once more 1 tell you, I am Sebastian king of Por* 
tugal. I go, with God's help, to prove this assertion on the 
war-fields of my country, since thus he wills it." 

He vouchsafed no glance to Morosini, but passing his 
arm round Kara Aziek, with Valdomo s aid, carried her 
forth. A gondola was provided for their conveyance to the 
lodgings of don Juan de Castro ; Kara Aziek recovered her 
senses at the movement of the boat, and then so many 
powerful emotions, joy relapsing into fear, gratitude sud- 
denly checked by remembrance of former evils, love for 
her husband, and indignation at his false friends, shook her 
frame, that she evidently trembled on the verge of death 
and madness. 

Sebastian succeeded in beseeching her to let this agitation 
subside, ere she mixed in a scene likely to increase it still 
more ; it was long past midnight, and as they enterefd de 
Castro's house,' he resigned her into the care of a female 
domestic, whom they encountered in the hall, desiring her 
to conduct the exhausted lady to a place where she might 
take rest. 

Having disposed of her who demanded all his care, Se- 
bastian preceded the courteous Valdomo into a saloon 
filled with a numerous concourse of friends and strangers, 
and glaringly lighted. He advanced with his usual kingly 
port into the centre of them, and stopped there without 
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speaking: don Juan de Castro fell back amazed at the 
figure he saw before him. 

De Castro retained the vivid image of a young and smiling 
warrior,, gallantly attired, bright with health, and happiness, 
and consdous power ; he now saw a man in the autumn of 
life, negligently habited, darkened i>y foreign suns, israsted 
with many cares, dimmed by long experience of this worid's 
uncertainty and emptiness. He scarcely knew how to trust 
his sight ; but as Seoastian, observing his trouble, and con- 
jecturing its cause, mournfully smiled, Juan precipitated 
liimself at his feet, exclaiming, '^ My king, my king !" 

That well-remembered smile was decisive ; at the same 
instant, several other persons cast themselves on the ground, 
proclaiming the person they beheld, to be their king. 

Eyes, that had never wept before, now flowed in sympathy 
with the Portuguese and their persecuted sovereign ; Sebas- 
tian s full heart overflowed at every side ; and caJling each 
friend by their name, he turned from one to the other, 
alternately embracing and raising them to his bosom. 

When they were standing around him, he cast a look 
over the circle, and seeing them variously habited, most of 
them in disguises, which were assumed for the purpose of 
dispatch on their different missions, some m the fashion of 
France, some in that of England, some in that of Holland, 
others as pUgrims, a few as mendicants; he smiled pensively 
again, and said with a heavy sigh, ^ So many sorts !" — 

The sad grace with which he spoke, once more touched 
every heart, and renewing their exclamations, the Portu- 
guese crowded about him to kiss his hands and his 
garments. 

Amongst this groupe he distinguished the fathers Texere 
and Sampayo, de Brito, who had last seen him on the field 
of Alcazar, when they fought together in defence of the 
royal standard, Mascaranhas, his £&vourite attendant, and 
a tall &ir young man, whose countenance was peculiar from 
its expression. 

Sebastian fixed his eyes on this last, with extreme 
earnestness; the colour fluctuated on the young mans 
cheek ; " Is it not a kinsman I behold in you, young sir !'* 
he said kindly, " don Christopher of Crato, I think." 

D jn Christopher answered by a painful blush ; Sebastian 
resumed, and his heart yearned towards him as he spoke, 
** You resemble your fiither in complexion ; God grant you 
grace to resemble your grandfather in deeds !" 

^' The infant don Louis is the only parent I wish to re- 
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member," replied don Christopher, dropping his eyes, while 
a deeper dye covered his face. 

Sebastian 8 eyes were still rlvetted on him ; for now he 
recalled that dreadful hour, when he had seen thi:. young 
man a child in the cradle at Xabregas, and remembered 
anfi^ish seized him with a transient pang. ^^ Where is his 
father l" he whispered to don Juan. ^' He is dead, my liege, 
at Florence." Sebastian gave a sigh to their foimer attach- 
ment, then tuiiiing with animation to those around, said — 

"* Which of you will compare this wreck of Sebastian, 
with what the proud vessel was, in her day of brave apnoint • 
ment ? Care may have furrowed this once smooth bro w^ 
but nothing could obliterate these well known marks." As 
he spoke, he lifted aside his hair, and showed a deep scar 
above the right eyebrow, which had been caused in his 
earliest youth, by an accident in hunting. 

^' Here de Brito ! is the memorial of a wound you saw me 
receive, on the most fat^ of days,'' and bending his head, he 
displayed another large cut above the forehead itself. 
'^ This body is flesh, not iron, on which a man may grave 
what he pleases, yet these marks are accidental ; what I am 
about to show, were imprinted on me by the hand of nature. 

He now pushed down his cloak, and baring one shoulder, 
discovered on the exceedingly white skin, a singular molere> 
sembling a dark seal or coin; at t^liiesame time, he extricated 
his left foot from its sandal, and showed another curious 
niark, well remembered by all his familiar associates. 

At these convincing evidences, those who secretly 
wavered between doubt and belief, uttered a cry of glad-* 
ness, and again the tumultuous murmurs of joy and sorrow, 
for how could such recognitioh be made otherwise? ran 
through the crowd. 

While the king was answering the many questions which 
followed this com|litete conviction, and thanking the sur- 
rounding strangera'''for their generous sympathy, father 
Texere came forward, leading in his hand a monk in the 
vigour of life, tall and commanding, on whose acute brow 
were stamped energy and ability : " Sire !" he said, " suiFer 
me to claim your notice for this excellent person, who of all 
men present, has sacrificed the most for your sake ; it is now 
some months since he added his powerful support to our 
party." 

*^ What is he, good Texere ? to whom stand I indebted 
for the zeal you will find me warm to acknowledge 1'* 

^"^ To father Chrysostom, the most distinguished follower 
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of our holy faith. He lately filled the office of almoner and 
confessor to the viceroy of Portugal, but struck by the 
recital of your storv by Gaspar Kibeiro, and indignant at 
that atrocious act which brought Ribeiro to the grave, he 
abandoned his high situation, resigned the revenues and 
honours granted him by the marquis (^astel Kodrigo, and 
having travelled through these countries at the peril of his 
life, boldly declaring your existence wherever he went, 
and rousing the people to demand their king, he has reached 
Venice, and become the most zealous for your majesty's 
enlargement* 

*^ On his eloquence we depend for reconciling his holiness 
to your espousal of the new doctrines. Father Chrysostom 
is unimpeachable in his own profession, and what he sanc- 
tions, no devout catholic may venture to question. Sampayo 
and myself fail of surmounting the religious prejudice which 
opposes you, sire ! for they accuse me of being a Lutheran 
in my heart, and Sampayo of being too little careful for the 
salvation of others, 

" Deign then to accept the services of father Chrysos- 
tom, and to admit him into the number of your chosen seiv 
vants.' 

Sebastian extended his hand towards the lofty-looking 
Chrysostom, who received it with respect, and the calm 
aspect of a man that is actuated rather by reflection and 
principle, than by any enthusiastic impulse. His thought- 
ful looks, his temperate words, his unim passioned manner, 
when connected with the knowledge of his ardent actions, 
made Sebastian muse on the contrast between this sacrifi- 
cing friend and the selfish Morosini. 

How different, thought he, look truth and falsehood ; or 
rather, how different does a steady and an unstable charac- 
ter express the same feelings i 

When Sebastian had urged many inquiries to Chrysos- 
tom respecting the Braganza family, and the situation of 
Portugal, some of the Portuguese would have learned from 
him the particulars of his own exile, but sadness shaded 
his countenance, and praying them to forbear awhile, since 
the relation of his adventures must painfully revive the 
memory of early error, he proceeded to learn the state of 
bis affairs at foreign court?, fixing on fit operations for the 
future. 

The unsettled posture of Holland forbade hun to seek that 
asylum there, which he purposed seeking somewhere : an 
asylum was necessary to rest in till Portugal should pro- 
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claim him, and his allies fulfil their engagements of fdmish.- 
ing him with men and money. England was beginning to 
dread a change, for Essex: was fallen into disgrace, Eliza- 
beth, grown so capricious with age and jealousy, that she 
chang^ her humour every hour^ and no longer listened to 
the solicitations for don Sebastian, since her fayburite was 
not nigh to urge them. France was the only country that 
opened her arms to the fugitiye* 

The king, deeply interested in depressing the house o( 
Austria, and convinced of Sebastian s Identity, from the re- 
presentations of others, had empowered don Christopher to 
ofFer the persecuted monarch an honourable asylum. It 
was to his court that Sebastian resolved to direct his steps ; 
while he hastened thither to join the army which Henry 
offered to raise, if swelled by succours from any other 

?rince ; Sampayo and his compaiiions were to return into 
ortugal, and proclaim their sovereign ; Braganza was to 
seize on the national fleet and the treasury : two acts less 
difficult than they appeared, owing to the devotion of the 
sailors to don Sebastian's memory, and the extreme weak- 
ness of the Spanish garrisons. 

Sebastian reckoned not on Castillian assistance ; he did 
net even permit himself to name his friends of Medina Sido- 
uia; for he justly concluded, that although he might trust 
implicitly, where his own safety alone was implicated, he 
should rigidly abstain from all imprudence when it might 
endanger another. 

He found that the duke of Medina Sidonia had been sus- 
pected of having favoured his cause, and had been strictly 
sifted by the minister of Philip ; but as no proof appeared 
of his knowing the stranger in any. other character than 
that of a Portuguese from Brazil, to whom his wifs had 
shown attention out of regard to her brothers memory, 
he was dismissed with nothing more than a severe warning. 

Upon this information Sebastian remarked in such terms 
that no one present guessed him at all in correspondence 
with Medina : and restraining his anxiety to learn, if possi- 
ble, whether his daughter had been alarmingly noticed, he 
returned to the subject of his departure from Venice. No 
doubts could be entertained of the republic s willingness to 
further in secret, Philip's aim of getting his rii»l into his 
power, and this conviction rendered extreme precaution 
indispensable. By the influence of Philip's ambassadors, all 
the passages into France and Gei-many were closed against 
them : wherever Sebastian went openly, he must expect to 
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be seized as a subject of Spain, being pronounced a Cala- 
brian. Calabria now forming part of its Italian possessions. 
Father Chrysostom therefore proposed that their numerous 
party should separate, and by different parcels, and differ* 
ent ways, seek their different places of destination. He 
offered to risk himself through Italy, with don Sebastian 
alone, provided he would assume the disguise of a monk, 
and travel under that character to a free port, where they 
might embark for France. 

This advice, after some consideration, met with general 
concurrence : it was agreed that the king, with Aziek and 
their prudent guide, should pass first to Chiozzi; from 
ihence through Ferrara to Florence, so to Leghorn, and 
finally take ship for Marseilles. Such of his Portuguese as 
chose to join him on his route might rendezvous at Florence, 
where they were not likely to be known or stayed, and they 
might then proceed all together to Marseilles. 

Upon this arrangement the consultation ended, and leav- 
ing their well-beloved monarch to the care of Juan de 
Castro and of don Christopher : the several Portuguese re- 
paired to their respective lodgings, wishing the morning soon 
to appear, since they were permitted to return at noon, in 
order to be introduced to their ^ueen. 

The next day re-assembled the friends of Sebastian. 
Kara Aziek entered the apartment where they met, with 
extreme emotion, so much had she to look back upon with 
horror, so much to look forward to with anxiety ! yet gra- 
titude and joy were in her bosom, and on her countenance. 

She presented herself to the Portuguese with a timid 
grace, as if beseeching them to love her for their sovereign s 
sake, her gentle demeanour won all their hearts, and when 
the separate nobles repeated their oaths of fidelity to Sebas- 
tian, thanks, mixed with tears and smiles, heightened the 
interest excited by her beauty. 

Juan de Castro had undertaken the task of conveying 
letters to his cousiii Medina Sidonla, and to Blanche : this 
prospect gladdened the mother s spirit, and she now entered 
into discourse of their momentous departure with cheerful 
courage. 

The assembly separated before dusk, and at night fall, 
attired as pilgrims, with &ther Chrysostom in his monk's 
habit, Kara Aziek and Sebastian took their eventful depar- 
ture from Venice. 

The speed with which they journeyed induced them to 
hope that they should reach Florence where don Christo- 
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phcr and dc Castro were gone to await them, ere suspicion 
of their route could arise. The .Venetians concluded that 
Sebastian's escape would, if possible, be made to England, 
and of course the Castillian ambassador s search after him 
would be directed to the shores of the Adriatic : this idea 
was what determined Chrysostom to take the route of Tus- 
cany. 



CHAP. XXX. 

Day was just breaking when the trarellers reached the gates 
of Florence, 

«' We are now safe l" exclaimed father Chrysostom, ^' here 
ends our toil." 

^^Not ab^lutely," replied Sebastian, looking gladly 
around him, ^^ till 1 rest these weary limbs in Portugal, my 
fatiguef^cannot be said to cease." 

^^ Butt we are almost safe," whispered Aziek, ^' beyond the 
Venetian territory we may breathe and dismiss apprehen- 
sion.*' 

Chrysostom turned on her as' she spoke, and his dark 
grey eyes assumed an expression that made her recoil ; ere 
she recovered from the strange alarm they struck Into her, 
he had seized a hand of each, and bringing them through 
the gates which were just opening, stopped before a party 
of military. 

" Here ends our toil !" he repeated, in an altered, trium- 
phant, and ferocious tone, ^^ Soldiers, seize this Calabrian ! 
my duty is done!" 

Sebastian was instantly surrounded by a band of armed 
men, who drawing their 'swords at the same moment with 
a horrid noise, which drew forth a shriek from Kara Aziek, 
flashed them before him with menacing attitudes. 

Sebastian stood root-bound in their circle, his eyes fixed 
with amazement on the perfidious Chrysostom : stunned by 
so atrocious a perfidy, his faculties were for awhile over- 
powered : at length bursting into such a tempest of rage as 
had been long unknown to him, he called out, *•*• Traitor! 
fear you not that heaven s bolt will fall and strike you ?" 

^^ Bridle this madness, impostor or apostate ! whichever 
name you afifect most," replied the stem friar, " I fear no 
bolts ; I look rather for the mantle of EUshal Chrvsostom 
might indeed have dreaded divine judgment, had £e acted 
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With the inconsistency of his reprobate brethren. Yotir 
damnable . creed is my abhon*«pce : whoever you are, for 
that creed I would bum you at the stake, did I rule in 
Spain. My stratagem has succeeded ; I have secured to 
myself the gratitude of the whole church ; and may every 
pernicious heretic thus run into the snare of destruction^" 

"And may every ^but no, I will not curse," exclaimed 

Sebastian, interrupting his own fierce transport. "God 
will avenge." 

" Thy ways are hard to understand, Father all-power- 
ful I teach me to adore and to submit." 

His head fell on his breast at the last words, and he re- 
mained so awfully wrapt in meditation that he saw not 
Kara Aziek fall at the feet of Chrysostom, and wildly em- 
brace his knees. Her supplicating voice first awakened 
him : he recovered himself with a smile almost divine, and 
tenderly raising her, said calmly, " Kn^el not there, my be- 
loved t forget not that we are in the hands of God as weH 
as man ; if ^ commands to spare, who shall destro}' V 

Asiiek answered but with low and grievous groans, while 
she continued to hang upon him ; and he, motioning for 
the soldiers to take him where they would, prepared to 
follow them. ' '^ ^ 

More confounded by this miljestic ftdquiescence, than by 
the fiercest violence, Chrysostom stood with a troubled 
look : •' Is this hypocrisy ! or what is it V he exclaimed. 

*'It is christian submission,*' returned Sebastian, not 
deigning to turn his eyes on him. The friar made an effort 
to resume himself: " Rather say, coward consciousness of 
base desert ! cease to profane the name of our Redeemer, 
by uniting it with the accursed doctrines you profess : your 
miserable imposture is over : you also, madam, may queen 
it no longer, if you will still appeal to some tribunal, pre- 
pare yourselves lor answering at the great judgment-seat of 
heaven." 

Chrysostom's withering eyes were levelled at both his 
victims; he stood with^ his arm extended in the attitude 
of denunciation, and every lineament of his gigantic figure 
seemed to grow in power and malignity. Kara Aziek shud- 
dered, turned deatnly pale, and closing her eyes, suffered 
her head to fall back upon the shoulder of her lord. 

Sebastian earnestly gazed on the man before him ; ^ Of 
wliat stufi' art thou formed T he said, " art thou man, or 
devil ? is it avarice, or ambition, or hellish ^igotry, that has 
prompted thee to a deed like this? ! blind to the merci- 
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ful and £uthful character of him thou profeaaest to follow ! 
thinkest thou that he will reward thee for peijury and lies ? 
study his doctrines better." 

^ Away with him !" cried Chiysostom, ^ the rerilines of 
reorobate souls, are the testimonies of the saints — my ^ory 
is his opprobrium." 

The soldiers now hurried their prisoner forward, who 
— suffered to hold her in his arms m>m whom he trusted 
nothing but death would hereafter divide him — still retain- 
ed a gleam of comfort to illuminate future days of darkest 
misery. 

The loathsomeness of the dungeon into which they were 
thrust, was a melancholy earnest of their intended treat- 
ment : but Sebastian complained not ; and all devoted to 
the hard task of detaining the flitting soul of his Aziek, in 
its feeble tenement, he passed a weary day without learn- 
ing to what fate he was doomed. 

His thoughts were less employed upon personal suffer- 
ings, than with amazed consideration oi the black treachery 
of him whom the Portuguese had so incautiously trusted ; 
and many were the censures he passed on them for their 
credulity* 

But in truth Sebastian blamed them unjustly ; hypocrisy 
is the only evil that walks unseen ^^ by man and angels ;" 
and father Chjysoetom was a hypocrite even to himself; 
he could cajole and cheat his own soul. 

While his thoughts were in reality fixed upon earthly 
distinctions, he beueved they were solely turned towards 
heavenly ones. He fasted, he prayed, he mortified his 
affections and his senses ; he distributed alms, he visited 
sufferers, he arrayed his body in *^ sackcloth and ashes," and 
he persuaded himself that he did all this from love and . 
zeal for our divine Master. But it was the praise of men 
he coveted, rather than the approbation of conscience ; and 
having early fixed his eyes on the triple crown, he placed 
not his foot except where the step promised to lead towards 
that envied object. 

His advancement had been eradual and sure ; now it was 
likely to prove more rapid. In his quality of confessor to 
the Portuguese viceroy, he speedily heard of Sebastian s 
re-appearance, and of the alann which the success of his 
various agents spread throueh the Spanish court. Rodrigo 
acknowlc^aged that it was Philip s earnest wish to have the 
pretender at his mercy ; and upon this acknowledgment 
Chrysostom suddenly conceived the bold plan of affecting 
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2cal for tile Portuguese monarch, insinuating himself into 
his Confidence, learning who wt3re his secret abettors, and 
in case the Yetietians should Hot deliver him up to Spain, 
deceive him into her powei" by the means described. 

His affected renunciation of places and profits, together 
with a show of hot persecution from the Spanish and papal 
court, warranted the friend's of Sebastian in their fatal de- 
pendence on his superior talents ; he obtained his victim : 
and secure of the duke of Tuscany's concurrence, apprised 
him of the day and hour at wliich they should enter the 
gates of Florence. 

Jtian de Castro and don Christopher, who were already 
in the city^ no sooner heard of their king's second detention, 
than aware of the danger which menaced themselves, and 
conscious that by the captivity or death of his friends, Se- 
bastian's situation would only be rendered more hopeless, 
they fled hastily, severally betaking themselves to Frapce 
And JEngland with entreaties for effectual aid from both 
those powers. 

Meanwhile Sebastian was reconveyed, with the faithful 
partner of his afflictions, from the Florentine jirison, to the 
nearest sea-port, where being embarked In a Spanish ship 
of war, and closely kept from the sight ot the crew, they 
set sail for Naples. 

Sebastian rarely condescended to question the only person 
iVho Was allowed to attend him, for the man was Cold and 
savage, and seemed prepared to reply with insults ; but on 
liaunchin^ again upon that ocean which he had'^^cl often 
traversed under such variety of fortune, he one day broke 
silence, and asked whither they were going to take him. 
" To the prison del Ovo, for life," — was all the answer of 
his attendant, as he shtlt and bolted the cabin door. 

Sebastian and Kara Aziek turned their eyes on each other, 
they needed not sriecch to Understand what was passing in 
each others hearts: their ddughters fate alone occupied 
every feelinjo^ 

*' Ah, if 1 could be assurdd that her innocent life would 
be spared, her days pass in peace," exclaimed Kara Aziek, 
^ my soul would find rest; I could bound my little remnant 
of happiness with the walls of my Sebastian s prison, or I 
could die with thee, my husbands-die gladly." She bent 
her face on his neck to hide her gushing tears, as she thought 
of their perishing together. 

Sebastian regarded her tenderly. " I do believe it, my 
Azii k ! cherish this angel rc:fignation ; and since it seems 

2 M 3 
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heAven B will, that the sins and the errors of thy hnsbaiKl 
should descend upon thy guiltless head, O let me hope, that 
with so grievous an addition to my hurden as that convic- 
Mon, heaven will be satisfied, and spare me the pang of 
having caused my child's wretchedness." 

To combat this painful and incessant throe of self-con- 
demnation, Kara Aziek now roused up her fortitude with 
her love, and while she exhorted him to remember that 
human sufferings . are much more frequently promised to 
the favourites of God, as trials and perfecters, than as pen- 
alties and punishments, her own spirit was elevated and 
comforted, and she suddenly appeared endowed with super- 
natural strength. 

Resigned to bear, because humble and confiding, no roice 
of lamentation was heard from the chamber of Sebastian 
and Kara Aziek. Their dignified stillness, with their gentle 
and unresiBting looks, sometimes moved even the rough 
fellow who supplied them with food to murmur as he left 
them, ^ I shall be sorry to hear that they come to harm." 

Sebastian could take no other advantage of this compas- 
sion, than that of winning from his attendant the name of 
the Neapolitan viceroy. He learned with pleasure that it 
was the count of Lemos, a very old and worthy Spaniard, 
who had been nobly entertained at the Portuguese court 
by don Sebastian, and had more than once bravely hazard- 
ed advice to him on important subjects, when his own 
courtiers shrunk firom the delicate task. 

From a nobleman of this character, both Sebastian and 
Kara Aziek now ventured to hope for at least an ameliora- 
tion of their destiny ; and with something like satisfaction 
beheld their vessel cast anchor in the bay of Naples. They 
were speedily conveyed to the castle del Ovo, a dark and 
fearful fortress, now become a prison for criminals. At 
sight of the narrow dungeon, without any other furniture 
than straw, Kara Aziek's looks betrayed the sudden horror 
with which she- was seized, ^' Is it here we are to linger out 
our lives?' she exclaimed, sorrowfully. 

^^ I have no instructions to confine you," observed the 
man who had conducted them, ^^ indeed I never heard of 
any other prisoner than this gentleman, so you must be 
ooiltent to abide somewhere else." 

He attempted to take her hand to lead her out, but Kasa * 
Aziek sprang back, and Sebastian advanced to deprecate 
the heaviest of their misfortunes. The man urged, his 
orders to confine the pretended Calabrion in a solitary 
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diangeon ; Kara Aziek still resisted, she dung to her hus- 
band, wildly exclaiming:'" 

'* Kill me— kill me — ^tear this poor frame to atoms — still 
will I remain here. Surely no force can take me away, if 
I am resolved to die beside him." 

Wrung to torture by her frensy, Sebastian earuestly sued 
for permission to detain her. The man's inclinatious were 
in ravour of compliance, but his life might have been risked 
by yielding, and promising to urge their suit in the morn- 
ing to the viceroy'd secretary, he reluctantly repeated his 
orders. 

The arguments and soothings of Sebastian, rather than 
the explanation and peremptory behests of the gaoler, 
allayed the ravings of Kara Aziek; suddenly she grew 
calm, started from the ground, and as if alarmed lest her 
obstina^ might endanger her husband s safety, she cried 
out, '^ ^ow, now I am ready to go!" — a convulsive embrace 
was exchanged between her and Sebastian, and the next 
moment the door of the dungeon closed and divided them. 

^ No further !" said she, in a low hurried voice, as the 
man would have led her from the spot, ^^ here is my bed 
this night— every night — ^here will I Uve till he is restored 
to me again — ^force me not from this sad lodging, if you have 
love or pity in your heart — I cannot get back to him — I 
may but hear his steps and his sighs, and know that he is 
near me. — ^Alas ! is tnat too much of consolation T 

The bitter tears which flowed down her cheeks, and the 
sorrowful wringing of her hands, presented so moving a pic- 
ture, that the Neapolitan said kindlv, ^^ Well, stay here then, 
I will surely get you admitted in the morning — what shall 
I bring you to sleep on T 

" no sleep — ^no sleep" — she replied, with joyful wild- 
ness, ^^ I will wake to bless you and to pray for him.** She 
lightly seated herself on the stone floor while speaking, and 
leaning her head against the door of Sebastian's cell, re- 
mained drinking in at her ear each breath he drew. 

Frequently did she long to speak and tell him she was 
near; but then conscious that tne idea of her being alonu 
and improtected in an open passage, exposed to the insults 
of the wandering guaros, and doomed to rest only en a 
damp pavement, would overbalance the satisfaction of hear- 
ing ner voice, she checked the wish, and relapsed into 
stillness. 

Morning was fsx advanced when Stephano appeared ; he 
had been to the secretary and had returned successful. At 
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this intimation, which Kara Aziek demanded even while h& 
was afar off, she uttered a cry of transpoVt ; it was answered 
by the Voice of Sebastian from within, '^ Kind heaven ! my 
Aziek, art thou here again so soon V* 
^^ I have been here the whole night ; I would not leave 

, thy door." While Aziek was speaking, Stephano unlocked 
the dungeon, and she flew into the melancholy, grateful 
embrace of her husband. 

It seemed as if providence had allotted them this tem- 
porary privation only to make them sensible, that while 
undivided, they had no right to abandon themselves to 
despaii^. Kara A2iek with overflowing thankfulness ac- 
knowledged this truth, and promised henceforth to grierd 
no more. — Stephano passed nis hands across his eyesy and 
Implied to some anxious inquiries of Sebastian. 

As it was the most earnest wish of the king to be seen by 
the count of Lemos, he learned with regret that Lemos was 
then lying ill of a dang^ous disorder, which devolved his 
duties upon Sossa, the next nobleman to him in rank and 
civil honour^. Thiis ihformation was indeed unwelcome ; 
however, Stephano promised to inquire regularly after thd 
viceroy's health, and to discover whenever his excellency 
was in a state to hear of business. 

" I am heartily sorry," he added, *' to be forced to deal 
hardly with you and this sweet lady : whatever you be, 
king or poor Calabrian, you seem to love your wife, so I 
would fain make you both comfoi*table. But the auditor^ 
general, he that commands now, has charged me to keep 
you very strictly ; and since your wife insists on sharing 
your prison^ she is to be served with bread and water like 
yourself. I am heartily sorry for it, sir, but I must do my 
duty." 

Sebastian bbWed ita token of reply, for his emotion 
chpked him as he gazed on the heavenly smile which 
shone through the tears of Aziek ; that smile said how little 
she regarded the pains and privations of the body — and at 

• that moment he loved her aearer than ever, for never had 

. her unrivalled attachment been so perfectly displayed. 

^ Stephano withdrew, leaving the husband and the wife to 
seek consolation in the possession of each other's attachment. 
On the fifth morning, Sebastian was surprised by the 
appearance of the auditor-general with his secretaries, who 
entering his cell, regarded him some time with severe 
scrutiny. " I am come hither," sJaid he, " to ask you for 
the first and last time, whether you persist in your im- 
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posture? If you abjure your crime, audi consent to make 
public confession of it before all men, I am commissioned 
by our sovereign, Philip III. to promise you life and liberty : 
but if you continue thus to maintain a falsehood, you will 
either be left to linger out your days on bread and water, 
or perish at once by the hands of the executioner. What 
is your reply T 

Sebastian turned on him a look of exceeding majesty, 
'^ I disclaim your authority with that of your master, for I 
am his equal and his kinsman : let him do with me as he 
will, I will still call God to witness that I am that self- 
same Sebastian king of Portugal, who in the year 1578, 
passed into Africa against the Moors ; and the very same, 
ivho to augment the name and the power of the christians, 
put his life to the hazard, together with that of twenty 
thousand brave meu, whom his criminal obstinacy devoted 
to slaughter. I am that unfortunate prince, who for the 
punishment of his sins lost the battle of Alcazar ! — this is a 
truth which I may not deny without endangering my im- 
mortal soul. Deal with me as you are commanded, I will 
continue to uttet the same words, in prison or at the 
stake." 

Sebastian turned from him as he concluded, and awed 
by his royal manner, the auditor with his notaries, who 
had taken down the king's words in writing, departed with- 
out further speech. 

Day after day now lingered by, and as they passed they 
cast a deeper gloom over the prospects of Sebastian. The 
count Lemos grew worse, and Sossa, naturally of a harsh 
temper, and devoted to Philip, prohibited the slightest 
mitigation of suffering to the unfortunate Sebastian. 

Not for himself did Sebastian grieve, but for her whoso 
tender heart and delicate frame, were so ill suited to the 
rigours of their destiny. Yet alas! his grief was vain and .' 
powerless. 

Nearly two weeks had elapsed, when Stephano entered ' 
with a glad look, to communicate the news of count 
Lemos 8 disorder having taken a favourable turn ; and to 
assure Sebastian that his friend the secretary, whose media- 
tion had procured to Kara Aziek the liberty of sharing her 
husband's fate, had promised to inform his master, of the 
peculiar severity with which the alleged Calabrian was 
treated. 

The secretary kept his promise. No sooner was count 
Lemos in a situation to investigate business, than he granted 
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don Sebastian pennisslon to appear before him, and for thai 
purpose had him brought privately to his house. 

Neither time nor sufFenng could wholly deface the rare 
lineaments of him, who might once have stood forth the 
model of manly beauty. Lemos was not long of recognia- 
iiiff in this interesting stranger, the noble and heart-winning^ 
Sebastian : he looked at him with sorrow and surprise ; and 
having questioned him on several matters known only to 
tliemselves, he acknowledged himself convinced. 

But the old nobleman was too well versed in the charactel* 
of ambition, to hope that Philip's persecution arose from a 
real belief of imposture: he justly thought that his august 
prisoner was secretly devoted to a lingering death, and thus 
trusted to his keeping, from the apprehension, that if 
brought either into Spain or Portugal, his escape would be 
productive of more immediate danger, or his death exasper- 
ate the people into a revolt. 

Lemos could only promise what he sincerelv meant to 
perform, a strong testimonial to the truth of Sebastian, and 
a consequent'remonstrance w^ith his royal master ; should 
that fail, he must content himself with watching over th^ 
life of his prisoner, and yielding him all the comforts within 
his powei^ ; to permit his escape, a nice sense of honour for- 
bade. 

" Whatever be the trust reposed in me, sire !** he said, 
'^ if 1 accept it, I am bound to hold it inviolate ; and as my 
respect may sweeten your majesty's hard destiny, to refuse 
the charge of your person would be only to deliver you up 
into the hands of a severer guardian. 

Too gfratefiil for any amelioration of his fate, since that of 
Kara Aziek was inseparable from it, Sebastian urged not a 
single argument against the opinion of count Lemos: he be* 
stowed a wai^n eulogium upon his justice and generosity; 
aud accepted with gladness the offer he made him of future 
protection. 

By Lemos's orders, the royal prisoners were removed into 
the best chamber of the fortress, where Stephano and his 
sister were permitted to wait on them. Books, musical 
instruments, and occasional walks in the garden, under 
certain restrictions, now lightened their captivity ; flir and 
better diet quickly restored some bloom to the cheek of Kara 
Aziek, and the information which she covertly obtained 
during the visit of count Lemos, that the Medina Sidonia 
family remained undisturbed, brought back some peace to 
her mmd. But anxietv for the ultimate end of their mis- 
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fortanes, devoured the inmost part of her heart, and like a 
canker- worpi, preyed on the source of life. 

It was well tor Sehastian that some innocent recreations 
enliyened his captivity, smce the prospect of ever being 
rt^Ieased, seemed daily less probable. Philip's answer to 
Lemos, had been in his usual strain of artful moderation; 
afraid of ezasperating that most respectable of his nobles,, 
into a revolt irom his authority, and a public espousal ot 
;don Sebastii^ B interest, he deemed it wise to tolerate him 
in dispensing those indulgences to the prisoner, which he 
boldly avowed his intention of always allowing ; while at 
the same time he peremptorily forbade the viceroy to write 
or to speak to him in defence of an impostor. This title 
Philip scrapled not to give him, in defiance of the count's 
testimony, Doing determined to resolve every difficulty into 
the unreal solution of those days, absolute sorcery, 

Several of the Portuguese, who had openly taken part 
with Sebastian, were outlawed, and their properties confis- 
cated ; Qmongst them were don Christopher of Crato, and 
Joan de Castro. 

Braganza's high birth and vast influence alone saved him 
from reeling the heaviest weight of Spanish resentment; 
policy taught Philip not to exasperate the Portuguese too 
much, and Braganza was therefore spared. But in the 
persons of his retainers he felt the malice of his rival : — 
father Sampavo was cast into the cells of the inquisition 
on spiritual charges ; and had not Texere escaped into Eng- 
land, where sir Anthony Shirley, for the love he bore his 
master, granted him an honourable and safe asylupi, he too 
must have groaned in the same dismal prison. 

Either by threats or bribes, the Spanish king had allured 
into his views, pearly all of his courtiers that had been 
hardy enough to plead for a fair scrutiny of the pretender. 
Rome had launched her lightnings and terrified France 
again into silenpe ; and in England, the disastrous fall of 
Essex, the death of Elizabeth, and the succession of James, 
had changed its politics, and rendered any es^pectation of 
support from that quarter a vain chimera. 

To pass their lives in the castle del Ovp, was therefore 
the last prospect that reipained to Sebastian and to his 
blameless wife. When our fate appears inevitable, who is 
it that weakly continues to contend against it ? Confiding 
their daughtler's future happiness to heaven, and to the 
duchess Medina Sidonia, they dried their tears, as tliey 
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eometimeB flowed, when thinking of their eternal separation, 
and taught themselves to rejoice in her liherty. 

Of the world they now thought only as a soene on which 
they should never more appear ; they banished its hopes, its 
fears, its anxieties, and submitting to the' divine decree, 
made their world in each other's hearts. 

Those qualities which had never failed to attract and to 
attach every one within their influence, still continued to 
win the aflections of whatever persons approached them. 
8tephano and Baptista privately confessed to their friends, 
their admiration of the royal sufierers, and their firm belief 
of Sebastian's just claim on libertv and dominion : these 
confidential discourses, spreading mm confidant to confi- 
dant, at length difiused throughout Naples so lively an 
interest in the supposed impostor, that Sossa and others of 
Philip's party became uneasy, and remonstrated against the 
indulgence of count Lemos. 

While persisting in his generous line of conduct, the good 
Lemos was seized hy a return of his disorder, and in a very 
few days reduced to the brink of the grave ; his son, who 
was just arrived from the Spanish court, and who came 
hotly zealous for the punishment of him, whom Philip af- 
fected to consider a base-bom Calabrian, was summoned to 
the death-bed of his aged parent. 

Count Lemos spoke of the prisoner : having listened pa- 
tiently to the short but violent reply of his son, Lemos 
raised himself on his pillow, and addresnng him with a 
solemn voice, said, ^' I am dying, my son ! and the words 
of a dying man may be trusted. — As I hope for mercy and 
pardon at the judgment-seat of Christ, i believe this man 
whom you called an impostor, to be the true and lawful 
Sebastian king of Portugal; as such I charge you, should 
my government devolve on you, treat him nobly ; and let 
no worldly honours tempt you to touch his life or to con- 
nive at the violence of others. Friends 1 you who surround 
and hear me at this awful moment, I charge you all to 
testify what I have said, and to bear with it, my dying re- 
quest to my sovereign master don Philip : I intreat him for 
his soul's sake, to sift this matter more closely." 

Exhausted by this exertion, count Lemos stopped, and 
laid his head back upon his pillow: — shortly after he 
breathed his last, and nothmg remained of the venerable 
old man, but a clay-cold corpse. 

This event was a fatal blow to the comparatively happy 
state of Sebastian and Kara Aziek : they were immediately 
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remanded back to their dungeon by Sossa; for Lemos 
feared Philip too much to obey his departed father, and 
compromising with his conscience, by resigning the invi- 
dious task into another's hand, pretended that an excess of 
filial grief, made him unfit to investigate so momentous a 
subject. 

This severe treatment was followed by a visit from the 
stem auditor ; he came to demand a second time, the out- 
raged king's reply to his insulting questions. Again Sebas- 
tian declared, that were he to live a thousand years, and 
every hour of that long period to be employed in making 
the same demand, he could not return any other answer 
than that he would live and die professing his truth and 
his wrongs ; that he appealed to a public trial in his own 
dominions ; that he protested against the injustice of his 
kinsman's proceedings, and would persist in doing so to his 
last breath. « 

^' Your sentence is then pronounced," returned Sossa, as 
he departed, '^ yourobstinacy condemns yourself; our illus- 
trious and long-suffering monarch has condemned you for 
life to the galleys.'' 

As the auditor disappeared, Sebastian fixed a fond but 
sad look on the agitated features of Aziek. '^ Faint not, 
my beloved T he said, '^ our appointed trials mu^t be bravely 
borne to the last— every species of oppression and insult is 
to swell the cup of your Sebastian's destiny ; but remember 
the bitterness of that mortal draught is short, in comparison 
with the eternal spring, of which, through God's grace, I 
hope we shall drink together in heaven." 

Kara Aziek smiled with a breaking heart, and filled with 
admiration of her husband's magnanimity, earnestly prayed 
for strength to imitate so noble an example. 

On the day which removed Sebastian to this new scene 
of misery, he was led from his prison to be conveyed to the 
galleys. Lemos and Sossa believed that to show this com- 
passionated sufferer to the expecting crowd under degrad- 
ing circumstances, would be a surer antidote to their re- 
spect, than if they beheld him brought to public execution ; 
they had therefore decreed that he should be led through 
the streets of Naples to the port, mounted on the most ig- 
noble of ajuimals, and followed by his faithful Aziek, in the 
meanest attire. 

At the gate of the castle, he beheld multitudes of soldiers 
and spectators, and a herald holding the ass upon which he 

2n 
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was to mounts* his countenance was unchanged ; he 
placed himself on the lowly animal with a serene and lua- 

iestic aspect that might have become a throne ; it ennobled 
lis sorry garments, and touched every beholder with respect 
and pity. 

His eyes, brightening as he moved, were fixed upon 
heaven ; it seemed as if in this triumph over human weak- 
ness and human passion, he felt the blessed earnest of eter- 
nal reward. 

^s Kara Aziek hastened to follow the slow progress of 
Sebastian, some unfeeling wretches scofhngly bade her 
behold the king her husband, and admire the splendour of 
his array ; she flashed on her insulters a glance of honour-* 
able indignation, for in her heart was love and veneration 
united for him they contemned. No fear, no shame (iould 
£nd entrance there ; love raised to enthusiasm by grief and 
admiration, irradiated, her Matures, and gave its former 
bright flush to her burning cheek ; a single black garment 
wrapt her somewhat wasted flgure ; her head and feet were 
bare, by orders of the merciless Sossa ; but those delicate 
feet rending their tender surface against the sharp pave- 
ment of the streets, and that ludr which fell dishevelled in 
all its beauty around her, excited only the more compassion. 
Beauty is the most touching orator; and the loveliness of 
Kara Aziek heic^htened the efitict produced by her devoted 
attachment to the husband she followed. 

As they moved along, preceded by a herald, proclaiming 
th^ oflepce and the sentence awarded to Sebastian, the mur- 
murs which at first rose among the crowd, gradually died 
away, till an awful and unbroken silence universally pre- 
vailed. The people looked on each other with sorrow and 
amazement ; while Sebastian now and then removing his 
eyes fron^ heaven, looked round upon the spectators with 
pardon and pity for their sin of consenting to so black an 
act. At times, when the herald called aloud, '^ this man 
whom traitors assert to be the king of Portuga)/' &c* Se- 
bastian would interrupt him in a loud voice, exclaiming, 
'^ And so I am,"-^then resuming his calm attitude, proceed 
in dignified silence, 

Arrived at his place of destination, he turned to bid 
farewell to some of his humblest friends, whom he recog- 
nised amongst the crowd. " Friends !" he said, " ere you 
lose sight of me for the last time perhaps, bear witness 
that 1 testify to the truth of my own assertion: 1 am 

-c This incident is an historical fact. 
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Sebastian king of Portugal ; this matchless woman my law- 
ful and beloved wife. I submit humbly to the will of Gk)d, 
not ba%ly to the oppression of man : my body I account 
for nothing : and upon that only, may Philip heap indignity 
and pain ; my soul, is above his reacn. 

*^ From such of you as have suffered, or may suffer loss 
for my sake, I crave pardon and pity ; the most grievous 
of my sorrow, is the consciousness of having Caused sorrow 
to others : heaven will reward you, since the unfortunate 
Sebastian has no longer any.tmng to bestow but his poor 
thanks/' 

He had scarce spoken, when the sound ot weeping was 
heard, and a woman pressing forwalrd, threw herself on 
the earth before him and Kara Aziek : it was Paula the 
widow of Gaspar. At sight of her, Sebastian turned pale 
from excess of emotion, and tears gu^h^d from his eyes. 
** My poor Gaspar T* he exclaimed, "^1 regretted thee wneh 
I should have rejoiced ! hadst thou lived to see this woeful 
dayr 

Sebastian stopped, for Kara A^iek's long stifled grief, now 
burst forth with such passionate Violence at the prospect 
of separation from him, for she was denied the consolation 
of sharing his destiny, that his fortitude began to faint, and 
his limbs shook as he sought to support her. 

Meanwhile Paula was calling on the people around, to 
witness that since she now saw the person whom they had 
taken her to Venice to swear was Marco Cattizone, she 
denied his being so ; that she recognised in him the former 
master of her deceased husband, and not that dear husband 
himself. She wept the memory of Gaspar with unfeigned 
sorrow, which encouraged Sebastian to require her care of 
{lis Aziek, for whom no better habitation offered an asylum 
than the humble one of Baptista and Stephano. 

These good people had pi:omiBed to receive and to comfort 
Kara Aziek at the fatal moment in which she must be sever- 
ed from the partner of her life. Baptista engaged to effect 
occasional interviews between the wife and husband, through 
lier influence over a young man in the galley to which Se- 
bastian was doomed; and it was from this promise that Kara 
Aziek ffained strength to live thraugh the wretched soen6 
in whicn she was now performing. 

Amidst tears, embraces, lamentations, and exhortations, 
sh^ was torn from the arms of Sebastian : he was hUri'iea 
into the galley, and she led almost lifeless away to the 
lodging of Baptista. 

2n 2 
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Associated with slaves and male&otors, behold the onoe 
imperious and fiery king of Portugal submitting to his des^ 
tiny with a resignation that gave a dignity to humiliation : 
he arraigned not Providence, for he remembered his past 
bigotrv ; and though the humanity of his nature had pre- 
vented him from carrying his zeal into absolute persecutioxi, 
he ventured not to say how far that zeal might eventually 
have transported him ; devising it just that he should find 
his present punishment from that disposition in others, 
which he had cherished in himself. 

Even the most merciless of his oppressors in Naples, dared 
not outrage that dignity which awed them, by insisting on 
his labouring like a criminal at the oar ; he was condemned 
to the galley merely as to a more public prison. Philip 
thus nifddng a show of believing that the more he was seen, 
the less he would be credited ; but in reality hoping that 
one of those malignant fevers common to the gaUey s, would 
soon send him to another world. 

Stephano kept his word, and procured more than one 
meeting between the royal sufferers. Paula undertook to 
transmit an account of the king s situation to his kinsman 
Braganza, by whom her infEUit was now protected. She 
herself was thus far on her way, to rejoin the duchess of 
Medina Sidonia in Spain, whither Paula found her ^one to 
take leave of a dying friend. Paula used all her rhetoric 
to persuade Kara Azlek to accompany her: but not even the 
temptation of beholding Blanche again, could swerve the 
conjugal love of Aziek : she was determined to follow the 
fate of her husband, wherever it might lead ; and as the 
duchess held in her possession the little remnant of their 
wealth, and might transmit it through Paula, Aziek resolv- 
ed to avail herself of Stephano's protection, and dwell at 
least in the vicinity of the galleys. 

Charged with letters to their beloved child, and to the 
duchess, in which the anxious parents besought all efforts 
for their own happiness to cease, and nothing be attempted 
but for that of Blanche, Paula departed from Naples. 

No sooner was the injured king of Portugal placed in a 
situation which exposed him to all eyes, than crowds flocked 
to see and to converse with him. Every day, every hour, 
produced fresh testimonies to liia truth ; and had not reli- 
gious prejudices enfeebled their compassion, and lowered 
their respect, the Neapolitans would have joined the loyal 
Portuguese in rescuing him by force from the galleys. 

This universal discontent so far alarmed the new count 
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Lemos, that he dispaitched a messenger to Madrid, with a 
detail of what he learud : the consequence of his (Uspatch, 
was an order for the galleys to quit the Mediterranean and 
come down to the western coast of Spain. 

Not even this change could divide Kara Aziek from Se- 
bastian ; she followed him in a little vessel bound for the 
same port, accompanied by Baptista, whom kindness and 
fidelity had endeared to her, and rendered her chief solace. 

The galleys were commanded to ride in the bay of St 
Lucar; and at St Lucar Kara Aziek took up her abode. 

Unknown and unnoticed, she depended solely on- the 
humanity of Baptista's lover, for distant interviews with her 
husband. 

The saddest period of Kara AiJiek s life Was now present ; 
she lived forlorn of every comfort except only the humble 
attentions of her servant, and the occasional sight of him 
from whom she once fondly hoped nothing less than death 
would ever have parted her. She beheld this object of her 
hearths idolatry, loaded with chains, and condemned to the 
vilest of human stations; her imagination pictured the 
closing scene of this dismal tragedy, atid presented him at 
the stake, or on the block^ 

rieir amiable daughter was now far aWay, and too proba- 
bly the eyes of each fond parent would close fpr ever with- 
out beholding her again. Their private friends were dead, 
or dispersed; their more potent ones, the sovereigns of 
Europe, changed by circumstances, or rendered powerless 
from necessities of their own. All around was dark and 
dreary ; and wherever she looked, still the same black ho- 
rizon shut in her fate. 

Where is the spirit that can resist calamities so heaivy ? 
Religion may enable us to curb complaint, to submit with 
humility and a thorough conviction that he who ordains, 
is all-wise, and all-good ; but not even religion can benumb 
" the nerve whence agony is born." The heart may break 
while it yields 

. Kara Aziek felt hers to be fast decaying: sorrow wasted 
her bodily strength, and with it her mental energy. A 
deep sadness was fixed upon her countenance, and heavy 
and continual sighs, of which she was herself unconscious, 
told the attached Baptista, that her sufi^ering mistress was 
hastening to the repose of heaven. 

At this period, Baptista unexpectedly heard that the^ 
family of Medina Sidonia had a residence in the neighbour- 
hood of St Lucar, and were coming to visit it : she imparted 

2n3 
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this to Kara Aziek, believing Paula likely to be in the 
duchess's suite, and knowing of no other interesting object ; 
this intelligence lifted up the soul of the fond mother ; 
she hazarded a letter to the duchess through the mediuuv of 
Paula, and remained with trembling eagerness anticipating 
an answer. 



CHAP. XXXI. 

SoMx days had passed in anxious expectation, when in the 
dusk of evening, a man in a domestic s habit appeared at the 
obscure abode of Baptista, and announcing himself sent by 
the duchess Medina, urged admittance to Kara Aziek. Slie 
received him alone^ 

Having cautiously closed the door, the stranger threw off 
his cloak and hat, and Kara Aziek saw at her feet a young 
and handsome man, on whose intelligent countenance 
nature 8 hand had stamped truth and go<^nes6. 

'^ It is the queen of Portugal to whom I bend mv knee?'- 
said the animated youth, with a look that demanded if he 
were right. Kara Aziek answered witlt ready tears, '^ Alas ! 
it is the most desolate of women — the wife of him whom 
would to God I could say was not bom to a throne; but you 
come from the duchess Medina Sidonia — ^know you ner 
young companion — ^BlancheT 

A graceful disorder appeared on the face of the stranger, 
as with deepened colour and a fluttering voice, he replied that 
she was even then near St Lucar. Kara Aziek clasped her 
hands together in an ecstasy of gratitude : but the emotion 
of the stranger did not escape her; and hiB menial habit so 
ill suited to the eleeance of his air, made her attach an agi- 
tating meaning to the emotion he betrayed. 

" I do not see a domestic of the duchess Sidonia's T 

" No, madam — ^you behold her son." 

Don Hyppolito now put into her hands a letter from his 
mother, which Kara Aziek eagerly read. It informed her 
that Hyppolito was zealous in the cause of don Sebastian, 
though wnoUy imorant of their lovely ward's connexion 
with his fate; that the dachess was eager to afford the 
parents a sight of their daughter; and that the duke having 
oecn fortunately importuned by all the Spanish grandees 
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around, to visit the n^wly arrived galley, in which the king 
of Portugal was confined, in order to disprove the impostor 
from his personal knowledge of the true Sebastian, he had 
seized the opportunity of yielding to his own earnest desire, 
and was come openly to St Lucar for the avowed purpose. 

Desirous of bnnging the mother and child to an immediate 
meeting, the good duchess had sent her son, disguised thus 
to prevent observation, with orders to attend Kara Aziek to 
their dwelling near the town. Hyppolito, thus ended the 
letter, has no suspicion of the relationship we so religiously 
conceal, it will depend on yourself and the royal Sebastian, 
whether he may ever be so greatly trusted. 

But Hyppolito scarcely needed to be now informed of the 
momentous secret ; the nkeness to Blanche, which a lover s 
eye directly discovered, together with a recollection of 
Blanche 8 distracted sympatny with the sufferings of the 
king and queen of Portugal, and now the wild joy of Kara 
Aziek, all united to show him the fact. Trouble and ap- 
prehension succeeded to his lively enthusiasm ; and a mul- 
titude of strange pangs seized his young heart, as he pre- 
pared to lead forth the trembling mother. 

During their hasty, and rather long walk, no words were 
exchanged between them ; Hyppolito stopped under the 
high wall of a garden, and opening a small door concealed 
by trees, conducted Kara Aziek in. The next moment 
brought them to a pavilion, where he would have left his 
companion to enter alone, so his mother had instructed 
him, but detaining him by the arm, she exclaimed in a low 
voice, " no— leave me not — I owe you the reward of 
seeing how happy you have made me." 

Hyppolito caught at the permission ; he pushed open the 
door, and the next moment beheld the mother and the 
daughter senseless in each other's arms. 

Joy and grief so blended, were too powerful for their 
hearts : nature sunk under such a meetiug, and it was long 
ere the duchess and her son succeeded in restoring them to 
life. 

Sorrowful happiness was that which the young Hyppolito 
now witnessed ; no sounds, save those of weepine and sigh- 
ing, were heard through the apartment. Though the 
mother and daughter rondly embraced,. fondly gazed on 
each other, their hearts were mil of Sebastian, and incapable 
of real joy. 

The tears of Blanche flowed with redoubled impetuosity 
whenever she looked on her mother. What a change did 
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she see in that face and that figure ! as lier eyes Wildlj^ 
noted the ravages made there by sickness and sorrow, cold 
chills crept through her veins ; she felt that a moment was 
approaching in which she would require the consolation o£ 
some object equally dear, and her eyes then sought thosd 
of him to whom her innocent heart unconsciously trusted 
for all its future comfort. Hyppolito's soul speaking from 
his face, answered the supplication of hers : he advanced, 
and joining the hands of Kara Aziek. and her daughter, in 
one of his, he pressed them with trembling lips, while a 
tear fell from ms cheek upon the hand of Blanche. Kara 
Aziek smiled benignly, and returned the affectionate pres- 
sure. 

To proclaim her maternal claim on the love of Blanche, 
seemed needless ; but Kara Aziek gratified the duchess by 
I'equesting her to place that confidence in the young Hyp> 
polito. After a nasty explanation, the duchess ventured 
to ofiVr some incitement to hope of better days, lamented 
the circumscribed power of her husband, but assured Kara 
Aziek, that after he had seen don Sebastian, by the desire 
and in the society of those noblemen who had urged him 
to the interview, and had convinced himself, by ocular 
proof of his identity, he would boldly publish ,the truth at 
all hazards. -The duke was now absent &t the governor of 
St Lucar's, but the morrow was pitched 6n for his visit to 
the galleys. 

This information infused a faint hope through the bosom 
of his wife ; she recovered by degrees from the excess of her 
first emotion, and remained till night was far advanced, 
tasting a sad pleasure in noticing the ardent and respectful 
passion which noW blazed out, now receded from the fine 
eyes of Hyppolito, and fitfully coloured the cheeks of the 
bashful Blanche. 

This love unkhown to themselves, even while for ever 
felt, was not unmarked by the duchess ; and her looks had 
already interrogated those of Kara Aziek, with a sort of 
pleadingness for her son's happiness, which gave the most 
solid satisfaction to the anxious mother. 

Kara Aziek returned fV-om this interview with a placidiiy 
long unknown to her ; and Baptista, wh6 merely guessed 
that she had been visiting Paula, made no inquiries, con- 
tented to observe that her mistress was really less dejected 
than usual. 

But violent emotions, whether sad or exhilarating, are 
equally danp:erous to a weakened frame : Kara Aziek was 
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uuaMc to rise from her humble couch on the ensuing morn- 
ing, ivhen Hyppolito came to inform her he was going 
with his fitther to recognise don Sebastian. 

Her death-like paleness, over which a smile of grateful 
regard cast the brinitness of immortal beauty, touohed the 
romantic heart of Hyppolito, and as he earnestly regarded 
the lovely wreck before him, love and pity inspired hin? 
with the determination of attempting sometning to smooth 
at least, her departing hour. ; 

Having received a tender message for don Sebastian, he 
huiried back to Blanche, whose duteous love did not wait 
for the disclosure of his wish, ere it prompted her to ex- 
claim, " So ill ! so desolate !~--0 Hyppolito, since my dear 
mother may not dwell here unsuspected, I will go to her 
liabited less gaudily: confined to her sick chamber alone, 
in such an obscure quarter of the city, who will know the 
adopted child of the duchess Medina Sidonia ? — Some excuse 
may be invented for my absence, to prevent the curiosity 
of domestics — ^Ah ! if she were to be torn from me, without 
my having the consolation of — — " 

Tears choked her utterance, and covering her face, she 
remained abandoned to sorrow, while Hyppolito was urg- 
ing the duchess to sanction their pious project. 

What mother could refuse such pleadings? Blanche 
was allowed to follow the inxpulse of nlial tenderness ; her 
dress was secretly exchauged for one of Paula's, and gliding 
unseen through the garden, Hyppolito conducted her out 
of the private door, and led her safely to the arms of her 
expecting mother. 

The ardent young man had not time to do more than 
kiss the hand of Kara Aziek, ere he ran o£P to join his 
father, and the rest of the grandees. 

Accompanied by his wife, the duke of Sidonia proceeded 
to the shore ; his aspect was grave and thoughtful ; for he 
. was reflecting on the wondrous vicissitudes of our mortal 
life. That unfortunate' prince, upon whom all men might 
now gaze unchecked, all tongues move in reviling, was that 
same Sebastian whom Medina had last beheld, surrounded 
by power and migesty. It was that king whom Medina 
had himself served twenty years before, with submissive 
awe ; whom he had feasted and entertained with tilt, and 
tournament, and ball, while he waited at Cadiz for the 
troops of Philip II. These reflections occunied the duke 
till his company reached and mounted the chief galley. 

Hyppolito was the first to spring on deck: he looked 
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eagerly round, and immediately singled out the augiui 
object of his seareh. Removed from the other slaves, in a 
lonely quarter of the ship, he saw a man seated with his 
arms folded and his head bent towards the ground; his 
single garment was coarse and dark ; his head and limbs 
were without covering; but the large and noble proportions 
of those once powerral limbs, and the majestic air of that 
head, denoted nim to be the king of Portugal. 

Hyppolito hastily advanced, and his quick breathing 
stirred the attention of Sebastian ; he looked up, his eyes 
met those of Hyppolito, who felt them enter into his soiiL 
By a sudden impulse, the young man half bent his knee ; 
surprise and inquiry illuminated the countenance he was 
observing. Sebastian slowly arose, and as he did so, his 
youthful companion heard the clank of chains. 

Such an expression of shame and indignation banished 
the air of veneration with which Hyppolito was looking at 
him, that Sebastian understood what passed in his mind. 
^^ Young man," said he, ^' blush not for me — blush for my 
oppressors, and my coward friends l-^esei*ved punishment 
is disgrace-^but unmerited oppression, if nobly borne, is 
glory !*'^r-He moved away as he concluded, leaving Hyppo* 
lito gazing after his kingly step, and yet commanding 
figure. 

The vessel was soon crowded with illustrious visitants 
from the yacht of Medina Sidonia ; the captain of the gal* / 
ley understanding her errand, showed the duchess and her 
company to a wider part of the deck, and sent to inform 
Sebastian that they entreated to see him. He turned back 
with tlie captain, and calmly advanced into the circle formed 
by his examiners. 

The duchess who had last met him at villa Bosolia, under 
such different ckcumstances, almost uttered a cry of melan- 
choly welcome : her company burst forth into remarks and 
questionings : the duke remained on one spot steadily eye- 
ing the figure before him. 

So long was his scrutiny that some of the group impa-^ 
tiently demanded whether the man they saw were not really 
an impostor. Medina suffered them to importune him for 
an answer, and at length seriously replied, ^^Am I to speak 
the truth, my lords? — I declare then, that in the voice and 
mien of this stranger, I recognise the very voice and mien 
of the king of PortugaL The alteration I find in his face 
and figure is only such as twenty years of suffering might 
be expected to produce." 
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^'Wliat then, you believe he is don Sebastian? You as- 
pert it?" 

^^ I assert nothing : pei-sons and voices may repembte ; but 
in events we cannot be mistaken. If this be the kins whom 
I entertaihed at Cadiz ere his expedition to Africa* ne will 
be able to point out to me amongst some armour which I 
have had brought hither, the present he made to meat that 
period." 

**' I gave thee a sword, Sidonia!" said Sebastian^ '^and I 
think 1 should remember it again," 

The surrounding nobles with dismay and surprise, fol-» 
lowed the duke to the stern of the galley where some at- 
tendants had just arrived with a heap of swords, spurs, cu- 
rious pistols, and daggers. The duke silently pointed out 
to them all, the weapon given him by the king, which being 
less costly than any of the others, was the least likely to be 
guessed at as a royal gift. 

Sebastian who nad remained exchanging looks of inter- 
f»ting meaning with the protectress of his daughter, cour- 
teously went to meet th^ reti^ming party ; an old servant 
displayed the armour : Hyppolito bent anxiously forward, 
fearful that if the king's memory failed of retaining such a 
trifle, they who chpse to cavil at this truth might seize so 
plausible a pretext and pronounce his father deceived. 

But at the first glance Sebastian recognised his own plain 
sword, and drew it from beneath a heap of others. ^' With 
this sword did 1 make thee a knight of Avis !*' he said, sor- 
rowfully, " sad remembrance ! for what a train of bittei: 
recollections is in its train !" ^ 

" Now, my lords, what say you ?** exclaimed the indis^ 
creet Hyppolito, — " should you not bow your knee and ac- 
knowledge the royal kinsman of our sovereign Philip of 
Spain, and should we not all join in bringing th|9 convincing 
• proof to his abused ear?" 

Mo6t of the nobles who well knew that the ear of Philip 
was wilfully stopped, fell bapk, murmuring " Sorcery or 
accident," while others expressed their conviction, but 
lamented tl^eir want of influence. The captain of the gal- 
ley stood with an air of sincere remorse which did not 
escape Hyppolitp. T)ie old servant holding the armour, 
having carefully examined the lineaments of the king, added 
his testimony to that of hi^ master. The deck of the gal- 
ley became for a while a scene of confusion and strong emo- 
tion. Sebastian alone was little moved ; he was no longer 
to be deceived by vain hopes; he knew that all those people 
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would go home convinced of his truth, pitying his misfor- 
tunes, and earnest in wishing them at an end ; hut that In a 
short time their wonder and their concern would cease ; 
he would he forgotten and left to his fate. 

With Medina Sidonia he conyersed aloud on yarious sub- 
jects, calculated to place his integrity under a yet hroader 
light ; the gratitude he felt for the protection aJSbrded to 
his daughter, gave warmth to his manner, and attracted the 
heart of don Hyppolito. 

Upon that young man Sehastian cast many approving^ 
looks, for there was a careless intrepidity in the young* 
Spaniard's manner, and an ardent precipitation in his speech, 
which announced a generous and a hrave character. Se- 
hastian lored such characters, and he therefore heheld the 
homage of Hyppolito with engaging henignity. 

The grandees who accompanied Medina Sidonia forcihiy 
betrayed an extreme anxiety to depart; the 4nke requested 
them to stay a moment. 

" Nobles !" he said, " it was through your importunities 
that I came hither to determine on tiie truth or fidsehood 
of the illustrious person before us, when you entreated me, 
you all promised to bear witness to the fiuthful testimony I 
should give, whatever that might prove him. I now insist 
upon your performance of this promise, and require that 
you set off with me on the instant for the court of our royal 
master, in order that he may hear from us together, the sin- 
gular circumstances of this morning. That done, the event 
remains in our sovereign's breast ; we shall have acquitted 
ourselves to God, to our conscience, and to this injured mon- 
arch." 

Ashamed of opposing so equitable a demand, and trusting 
to private representations of their own unwillingness, the 
nobles were obliged to assent, and taking leave ^ don Se- 
bastian, they descended into the yacht which had brought 
them from St Lucar. 

Don Hyppolito lingered behind : no one was near Sebas- 
tian; he approached, and hastily whispered, ^'Blanche is 
with her mother — fear not for them — I will watch over 
their safety : for that purpose I remain in St Lucar." Hyp- 
polito hurried away, and joining his party, was conveyed to 
shore. 

In whispers to his father, he excused himself from at- 
tending him to Madrid, pleading the comparative insignifi^ 
cance of his youth, and the indecorum of leaving his mother 
alone. The duke, little dreaming of the romantic scheme 
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which his son was then revolving, made no hesitation of ac- 
cording to his wish, and the duchess was too much gratified 
with such filial attention to receive it without pleasure. 

Having left his parents at their own house, Hyppolito 
hastened to detail the scene he had just witnessed to the 
expecting Blanche. 

in his progress across one of the squares, he was stopped 
by a knot of young lords, who knowing the visit that had 
been proposed, now stayed him with various qilestions. 
Hyppolito's answers were fiill of his usual candour, and 
were mixed with so many passionate expressions and sym- 
pathy with the wrongs of Sebastian, and so many invectives 
against the inactive Portuguese, thftt he attracted and fixed 
the attention of a person, who, clothed as a mendicant, re- 
mained without bemg noticed upon one spot close to the 
speakers. 

After uttering a few unthinking jests, the young lords 
went away, and Hyppolito was now proceeding alone, when 
the mendicant followed, and drew nigh to him : Hyppolito 
threw him a piece of money unasked; the man passed it 
with trepidation, and said in a low voice, ^' I am no beggar, 
noble Guzman ! but a friend of him you compassionate ; 
one that you see is willing to risk his life on any scheme 
that may serve Sebastian of Portugal." 

Hyppolito turned joyfully round, and looking on the 
stranger, saw the features of a brave and honest youth, un- 
der the squalid rags in which he was ^enveloped. He made 
him a sign to follow at some distance, and getting out of 
the streets as fast .as possible, the two young men found 
themselves in a lonely thicket, just beyond its precincts. 
** Now then, say on,*' cried Hyppolito, " tell me your name 
and purpose — we both risk muck by this sudden confidence; 
but who would not risk aU, save his immortal soul, for the 
injured Sebastian." 

" I am don Christopher of Crato," replied the stranger, 
blushing and sighing as he pronounced the name he men- 
tioned, ^' my grandfather was great uncle to Sebastian, I am 
therefore bound to his fortunes by the ties of blood. Hav- 
ing returned into France after the base detention of my 
dear sovereign at Florence, I obtained from the French king 
a solemn promise of inviolable protection — a promise writ- 
ten by his own hand, and which I now possess — ^for Sebas- 
tian and his queen, should I ever be able to effect their 
liberation. For this purpose the generous king has given 
me a large sum of money, with which I hastened to Naples, 
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determined to attempt the rescue of Sebastian either by 
bribery or by artifice ; but I found him removed to St Lu- 
car : hither I have followed him, and, disguised as you see, 
am now watching an opportunity for the performance of a 
duty." 

At the name of don Christopher, whom the late Ema- 
nuel de Castro had so often extolled at villa Kosolia, Hyp- 
polito dismissed his fears and suspicions, and at once un- 
tblded to him the design he had himself formed during his • 
visit to the galley. 

From the countenance of her captain, and the mean 
salary attached to his station, Hyppolito believed he might 
be induced to receive a rich reward for conniving at the 
escape of his prisoners : all the jewellery in his own posses- 
sion he had already in thought devoted to this generous 
purpose— even the brilliant cnanfraine which had sparkled 
round the brow of his horse when its master was proclaimed 
victor at a tournament, and he had ridden up to Blanche to 
receive her praises and her smiles. But don Christopher 
showed him the wisdom of keeping these gems as a fund 
for future emergency. " I have enough for our purpose," 
he said ; ^' enough to take us into France ; and after Uiat, I 
can offer from myself a noble asylum to my royal relation. 
The fairest and the richest heiress of Brittany will bless me 
with her hand the moment I return to claim it. Own that 
I love my king, don Hyppolito, when I confess that nothing 
but his service should nave torn me from the feet of my 
adorable Adelaide." 

Byppolito smiled approbation, and returning to the plan 
for Sebastian's escape, continued to converse on that sub- 
ject, till a neighbouring clock twice reminded them that 
they should part. They now separated : Hyppolito pro- 
mising to impart the meeting to Kara Aziek, and don Chris- 
topher expressing a hope, that should he repair at dusk to 
her abode, in less lowly attire, she would admit him into 
Aer presence. 

The interesting circumstances which Hyppolito re- 
lated to Kara Aziek, shed a bright light over her long 
benighted spirit ; at the description of Sebastian s conduct, 
and the impressions it produced on all the beholders, she 
shed tears of exultation : her life was closing, but could 
she preserve his, bestow Blanche upon don Hyppolito, and 
obtain their solemn promise to forget that the blood of 
kings flowed in the veins of their children, she should die 
happy. Some such prospect now opened on her, and the 
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ardent language of young Guzman taught her to believe it 
near. 

Blanche spoke not ; though her eyes, fixed on Hyppolito 
vrith such fulness of love and gratitude, that she thought 
not what they were expressing, thrilled through all his 
frame, awakening a transporting conviction that he was 
exclusively beloved. 

No sooner had don Christopher paid his respectful visit 
to Kara Aziek, than the two young men proceeded to com- 
mence theirattack upon the honesty, or the compassion, of 
Haro, captain of the galley. The man was necessitous, and 
he was humane : both motives rendered him accessible. 
Since the recognition of his prisoner by the duke of Me- 
dina, he granted to him, by the duke's request, the indul- 
gence of walking over the vessel with his ancles unfettered : 
this indulgence might, he thought, be turned into an apo- 
logy for his disappearance. Thus free in his limbs, nothing 
would be sooner credited than that the wretched Sebastian 
had thrown himself into the sea, and perished by a volun- 
taiy death. 

Haro proposed that don Christopher and don Hyppolito 
should come some midnight under the stern of the vessel, 
when he would undertake to have all the slaves and other 
officers either at rest or at a distance ; he alone watching by 
Sebastian. 

To convey the king privately down the side of the galley 
into the boat without discovery, might be difficult, but not 
impracticable ; and the moment the boat received him and 
rowed away round the other end of the galley, Haro was 
to extinguish his lamp, as if by accident, fling some large 
substance into the sea loaded with the chains of Sebastian, 
and by his outcry bring all the other persons to this end of 
the'smp. 

The clank of irons, and the descent of a' heavy body, 
might well pass for the last plunge of the living Sebastian : 
with a conviction of his self-murder, the sanguine Hyppo- 
lito believed that even Philip himself would rest satisfied. 
Should success crown their project, don Christopher was to 
proceed into France with his prize ; and as in that case 
Aziek would remain behind, and Blanche be denied the 
joy of embracing her father, Hyppolito projected a scheme 
to attract his mother into meeting these two friends at a 
lonely fishing lodge which he possessed on the coast, only a 
few leagues ofiF. It would be easv to land the king there, 
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allow him a few hours' conference with his child, aud 
afterwards depart with him and Aziek for France. 

This arrangement was no sooner settled, and Haro put 
into possession of half the sum he was to ireceive in recom- 
pense for so important a service, than he permitted an in> 
teryiew hetween his captive and the two young noblemen, 
who conversing with him apart from the other slaves — ^a 
circumstance now so frequent that it was not regarded — 
opened before him a prospect of freedom and of peace. 

like light suddenly restored to the blind, was thfs 
amazing hope to the soul of ^bastian : touched by the 
chivalric ardour of two youths to whom his qualities were 
so little known, and recalled to the fond wishes of a father 
and a husband, he pressed his hand on his heart, unable to 
. express in any other way what was swelling there. 

After some moments' silence, he uttered a few animated 
words of gratitude and gratification, coupled with appre- 
hension for their safety, should he accept tneir services, and 
accident hereafter discover them to the king of Spain. 

Don Christopher declared he risked nothing, since he was 
already exiled from his country, and dependent on the fa- 
vour of the French monarch, to whom he should return : 
and Hyppolito, laughing at the chimera of a discovery, 
braved it as a phantom, protesting his belief that accident 
could not develope their share in a transaction to which no 
other person than Haro would be priv^. 

His tongue, eloquently, though nastily, represented the 
joy which her fatner's release would bestow on Blanche 
and on Kara Aziek, whom he reluctantly confessed to be 
now in a state which rendered a peaceful mind absolutely 
necessary, if they would preserve her life. 

At this argument Sebastian lost sight of all other objects, 
and eagerly yielded assent. To regain, to preserve lier, 
was it not to regain more than liberty ? and where was the 
obscure spot in creation, to which he would not fly for that 
blessed purpose? 

Don Christopher briefly referred him to Haro for the 
management of his part of the plot; and in order to silence 
all the king's apprehension, declared his belief that an offer 
from the French king would allure Haro into France, where 
an honourable provision might recompense him for thus 
abandoning his country — ^in such a case, neither Haro nor 
don Christopher need dread being known as the accomplices 
in Sebastian s escape, when the time should an'ive in which 
he would re-appeai* as a candidate for Portugal. 
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Sebastian listened patiently, then sadly smiling, said in a 
voice of determination, ^^ Mark me, generous yoimg man ! 
too long have I struggled against the visible will of heaven, 
too long have I sacrificed all that is nearest and dearest to 
me, for that enfeebled people who have shown themselves 
rather disposed to clamour against my injuries, than bravely 
to arm and redress them. For their sakes I have made 
shipwreck of all that was precious unto me : alas I if 1 may 
but save one little remnant — ^if I may but find some retire- 
ment to shelter me and mine, where we may live and die in 
happy oblivion — ^my heart will have attained all its present 
wishes. I feel that I have acquitted myself of m^ duty to 
Portugal, and now I abandon her throne for ever. 

" What, sire !" exclaimed the young Hyppolito in a trans- 
port of awakened hope, '^ and the amiable Blanche, do you 
abandon for her, all claim." 

Sebastian's penetrating eye read the lover's heart ; he 
smiled graciously, and pressing his hand said, ^' Yes, for her 
also, I speak ; her safety and her happiness are the sole 
objects of her fathers anxiety ; and how are thev to be se- 
cured, save in domestic privacy? Think of her again, 
Hyppolito, as you were used to do ; forget the princess of 
Portugal, but ever protect and cherish the unpretending 
Blanche." 

Hyppolito hid his suddenly fiuffhsed fiice upon the hand 
which he now carried to his lips; his heart beat with strange 
and delightful emotion. Don Christopher earnestly strove 
to alter the resolution of Sebastian ; the latter was inflexi- 
ble. " I owe the remainder of my life," he observed, " to 
my family and my friends ; the period is too short for us to 
waste it in fresh struggles; let us be content, don Christo- 
pher, to pass it in tranquillity." 

The captain of the galley now approached, and breaking 
off their discourse, the young men hastened to impart the 
consent they had obtained, to name the day of their enter- 
prise, and to return to St Lucar. 

The short intervals between this period and that which 
was to crown or to blast all their expectations, was spent 
by the young friends in active preparation, and by Kara 
^ziek and her daughter in the most agitating anxiety. 
The stimulus thus given to the nerves of Kara Aziek, im- 
parted a transient hope of returning health ; a bright glow 
was ever on her cheek, a brighter light for ever in her eye. 
With a motive for desiring life, the power of retaining life 
seemed to be granted ; and while she opened her heart to 
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receive the sanguine anticipations of Blanche and Hyppollto^ 
they fondly fancied that her hour of danger was passed. 

The doehess Medina Sidonia was wilfully kept ignorant 
of the important affair now agitating : Hyppolito secretly 
resolved to meet the punishment of his temerity alones, 
should any chance discover it to king Philip ; since, if he 
could solemnly swear and prove that his parents we|re not 
accessary to the act, he justly believed that not even tho 
deadliest tyrant would dare violate theii; Uves, or th^ir for* 
tunes. 

The evening breceding that on which ^bastian wfia to be 
carried off, Aziek and her daughter were removed to, the 
fishing lodge of Hyppolito, a lone house almost buried 
among rocks and thickets, of which only one pifi:blind 
domestic had the charge. 

Hyppolito suggested this plac^ as mpre sul^ted to an in- 
valid than a noisy sea-port, besides which he urged, that his 
mother, who might not hasard the ungular act of visiting a. 
humble individual in her mean abode, xnight safely give 
them the meetine here, and opcasionally come to share in. 
the pious cares of Blanche. 

Si^isfied with so natural and considerate au arrangement, 
the duchess hastened to entbraoe the suffering ^zipK, whom 
even this short journey contributed to enfeeble. Knowing 
the effect which solicitude too highly raised, ever produced 
on her mother, Blanche forbade Hyppolito to mention the 
real night of his enterprise ; certain that such an enterprise 
was on the point of execution, she would in son^e degree be 
prepared for its failure or success, yet being deceived as to 
the precise instant would spare her thp useless torture of 
sufiroense. 

Obedient to this judicious injunction, on the very evening 
of their plot, the young friends named a succeeding one, 
and departed for St Lucar. 

Blanche had now to rouse up the whole force of her spirit 
to support the hard task of concealing an agitation which 
amounted to agony. As she hung over the couch of her 
pallid mother, in&tinct apostrophes to heaven, perpetually 
Mtered on her lips, while hiding the flush of her cheeks 
and the restless wandering of hpr eye, from the unconscious 
duchess, she strove to smile and to talk on subjects of trivial 
interest. 

It was a serene and balmy evening, and as the stars ap- 
peared one by one in the firmament, and the illuminated 
sea slowly advanced and receded from the clifls surround- 
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ing the fishing lodge ; so much of peace and beauty per- 
v£^ed every object, that Kara Aziek felt the scene tran- 
quillise ana renovate her. 

^^ Suffer me to remain here, my child !'' she said, as 
Blanche hearing the clock strike ten, would have had her 
retire to rest, ^^ the sight of these boundless and sublime 
objects, seems to elevate and calm my spirit. Never before 
have I beheld them with such feelmgs. How wondrous ! 
how magnificent, how surpassing all human ideas of noble- 
ness, wisdom, and goodness, must be that great Being 
by wfa<»n they were created 1 it is fit I should habitu^ 
myself to contemplate and adore that divine peifection 
which I may so soon be summoned to adore in the courts 
of heaven.'* 

Aziek paused, and her eyes floating in sweet thous^h 
mournful tears, remained fixed upon the stars. Blanche 
turned weeping away, and the duchess ventured to utter a 
few words of hope. 

Kara Aziek raiiled gratefully, shook her head, and re- 
peated in so low a voice that her words were scarce audible, 
''*' I am past hope, and you must not deceive yourselves : 
might I but behold my Sebastian once again, know him 
safe, and obtain from him one promise, I shoiUd die com- 
pletely happy." 

Blaiiche spoke not : she da^ed h^ hands together with 
convulsive eneigy, and her heart only uttered a fervent 
petition to the Omnipotent lor the success of her lover. 

The duchess seated herself near the couch of the invalid. 
*^ And what, dearest madam V she said respectfully, '^ what 
commands do you leave me for my future conduct to this 
dear girl whom I love as I do Hyppolito? a day must 
arrive when other affections than filial ones, will arise in 
her bosoms-how then am I to decide for the princess of 
Portugal r 

Kara Aziek withdrew her eyes from above, and fixed 
them on the duchess : the look which they exchanged at 
that moment needed no interpreter. " Decide for her hap- 
piness, my kind friend ! and let the generous man who may 
devote himself to the obscure and untitled Blanche, accept 
the blessing of her dying mother, for her dowry. I have 
nothing else to bestow.*' 

Drowned in tears, flowing from various sources, Blanche 
precipitated herself by the side of her mother, covering her 
hands with kisses. The duchess resumed, '^ Such are your 
sentiments, but what are those of don Sebastian ? Would 
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not he frown on the presumptuous house of Medina Sidonia, 
were they to hazard a wish for uniting their proudest boast, 
their brightest hope, with the heiress of Portugal ? My 
Hyppolito feels far more than a brothers love for our 
Blanche ; his passion is worthy its object, for he loved lier 
ere he knew her rank* 

Blanche heard not her mother's reply, for a loud blast 
of wind, shaking the walls of the fishing lodge, made her 
start up and hurry to the window. The stars were disap-* 
pearing under volumes of clouds, which this sudden wind 
had driven up from the horizon; extreme darkness was 
succeeding to light and beauty : — gloom was fiivourable to 
the views of the adventurers, and Blanche blessed the dark- 
ness, even while trembling at the storm. 

Kara Aziek and the duchess continued so long and so 
earnest in conversation, that they did not notice the watch- 
ful looks of her about whom they were talking : by degrees 
the wind fell, and although the stars were but &intly dis- 
cernible at intervals, there was still enough light to guide 
experienced mariners on their road over the waves. Blanche 
stble back to her former station, and knelt down by her 
mother s couch, listening to her discourse. She had scarcely 
placed herself, when the sound of distant oars grew on the 
stillness of night. At first, her limbs lost their power, and 
she could not rise from her kneeling posture, but quickly 
recovering again, she started abruptly up, and complaining 
of the sensation of sufibcation, opened a door leading down 
a slope which terminated on the sands. 

Having bounded away with bird-like swiftness, she turned 
aside among some rocks which formed a creek for the shel- 
ter of small vessels ; by the dim lights she fancied that she 
perceived a boat afar off: her eyes remained fixed on the 
object — ^the night grew clearer, she saw more distinctly, 
and at length became certain that a single boat was ap- 
proaching, rowed by two men. 

But where was the third? where was her &ther? it 
might be, that he was concealed at the bottom of the little 
vessel, or that Hvppolito had failed. Tlie rowers frequently 
looked behind tliem^ as if afraid of pursuit, but they made 
no signal to her. 

Blanche leaped upon a high point, and waved her hand- 
kerchief; the boatmen answered only by redoubling their 
exertions to make the land. They approached — ^they 
moved swifter as they advanced nearer ; and the agitated 
girl hastening from the cliffs to the sands, eagerly ru^ed 
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into the very waves ; for now she beheld by the star-light, 
a human figure lying at the bottom of the boat. 

The voice of Hyppolito warned her of her danger, and 
the next instant some one plunged into the water, and 
springing to shore caught her in his arms : it was Sebastian 
himself. 

By the same impulse, both father and daufi;hter sunk on 
their knees in eacn other's embrace ; their hearts gashed 
out at their eyes in silent gratitude. 

Don Christopher hurried to break the joyful news to her, 
whose patient suffering had quickened their exertions : and 
Hyppouto mooring his bark, flew to share in the happiness 
he had iSestowed. 

Rismg from the sand, Sebastian now beheld the amiable 
youth kneeling by the side of Blanche ; he stooped to em- 
brace him also. As he encircled them both, and pressed 
their beating hearts together, he fervently repeated, '' I 
bless you both, my children ! may I not say that I join you 
in your father's arms ? Would to God that this union may 
be eternal ! " 

Transported to ecstasy, Hyppolito hurried forth a crowd 
of rapturous and tumultuous expressions, in which Sebas- 
tian peculiarly distinguished the promise of resigning for 
Blanche, and for her offspring, all pretensions to dispute 
the crown of Portugal. 

Blanche answered the eager questions of her lover, and 
the more temperate inquiry of her father, by sinking her 
blushing face on the shoulder of him to whom she was 
given, and tenderly returning the pressure of his hand. 
Hyppolito was in heaven, and forgot for awhile that the 
heart- wearied Sebastian was anxiously waiting the re-ap- 
pearance of don Christopher, from whom he was to learn 
whether Kara Aziek had strength to bear an interview. 

Don Christopher at last appeared : and his countenance 
showed how much he had been affected. Sebastian silently 
accepted the offer of his supporting arm, as they turned to- 
wards the house, leaving Hyppolito to lead the tottering 
steps of Blanche, whom Joy, grief, and love rendered 
feeble. 

Imagination must picture the solemn and moving scene 
which took place in the apartment of Kara Aziek ; the tears, 
the embraces, the broken exclamations, the fond and dis- 
tracted perusal of each other s altered persons, the alternate 
bursts of transport and anguish, which succeeded to this 
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certmnty of being restored to each other, and tliis fear of 
being doomed to part for ever. 

When a little tranquillised, Kara Aziek desired to be left 
alone with her husband, and then she unfolded to him lier 
last wishes for him and their daughter. Sebastian's soul 
had gone on the like track with her's; she found that the 
same events had produced on each the same effects, and' 
that he was as wiUing to promise as she was to exact, a de- 
termination of abandoning every thought of Portugal. 

Believed self-destroyed, he was resolved to enter France 
with don Christopher, and retiring to some solitude with 
her, and such of his fHends as chose to join his retirement, 
pass his life in such happy obscurity as they had done at 
Cachoeira. Though separated from Blanche by the union 
to which they destined her, they believed this sacrifice de- 
manded of them, in gratitude for the services of the Medina 
Sidonia family; and since occasional visits from Blanche 
and Hyppolito would enliven their retirement, Sebastian 
tried to persuade his Aziek that they might yet find hap- 
piness. 

" A few brief years," she said tenderly, " and then, my 
beloved, we sfiall enjoy it together. I go to prepare a place 
for thee in that world to which we have so long accustomed 
ourselves to look for imperishable joysl My soul, ex- 
hausted with sufiering, languishes for the rest of heaven. 
Shake not thus, my Sebastian — what mortal agony con- 
vulses those dear features? Wouldst thou then retain me 
in a world like this ? ! rather rejoice that I am going to 
leave it. Shall I not breathe my last on thy faithful breast ? 
O blessing ! O comfort unutterable ! '' 

Sebastian believed at this moment that she was indeed 
drawing her latest breath; for spent with emotion, her 
heart ceased to beat, and her eyes closed. He folded her 
in his arms, and uttering a doleful cry, remained gazing on 
her pale face with the stare of madness. 

Alanned by his voice, his friends and daughter rushed 
in, and finding that Kara Aziek yet breathed, though al- 
most imperceptibly, they exerted their influence to per- 
suade him to withdraw awhile. 

During their short absence from the apartment, don 
Christopher hesitatingly asked, what measures his king 
meant to pursue ; the vessel that was to carry them to 
France, lay at anchor two leagues up the coast, and as Kara 
Aziek could not be moved tnither, without the certainty 
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of immediate death, don Christopher ventured to hint that 
liis sovereign's safety coald only be secured by his depart- 
ing with hun alone. 

At this friendly suggestion, some of his youthful impe- 
tuosity burst from Sebastian: " What ! leave her !'* he ex- 
claimed, " My Aziek ! my wife I my life's comforter I the 
very soul of all my past happiness ! — ^no, no, young man, I 
will stay by her, till heaven restores or tears her from me : 
after that blow, all the world will be nothing to the undone 
Sebastian, and Philip may triumph as he will, over this 
senseless body. Think of your own safety — I ought to 
urge you — ^but my whole soul is swallowed up in one sad 
object. You have my thanks for your loving care-nsome 

other time perhaps," Sebastian could not proceed, and 

again he returned to the room where he left KJeura Aziek. 

Recovered by the assistance of the duchess and Blanche, 
Kara Aziek had strength sufficient to assure them that she 
was better, and believed herself capable of being removed 
in any way that was requisite to speed the departure of her 
husband. To this assurance, Sebastian replied with a steady 
declaration of his late taken resolution, and being joined by 
Hvppolito iu arguing against the chance of a discovery at 
a lodge so little known, when the story of his self-murder 
would lull inquiry, he vanquished the reluctance of Kara 
Aziek to let him remain beside her. 

Don Christopher then suggested the prudence of suffering 
the duchess to return to St Lucar, lest her longer absence 
should create any curiosity, and with an unwilling mind, 
after receiving again Sebastian s pledge that he would resign 
Blanche to Hyppolito, she departed from the fishing lodga 

For thi'ee successive days and nights, Kara Aziek enjoyed 
the sacred pleasure of seeing her sick bed attended by the 
object dearest to her on earth ; whenever she opened her 
eyes, during the day or the night, still they met the anxious 
gaze either of her husband or her daughter. Hyppolito too, 
watched her with a son's tenderness, and the attached 
Baptista shared in all their feelings. 

Contemplating her husband restored to liberty by the 
noble youth with whom Blanche was to unite her destiny, 
seeing in don Christopher the faithful friend that was to re- 
pair her loss, and cheer the spirit of Sebastian, Kara Aziek 
felt a grateful and placid happiness, which sweetened the 
pains of approaching death. How much was there to be 
thankful for, in a death thus softened, which otherwise 
must have approached in unutterable horror ! 
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She ventured not to repine that her life was prematurely 
abridged by late sorrow, since of former felicity, she had 
enjoyed so large a portion; and fixing her thongnts on that 
eternity which would re-unite her with her husband, she 
gently yielded to the decay of all her powers. 

Like gradual sleep, death stole over her faculties and her 
feelings ; she lay stretched on a couch, losing by degrees 
the powers of motion and of speech, the faculty of hearing' 
and of sight. 

Sebastian hung over her marble form, speechless, pale, and 
despairing : he spoke, and she heard him not ; he touched 
her, and the death-cold hand that returned not the agon- 
ising grasp of his, convinced him that she felt not the prea- 
sure. But still her closing eyes were directed towards nim, 
and the heavenly smile that moved her lips, spoke to his 
breifiking heart of love and better hopes. , 

Too soon these dim eyes ceased to see the objects before 
them, her faint breathing was scarce perceptible, — she 
breathed only at intervals ; at length her eyelids closed for 
ever, and she breathed no more ! 

Blessed close of a virtuous life I what are the wild trans- 
ports of earthly joy, when compared with the mercy of thus 
*^ falling asleep" to wake in paradise ? 

Sebastian was standing with his eyes fixed on her face, 
and his hand holding hers ; he watched her yet, but his looks 
were no longer sad and patient, they iexpressed alarm, 
anguish, desperation. He put his lips to hers ; no breath 
mingled with his ; his hand sought her heart, — all there was 
still I — a mortal cry came from his very soul, and dropping 
the cold arm he was grasping, the desolate Sebastian fell 
lifeless upon the bodv of her he lamented. 

Supported by her lover, Blanche was kneeling' by the bed, 
distracted between grief for her mother, and fear for her 
father s senses ; Hyopolif o hastily resigned her to Baptista, 
and judging this to be the decisive moment, he dashed away 
his own tears, and motioning to the pale don Christopher, 
they lifted Sebastian from the chamber into the open air. 

Trusting him to their attention, Blanche allowed herself 
to yield to her own sorrow, and remained weeping over the 
beauteous remains of the tenderest of women. Meanwhile 
Hyppolito and don Christopher hastened to the boat, placed 
their royal charge within it, covered him with their clothes, 
and swfitly rowed away towards that part of the coast where 
their lareer vessel was in waiting. When Sebastian re- 
covered, he looked round, and beheld himself in an open 
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boat on the wide ocean, over which the grey of morning 
just began to glimmer ; he saw that don Christopher ana 
HyppoUto were his companions. At first his scattered senses 
were nnable to recollect more than his late escape from the 
galley, and he fancied himself newly rescued from that dis- 
mal situation ; but soon the dejected looks of his friends, 
and returning memoiy, banished this short delusion, and 
he awoke to the consciousness of being bereft of idl he 
loved. 

Sebastian had risen from the bottom of the boat, he now 
sat down again without having spoken; and neither uttering 
groan n^ sigh, neither shedding a tear, nor raising his 
head, he remained like one stupified into stone. 

This dismal silence was unbroken by his pitying friends; 
they plied their oars unremittingly, and after much toil 
came along side the ship, which they hailed and mounted. 

All this time Sebastian spoke not ; he suffered Hyppolito 
to lead him into the cabin, while don Christopher remained 
above, to give directions for her immediate sailing. When 
the latter re-appeared, he rose to depart. In silence he bent 
his knee to kiss the hand of Sebastian, — in silence the grief- 
wrapt Sebastian placed his hands on his head in token of 
benediction. 

" You bless m€ as your son, my father !* asked the young 
man, with much emotion. 

The desolate Sebastian strained him in his arms, and at- 
tempted to speak, but finding the effort impossible, he 
repeated the embrace, and motioning for his friends to with- 
draw, he shut himself in the cabin, and delivered himself up 
to despair. 

Hyppolito earnestly commended the unfortunate king to 
his friend don Christopher, settled with him their mode of 
communication, promised to visit France the instant he 
oOuld obtain permission to travel, and bring with him his 
wedded Blanche ; then exchanging an affectionate farewell, 
he leaped into the boat, again seized the oars, and toiled 
through the sullen waves to the fishing lodge. 
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THE CONCLUSION. 

About thirty years after the period in which don Sebastian 
was conveyed into France, a majestic old man was seen to 
enter the palace of the Braganzas, at villa Viciosa ; his 
raouming garments were plain, but not ignoble ; his st^ps 
were supported by a staff; the hair that parted from ms 
serene, yet time-worn brow, was whiter than silver ; in his 
eye, and on his lips, sat a sort of sweet moumfulness, that 
added a touching interest to his venerable age ; the ashes of 
that youthful fire which had once blazed there., still remained 
to say that such fire had been ; but the fire itself was ex- 
tinct. Resignation, peace, and benignity, had taken its 
place. 

He enquired for the duke and duchess of Braganza : the 
former was at the village of Almada, but the young duchess 
was alone, and the stranger was conducted to her presence. 

Upon entering a splendid hall, where sculpture, painting, 
and armorial decorations united to bestow grandeur, the 
hoary -rheaded traveller paused, and fixed his eyes upon one 
object. It was a young and admirably lovely woman, who 
had just laid her sleeping infant upon a couch, where she 
stood gazing on him with a mother s fondness. 

Her graceful figure owed nothing to the imposing aid of 
dress ; a plain sattin robe, and a cluster of roses knotting 
up her bright, dark hair, were its only ornaments; but 
'^ she was covered with the light of beauty," and wanted no 
other decorations. 

At the sound of a heavy sigh, she turned round, and per- 
ceiving a stranger, haeftened forward to meet him. The old 
man continued looking at her as she advanced : '^ my eyes 
are somewhat dim,*' he said in a voic6 broken by emotion 
rather than by feebleness, '^ but I think you are the last 
surviving child of her who is now an angel in heaven !" 

The young duchess trembled with sudden emotion, and 
her fine countenance assumed an expression of veneration, 
joy, and sorrow, which heightened its charms; she half 
bent her knee, while exclaiming, '^ Who is it that I behold ? 
O majestic stranger, dare I believe that I see in you-—* 

*' The father of your mother I" replied the old man, tears 
trickling down his cheek, '' the widowed, wandering Se- 
bastian. 
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LuiBa sunk at his feet, and devoutly kissed them. ^' You 
return then, at last T she said, weeping with delight^ ^^ all 
who have known or persecuted you, my honoured father, 
are vanished from the earth. Here in the arms of your re- 
maining race, your old age may now pass in security and 
honour, and your latest sigh he hreathed on the bosom of 
affectionate children." 

As she spoke, she tenderly led him towards a seat, where 
placing herself beside him, she continued to wait his answer, 
with both hands clasping one of his. 

Sebastian fondly regarded her a long time in affecting 
silence, the tears chasing one another down his venerable 
face, increasing as they flowed, till he could discern her no 
longer. 

" Pardon me, my child 1" he said, " the sight of you 
brings back the feelings of my youth. At that period I 
loved and possessed the deadest of women : at that period 
your mother was a young and lovely creature like yourself; 
I had friends and kindred : where ar^ they now ? all gone 
down to dust! it is sad to think that I have outlived 
them all; that in you and your husband I behold the 
second generation from myself, and from my cousin of 
Braganza. Mighty Providence ! what an instant is the life 
of mortal man I" 

" Tell me, my child," he added, after a thoughtful pause, 
<' are you happy ? do you possess in your husband such a 
friend as vour heart devotes itself to with perfect sincerity r 
A viviJ glow kindled on the cheek of Luisa, her eyes 
were instantly full of her soul : '^ I am the happiest of 
women;" she said ardently, ^'the whole world contains 
nothing of what is valuable, great, or endearing, that is not 
comprised in the character of my Juan. O my father, I 
am only too happy ; and my fond heart trembles sometimes 
at its own felicity." 

Tears glittered in her brilliant eyes, and the love that 
blushed through every vein of her delicate frame, com- 
municated a sad thrill to those of the aged wanderer. 

" Gone, gone, for ever goneT he repeated mournfully; 
then stopping, added with a divine smile, *•' not so : in the 
world to which I hasten, Luisa, these sweet emotions will 
revive again, even for me. Surely our virtuous affections 
are not destined to perish V 

A smile of equal brightness answered this remark. ^^But 
tell me, dearest sir, whither have you been wandering ? 

2p2 



448 pON 8EBABTIAN. 

and how has your old age been Bupported with those com- 
forts which should follow it everywhere T 

*^ I shall make winter nights seem short," replied Sebas- 
tian ! '^ when I relate to vou, f^ll that I have seen and felt. 
Since the death of her whom no time can efface from this 
widowed heart, you )snow that I liave lived a life of wan- 
dering. I have traversed Europe, Africa, and Asia, on foot, 
with no other companion than this staff and scrip ; no other 
protection save my grey hairs. My pleasure has been the 
study of human character under all the accidents of difF«r- 
ent climates, laws, and customs; my duty has been the 
task of instructing and enlightening the ignorant or wicked 
of the countries through which I passed. Gratitude and 
kindness have rarely failed of recompensing these efforts, 
and I return theremre in good-will with all my fellow- 
creatures." 

'^ Yet ah ! sir, how could you separate from my dear 
parents V* 

^' Had you felt what I have felt, Luisa," replied Sebas- 
tian, raising his head and fixing his eyes on her, '*you 
would not ask that question. I was bereaved of my 
soul. When Kara Aziek was ravished from me by death, 
I saw all my faithful adherents ruined and dajqtersed 
through their fidelity to my hopeless cause ; I had no 
other way to end their destructive efforts and ceaseless 
importunities but to remove beyond their reach. 1 left 
France and journeyed into Persia to the court of my friend 
Schah Abbas : twice I returned to Europe, twice embraced 
my children and their offspring. Twelve years ago i en- 
tered Spain a third time; I round you an orphan, and 
the only surviving memorial of Bluiche and Hyppolito. . 
What then could bind me to a place where but one uncon- 
scious child remaiued ? that child one whom I dared not 
claim or take to myself. I departed again, and it was not 
till 1 heard in Germany — where as his friend, yet unknown 
by my real name, I had followed the steps of the great 
Gustavus Adolphus — ^that you were the wife of Braganza, 
that I determined to return and close my life under your 
roof. There is something awful and striKing, my child, in 
this union with the race of Braganza : their claim to my 
abdicated crown is next to your own : those claims are now 
joined — what great event does providence intend T 

The young duchess fixed on him a look of trouble, mixed 
with heroism^ — ^' I sometimes venture to believe,*' she said, 
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*^ that my admirable Juan is ordained to restore the glory 
of Portugal. The machinations of Spain have failed hitherto 
of ensnaring him ; he yet remains in his country, the idol 
of its people, the leading star of its nobles. I my father, 
how many frightful plots have been formed to deprive him 
of life or liberty I he has ever scorned to live with less than 
the splendour befitting his royal blood, and has continued 
to spend his princely revenues in princely acts : this con- 
duct has fixed every eye and every heart upon him alone; 
the Spanish court have become alarmed, and not daring to 
use violence, have artfully sought to entrap him by a show 
of favour. 

^^Olivares, the prime minister of Philip IV. would have 
persuaded Juan to accept the government of Milan ; but 
what Italian government could tempt him who knew him- 
self the lawful heir to a throne? On the successful revolt 
of the Catalans, this artful politician sent to demand the 
assistance of my husband ; Juan would not assist in oppress- 
ing a brave and outraged people, and he refused to appear 
under arms in such a cause. Dangerous was this noble 
frankness ! the Spaniard dissembling his resentment by a 
mask of confidence, appointed Juan to command the troops 
which then lined the coast, protecting it against the threat- 
ened attack of the French fleet ; the navy of Spain came to 
menace them in tui-n, and its admiral Ossorio invited my 
Braganza with his principal officers to an entertainment on 
board his vessel. Providentially, the secretary a Portuguese 
by birth, seized with remorse, privily informed us that Os- 
sorio had orders to sail away with ms victims for the re- 
motest Spanish port. 

*' Whilst we debated how to elude this treachery without 
appearing to suspect its existence, a storm dispersed the 
rival fleets and drove the admiral's ship a total wreck into 
the harbour of Cadiz." 

'' Providential indeed," exclaimed Sebastian, " what fol- 
lowed this r 

^^ Disappointed in his base design, Olivares was not slow 
in forming another;" resumed the duchess, ^^he invested 
Braganza with some mockery of power, the duty of which 
consisted in his visiting the K>rtresses throughout Portugal, 
inspecting their state, and reporting it to the court of Ma- 
drid. The friends of my dear lord discovered that the same 
orders which had been given to Ossorio were issued to the 
Spanish garrisons ; he was to be seized, detained, and hur- 
ried into Castille. 

2 p 3 
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'*' My Juan's answer to this prqKised favoar was . worthy 
of his illustrious soul : he told OUvares that the ne:(t heir 
to the crown of Portugal deemed any other title a degv«di^ 
tion rather thali a distinction : — he declined the office and 
the name annexed to it." 

^* There spoke his noble blood!" exclaimed Seba^ltiaii, 
while some youthful fire warmed his veins, "Heavea'0 
blessing be on him ! may he fulfil the prophetic hopes whieh 
your words kindle in this time-cmlled heart! — Gro on^ 
sweet daughter I go on !" 

Luisa with all the enthusiasm of ardent affection, re- 
sumed her discourse. 

^^ The spirit <^ her noblest grandee appears to have lighted 
up a happy flame in the bosoms of a tew gallant patriots : 
whole provinces have refused to follow the banners of Spain 
in her attempt to recover Barcelona. The city of fivoia^ 
resisting an oppressive tax lately levied by our foreign go^ 
vemors, have loudly called for their legitimate sovereigD, 
Juan of Braganza : tlie gairisons, almost emptied of their 
Spanish soldiensH-for Phmp n^eds every aid in his war with 
Catalonia and France— offer an easy prey to our country* 
men whenever they shall have courage to assert their inde- 
pendence. 

^ ^s yet no plan has been formed, no absolute party made 
for either pretender to the succession. The families d'Ave- 
gro and Villa-fieal plead their affinity to the throne ; but 
my husband's right is too clear for dispute : your s alone— 
and, 1 how joyfully will he bow to it--may pass before 
him." 

Sebastian smiled, and shook his head^ ^ The world and I, 
my dear daughter, have long since shaken hands, and said 
farewell to leach other. I have no more to do with its ho- 
nours or its pleasures ; these eyes see but one place of re^t, 
and I am fast hastening to it. Sceptres and crowns, at fbuiv 
score years, are the toys and rattles of second childhood, and 
to desire them is to prove that we are become infants again. 
To rejoice in the emancipation of Portugal from an oppres-. 
sive yoke, to rejoice at beholding the reins of her govern- 
ment in young and able bands, is yet permitted me. I 
would cheerfully devote these grey hairs to the di)st could 
that effect so blessed an event. 

^' The groans of a people once too dear to me— «ver dear 
to me — preach my heart even yet. might I live to see 
them &eed from their grievous burthen ; to see thee, my 
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child, share thy lawful inheritance with my nohle kins- 
man, how would it cheer, how would it exalt my parting 
«ml/' 

Luisa was about to answer, when the doors of the saloon 
opening, discovered a crowd of officers, attendants, and 

Euards, in the midst of whom was the duke of Braganza. 
ulsa rose to welcome her husband ; and as he dismissed 
his train, the doors closed again, and he advanced alone into 
the apartment 

Earnest to observe the countenance of Braganza, Sebas- 
tian inclined his venerable person, and lifted up the white 
locks which obscured his sight. His imagination had repre- 
sented the husband of Luisa, with a mien dignified, but 
somewhat austere, and a brow armed with the lofty courage 
of his conduct. On the contrary, he beheld a man in the 
prime of life, whose elegantly proporti(med figure moved 
with gentle gracefulness ; whose face, seriously sweet, in- 
vited love, destroyed apprehen8ion,and spoke a heart warmed 
with the most amiable affections. 

The soft tenderness of his eyes, as he took and kissed the 
hand of his wife, was suddenly changed into the brightness 
of glad surprise, when she hastily told him who was await- 
ing his embrace. Braganza broke away, and hurried to 
throw himself at the feet of his illustrious relative. 

Sebastian bent to raise and to press him in his arms. '* I 
need no other warrant of thy worth, my dear son," he ex- 
claimed, ^Hhan these sweet looks : you are like the noblest 
child of the Braganza race. Hy pr^ty Diego ! how freshly 
1 remember him !" 

'' At what a moment, sire, do I behold you \" exclaimed 
Braganza, ^Hhe time is critical: Portugal stands on the 
brink of a great revolution : she is resolved to make one 
glorious effort — ^to perish or be free." 

The aged king raised his hands and eyes to heaven in an 
ecstasy : the duchess briefly informed her husband of her 
grandfather's resolution never to resume the throne which 
he had so long abandoned. Braganza endeavoured to com- 
bat this resolution with the rhetoric of one who speaks from 
the heart ; but Sebastian had reason on his side, and his 
arguments were unanswerable. 

When this amicable contest was ended, the duke resumed 
the subject which had led to it. " I am come," he said, 
and as he spoke his eyes kindled into the fire of enthu- 
siasm, '^ I am come from a secret assembly of the most po- 
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tent nobles and citizens in Lisbon :* they met at Almeyda, 
to swear fidelity to each other, and to the sacred cause of 
freedom. They demand a leader; and it is npon me that 
they have fixed their eyes. Luisa, I am yours; I am 
doubly yours, for you have made me a father — it is you 
therefore that must answer for your Juan. Tell me, sweet- 
est ! have you courage to let me share this glorious con- 
flict ?" 

The eyes of Juan, as he now suffered them to rest solely 
upon her to whom he spoke, by turns softened and sparkled, 
as love and patriotism succeeded to displace each other in 
his mind : those of the hoary-headed Sebastian expressed an 
apprehensive anxiety, 

Luisa's changing complexion betrayed an inward and a 
severe struggle; but courageously conquering every selfish 
care, she looked up, and said finnly, ^' It is true, you are 
mine, Juan 1 but not to the exclusion of sublimer duties 
and affections : your country's claims supersede all others. 
Awful is the thought of what may follow this consent I 
give ; for does not the bolt strike him first who stands on 
the highest ground ? Yet, better to die nobly, than to live 
meanly ! — ^better to lament a dead hero, thaa to retain" — 
^^ A base coward !" interrupted Braganza, snatching her to 
his breast with transporting exultation. ^' O my brave 
wife ! may your spirit animate our boy \" 

^^ Bless them, mighty God !'' cried the aged king, as he 
rose and extended his hands over the admirable pair, 
*' bless them here and hereafter ; and grant that their race 
m^ ever sit on the throne of Portugal l" 

His august figure, dignified yet further by the sublime 
emotion which elevated his soul, stood like some time-shat- 
tered tower, whose ruins show its former strength and 
beauty. Luisa contemplated these remains of the once 
young and love- inspiring Sebastian with a melting heart; 
for she thought of all the events and feelings which had 
filled his chequered life, and sighed to think how barren 
and how desolate was that Sebastian now. 

Braganza looked at him with respect and admiration. 
^' Honoured sire ! dear father I" he said, ^' I have but one 
ardent wish — 'tis that I may not disgrace the illustrious 
blood which flows in my veins. If there be one drop there 
poisoned by vile ambition — if there be but one that does not 
flow purely for freedom and my country, may the whole 
tide that circles through this body, redden the swords of 
Spain." 
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Shuddering at so horrid an image, Luisa threw herself on 
the neck of her husband and fondly chid him. His smiles 
and cairesses banished alarm ; while Sebastian, eager to learn 
the Jwrticalars of an association so fraught with importance, 
proceeded to inquire the names, characters, and resources of 
the confederate nobles. 

He found that the party which had thus courted the pro- 
tection of Braganza consisted of the furst fBunilies in Portu- 
gal; and that the archbishop of Lisbon, a prelate of great 
power and probity, had, through the means of the inferior 
cleigy, assured himself of the spirit and fidelity of three 
parts of the people. 

The duchess of Mantua, who governed in quality of vice- 
queen, was in reality but the instrument of Yasconcellos, 
her secretary. This man, though by birth a Portuguese, 
was in heart a Spaniard ; or rather was a wretch of such 
wide ambition, such insatiable covetousness, and such base 
sensuality, that to gratify these favourite passions he was 
ready to trample on the mother, who bore lum. 

His licentious conduct, dissolute life, cruelties, extortions, 
and insults, had by degrees exasperated the Portuguese 
into the most deadly animosity : to this private hatred was 
added the stronger sentiment of national honour, and the 
animating one of attachment to the person of Braganza. 

Nothing could be more ardent or universal than the lat- 
ter sentiment. Braganza's noble spirit pervaded every 
place; his bounties flowed into the remotest comers of the 
kingdom ; and wliile the splendour of his household, his 
retinue, his equipages, his entertainments, and his palaces, 
kept in perpetual freshness the remembrance of hu royal 
birth, the ceaseless dew of his secret charities fell all 
around, penetrating the hearts of men with gratitude and 
with love. 

In public, his magnificent train, and serious dignity of 
manner, preserved to him that profound respect which 
should ever follow distinguished personages : in private the 
sweetness of a benign and smiling temper, the graces of a 
refined taste, the charm of every accomplishment, and the 
rivetting talisman of goodness added afi^ection to respect, 
and turned admiration into enthusiasm. He was beloved, 
he was venerated throughout Portugal ; and so evident was 
the dominion he had acquired over his countrymen, that 
not even the Machiavelian Olivares, though trembling at 
his power, dared openly arraign or stop his course. 
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There was something strikingly different in the present 
spirit of Portugal, from that irresolute, fearfal conduct 
which had palsied her exertions for her legitimate sove- 
reign : Sebastian could not refuse a sigh to the remem- 
brance. Then, not even the probable assistance of other 
powers stimulated them into open insurrection : now, they 
were nobly resolved to free themselves, unsupported by 
other aid than God and their own arms. 

While he was thus revolving past events, the memory of 
his dearest friend often mingled with these thoughts, and 
by a natural association, reminded him that Gaspar had 
left a son. ^' Where is heT he exclaimed abruptly, par- 
suing lus thoughts aloud; 'Hwelve years ago, I was told 
that ne belonged to your household, my son." 

*^ Of whom do you speak, sir,'' asked the duchess. 

" Of Juan Pinto Ribeiro," replied Sebastian. 

The duke s features beamed with pleasure. "You ask 
after the most attached and estimable of my servants,*' he 
said ; ^^ Pinto has always studied with me, travelled with 
me, lived with me more like a brother than a domestic : he 
is the comptroller of my household ; and it is to him I be- 
lieve myself indebted for the universal suffrages of my 
countrymen. His love for me, and his devotion to our 
country, are sentiments of equal strength in his excellent 
heart.*^ 

" What do I hear ?" exclaimed Sebastian, in extreme 
emotion, tears trickling down his cheeks; " is it the son of 
my faithful Gaspar that you thus commend ! O my chil- 
dren, so many feelings, long, long since laid to sleep in this 
heart, now awake, and overcome me, that I know not my- 
self. Joy, and the recollection of other days, make an in- 
fiuit of me." 

Sebastian bowed his venerable head, and as he did so, a 
slight colour flushed his pale face ; for now he wept uncon- 
trolled, and was ashamed of his weakness. 

Braganza respected his age and his tears, and drawing 
Luisa away to toe couch of their son, they leaned over it 
together, occupying their attention with his childish 
beauty. 

After some moments' silence, the king resumed, in a low 
faltering voice. " Let me see Ribeiro : after that I will 
take some rest : — ^my spirit is more wearied than my body, 
yet both require repose.*' 

The duke hastened to gratify his royal kinsman, and send- 
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ing for Pinto, who was the confidential person appointed 
to carry his final answer to the confederates, he led him up 
to Sebastian. 

Some faint resemblance to his father — ^a likeness rather 
of lineament than of countenance, powerfully affected the 
venerable monarch : Pinto was nearly the age that Gaspar 
was when he left hia master fi>r the last time at villa Roso- 
lia, and this circumstance heightened the efifect of the re- 
semblance. Sebastian frequently embraced him, and as 
frequently repeated the name of his dead friend ; he wist- 
fully examined the face before him, but he did not find it 
the exact counterpart of Gaspar's. 

Pinto's eyes and air had the fire of his Italian mother : 
his look was neither so mild nor so tender as his father s ; 
but it was more pregnant with resolution and talent ; it an- 
nounced him what he was, an intrepid, ardent, faithful, 
and enterprising man. 

Sebastian did not require a second glance at this lumin- 
ous countenance to decide that Pinto would be the spring 
%md the mover of the revolution they meditated. After 
conversing with him awhile, and hearing anew the most 
momentous details connected with the great event in hand, 
Sebastian retired, at the pressing instance of his lovely 
grandchild,, who watching the fluctuations of his venerable 
face, grew fearful that he might sufifer from so much 
emotion, and at length succeeded in leading him to a 
chamber. 

Pinto's arrival in Lisbon was the signal for active mea- 
sures : each noble hurried to his paternal residence, where 
they severally employed themselves in secretly securing 
the support of their tenantry and their retainers. The 
clergy awakened the consciences of their parishioners by 
painting resistance as a duty, submission as a crime ; they 
explained the right of Braganza, while they demonstrated 
the comparative insufficiency of Philip's title to the crown 
of Portugal. The merchants animated each other with the 
view of then' present humiliation and their past power ; 
and the starving artisans whom Pinto sought out and re- 
lieved, owing their lives to his generous master, professed 
themselves eager to risk those lives for his advancement. 

These springs, though privily worked, were visible ia 
their effects. An impatience of Spanish oppression, with 
occasional demonstrations of contempt, or of hatred, began 
to occur in every place ; Yasconcellos was alarmed, yet he 
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knew not on whom to fix the eye of suspicion; for Bragansui 
was retired into the bosom of ms own family at villa Viciosa, 
remote from the capital, enjoying himself as nsnal in the 
peaceful pleasures of study, haw^g, hunting, and elegant 
society. 

The venerable stranger who was now and then to be 
seen coming forth upon the arm of Luisa to breathe the 
clear air of the parks, or the sweeter breeze of the gardens, 
was an object of no curiosity to any of the Spaniards : Br»- 
ganza's palace was so often the asylum of age, misfortune, 
and helplessness, that an individual just standing on the 
brink of eternity excited no suspicion. Sebastian therefore 
dwelt under the protection of the last of lus race, in happy 
security : his sun was about to set ; but it was sinking be- 
neath a cloudless horizon, to rise again in the region of ever- 
lasting bliss. 

While his judgment steadily scanned and approved all 
the sentiments, feelings, and actions of the amii^le and ad- 
mirable Braganza ; while he marked the brightness of a 
soul which no passions obscured, and felt the benign influ- 
ence of a disposition diffusing happiness like light, he be- 
came sensible to a solicitude for the event of the revolution, 
which entirely banished his long though hardly acquired 
repose. At every dispatch from Pinto, his aged fnune 
shook with strong emotion ; but fortune appeared inclined 
to favour the good cause, and the heroism o^ Luisa oommn- 
nicated itaown ardour to her parent. 

In the midst of this anxiety, an order arrived from the 
court of Spain, demanding the attendance of the duke of 
Braganza at Madrid. The reason assigned for this requisi- 
tion was plausible and difficult to evade ; for Olivares art- 
fully declared that his august master, grieved at the misery 
which he was told pervaded Portugal, was determined to 
investigate the cause, find out and punish the authors, be 
they who they might, and finally place at the head of the 
government one of its own princes. 

To refuse attendance aner such a declacration, was im- 
possible to Braganza, if he would retain a title to his conn- 
try's affection, or conceal from Olivares that he knew his 
destructive intentions : he was obliged to return an evasive 
answer, which implied that he would appear at Philip's 
court, when he could draw around him a train befitting his 
high rank. 

At the suggestion of his wife, whom lore made politic, 
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he dispatched this reply by one of his household, who was 
ciiarged to hire a splendid mansion, engage servants, pur- 
chase magnificent furniture ; in short, amuse Olivares by 
the show of preparing for the reception of his master and 
his suite. 

So alarming a command as that which would deprive 
them of their leader, quickened the exertions of the confe- 
derates : it was necessary to establish strong parties through- 
out every province, to gain the soldiery, to secure the pos- 
session of the arsenal, to win over the keepers of prisons, 
that all confined for resistance to Spanish tyram^ might 
be s6t free ; in short, that the whole kingdom might rise 
at once in one body, as if by an electric touch, and displace 
the vice-queen without tumult, and without massacre. 

To effect these purposes, required more time than it ap- 
peared prudent to allow at a period like this ; for messen- 
gers came daily from Spain, expostulating with the duke on 
his disrespeetfiil tardiness. 

Pinto, who had secretly and rapidly made the circuit of 
all the towns devoted to his master s interest, at length 
ventured to pronounce that the trial might be hazarded. 

The regiment of Braganza, he had contrived to get sta- 
tioned at Elvasand Olivenza, two frontier fortresses, which 
may be called the keys of Portugal : these he intended 
should form a barrier against the Spaniards, should any ob''- 
stacle arise in the kingdom itself, and might keep them in 
check till the revolution was completely effected. 

Humanely desirous to avoid the effusion of blood, Bra- 
ganza would not suffer a step to be indiscreetly taken; and 
Sebastian exhorted Pinto to avoid temerity, if he would 
ensure success without slaughter. 

They were yet agitating the subject, when an express 
from Madrid demanding tl^ appearance of Braganza before 
the expiration of six days, under pain of forfeiting his 
estates, decided the debate, and rendered immediate action 
a deed of necessity. Pinto proceeded instantly to Lisbon, 
circulated the news through the dty, and at midnight as^ 
sembled the principal patriots, concerted with them fit 
measures for securing tb^ persons of the vice-queen and her 
secretary. 

. It was agreed l^t four resolute bands, of a himdred men 
each, should, at a given signal, seize upon the four avenues 
of the palace, while the Portuguese regiment of cavalry 
then quartered in the city, idiould ride through the streets^ 

2q 
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proclaiming Juan IV. and calling on the other ckizeiis to 
join their party. The archbishop undertook to appear at 
the head of all the religious orders, animating the people to 
take the side of justice and of national honour; and the arti- 
sans, headed by the most popular and intrepid of their order., 
were pledged to hold themselves in readiness to rush, out 
completely armed, and follow the standard of Braganza. 

To every city, and every garrison, hurried some noble or 
some officer, all sworn to rise and proclaim Juan IV. at the 
same hour. Braganza, under the pretext of paying his 
respects to the vice-queen, ere he set out for Spain, removed 
from villa Viciosa to a huntiag seat opposite Lisbon, 'where 
he waited the event with some perturbation of heart. 

Sebastian and Luisa were his companions : awful was the 
time to both ! — Sebastian saw the fate of his country in the 
balance — ^the lives and liberties of millions ; Luisa beheld a 
crown and an axe suspended over the head of him she loved 
beyond all former love. Braganza was the most tranqni], 
and the most confident, for he knew his own disinterested- 
ness, and trusted to receive the blessing vchich virtuous 
motives almost warrant man to expect from a just and ap- 
proving Being. 

The night fixed upon by the confederate patriots now 
arrived; it was the sixth of December an hour before that 
which was to decide the fortunes of Braganza. Pinto came 
to receive his master s latest instructions, and to conjure 
him not to delay providing for his safety by means of a ves- 
sel which his careful friends had secured in case of failure, 
should Providence destine Spain to triumph. 

As he embraced his zealous adherent, Braganza whisper- 
ed in a low, but firm voice, " I go to a throne, or to deatii ; 
would you that I should outUve the brave friends that 
must have fallen, ere flight be my only refuge ? No, Pinto ! 
my resolution was taken long since ; I rise or fall with For 
tugal." 

Luisa heard not this declaration, but her eye caught the 
strong beam of Braganza's, as it flashed an answer to the 
approviDg look of Sebastian, and she felt that her husband s 
soul dilated with some great resolve. Her heart dared not 
question him ; it dared not question itself: — alas i to ima- 
gine for an instant, that he, in whom all joy, all delight, 
were summed up, that he who was indeed her earthly god, 
should be ravished from her fond arms, and doomed to the 
death of a rebel, was to think herself into frenzy. She 
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hastHy dismissed the image, and smiling throngh tears, gave 
ber hand to Pinto, who respectfully kissing it uttered some 
inspiriting words, and disappeared. 

Almost total silence followed the departure of Pinto. 
At length the clock striking eight, told them that *-^ the 
-work was begun." Sebastian started up at the first stroke 
of the bell, but immediately sitting down again, he stroked 
back his grey hair with a trembling hand, and said sighing : 
^^ These white locks, and this boyish eagerness, are not well- 
suited, my children I we think our characters changed, when 
the change is only in our circumstances : for thirty long 
years, scarcely any event has moved me strongly, and now 
I am all weak agitation." 

** Hurry not yourself, dear father T said Luisa, " by giving 
that name to honourable feeling ; as the soul draws nearer 
to her divine source, ought not her powers to brighten, her 
sensibilities to increase ? I see no virtue in apathy." 

Sebastian turned on her a grateful and gratified look; 
Braganza spoke not ; his thoughts were so entirely absorbed 
by one momentous object, that he neither heard nor saw 
what passed around him. 

Suddenly confused sounds proceeded from the distant 
city, shouts, shrieks, the clamour of alarm bells, the tram- 
pling of horses, the beat of drums, proclaimed the confusion 
which reigned throughout Lisbon; amongst the uproar, 
Braganza listened for the sound of artillery: none was 
heard : at this circumstance his hopes expanded, and he ex- 
claimed aloud, " AH then goes well !" 

Pale with anxiety, yet bright with heroism, Luisa sat by 
the side of her venerable grandsire, alternately returning 
the agitated pressure of his hand, or the inquiring glance of 
his eye ; their beating hearts kept time with each other ; 
but as they looked on the inspiring countenance of Braganza, 
apprehension gave way to hope, and hope to security. 

The signal of success at last was heard ; a cannon fired 
from the citadel, announced that Lisbon was in the hands 
of the patriots, that the duke of Braganza was proclaimed 
king. 

At this welcome sound, the transported Luisa threw her- 
self into the arms of her lord ; she intended to salute him 
by his new title, but love alone spoke, and half fainting 
with sweet emotion, she could but murmur out, ^'Juan, 
my dear, dear husband." 

Braganza strained her to his breast, his fine countenance 
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all glowinff with patriot joy, then eagerly sbaiching the 
hand of the majestic old man, he exclaimed,---^ Hasten ! 
hasten, my &ther I that is the call for me,-*-oiir cotmtryy 
our beloved country is unchained/' 

A deeper flush illumined his face as he spoke, and the 
ardour of his feelings burst forth in tears. It was not usual 
for Braganza to weep, and these tears gave testimony to the 
noble source whence they flowed. 

Yielding to the impulse of his hand, SebasUan and Luisa 
hastened with him out of the house ; his servants had al- 
ready prepared every thing for their instant conveyance to 
Lisbon ; they crossed over and entered the city. 

Sebastian had followed, pale, silent, and unceartain; so 
many reverses, so many unforeseen shocks had assaulted 
him at periods of his greatest prosperity, that now he hesi- 
tated to believe too soon, or to trust the evidence of other 
senses than his own. 

The gates of Lisbon were thrown <^en; they were 
crowded with armed citizens, wearing the colours of the 
Braganzas on their caps and scar& ; the banners of Portugal 
waved from every public building, the convents and the 
houses were lighted up, and the waole city resounded with 
the cry of '^ Long live Juan lY., king of Portugal ai^id of 
the Indies." 

Pinto met his new sovereign at the entrance of the pal- 
ace : he fell at his feet, and his manly countenance was 
overflowed with tears : he attempted to speak, but could 
not. The archbishop, the clergy, the nobles, and the 
other patriots, hailed their king with loud and repeated ac- 
clamations. 

'^ Where is the duchess of Mantua T asked Braganza, 
pausing, ere he passed the threshold, ^' Mv friends, let her 
DO respected, and honourablv conducted beyond the fron- 
tier. No blood 1 hope will now.'' 

^ One victim only i exclaimed a bold young man, start* 
ing forward, and advancing a sword yet red with blood. 
^^This sword, be it enrolled and sainted for the deed, 
searched the heart of Yasconcellos. 1 found him hidden 
in the vice-qiieen's chamber : I drew the quivering villain 
forth, and at the same moment a hundred weapons were in 
his breast. The tyrant is dead! I cried, let liberty Uve, 
and don Juan king of Portugal ! At that cry, all Lisbon 
echoed a shout of triumph, the Spaniards dropped their use- 
less arms, and tbe contest was ended." 
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^ " The duchess of Mantoa has been removed to Xabregas, 
sire," said Pinto, who now found voice to speak. ^ The 
citadel, the arsenal, the fleet, fdl is your majesty's. Vas- 
concellos alone has perished, and his crimes called for the 
vengeance of heaven. ' 

Braganza, bowed in token of. assent, ashamed of the 
momentary pang which the death even of one person caused 
to his humane neart : he then turned to the surrounding 
multitude, and with an air at once full of thaokfulness and 
of dignity, acknowledged the services of his friends ; pro- 
miseof love and protection to his people ; and recommend- 
ing to them all, mercy towards their unresisting enemies, 
retired into the palace. 

While these things were transacting, Sebastian appeared 
to have been standing in a trance : he now moved slowly 
on supported between the young king and queen, who an- 
xiously watched his varying looks. 

They entered the state apartment : their august compan- 
ion would have sat down on the first chair he reached, but 
Braganza gracefully checked him,' led him from it, and 
placed him, ere he was aware, on the throne itself. Sebas- 
tian bowed his head with a divine smile ; his heart was 
agitated, was oppressed beyond utterance ; for the visions 
of his youth were present here. 

This throne, these royal banners, these armorial trophies 
which witnessed the heroic exploits of his ancestors, those 
illustrious portraits covering the walls, the very conscious- 
ness that he was in his own palace, and that even so another 
prince was its master, all united to shake his frame with 
emotions beyond its strength. But regret mixed not with 
the sentiment; it was a solemn and an awful fulness of 
contentment. 

He looked down and beheld the amiable Juan with his 
lovely consort, kneeling before him ; their train were left in 
the outer chamber, and Pinto alone remained. Beyond 
the palace walls, the citv still rung with shouts of ^^ Long 
live our king I" and still the proud discharge of ordnance 
shook the buildings around. 

Sebastian's eyes wandered over the illuminated counten- 
ances of his grand-children, with an expression of celestial 
satisfaction ; yet he was mortal pale, and his hands, as he 
laid them on the heads of Juan and Luisa, were damp and 
chilling. ^' Give me that babe 1" he said, after having 
blessed the parents. Luisa laid it on his arms. 
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Sebastian received the bov with trembling avidity :- 

he bent to kiss his infant cneek, his silver locks sweeping- 
over the eyelids of the little prince, awoke him, and he 
looked smiling up. A nobler smile, for it was radiant "with 
the immortal spirit, lighted np the fjGtce of the aged king; 
he leaned back in the royal chair, he looked at the son of 
Caspar, then at Braganza and Luisa, cast a last glance at 
her child, thought of them he was hastening to rejoin, and 
fixing his eyes on heaven, he feebly exclaimed, ^ Die, die I 
thou hast lived long enough." 

His eyes closed as he spoke, and Luisa starting up to 
catch her falling babe, discovered that the soul had indeed 
ascended to happiness and its God I 




TH£ END. 



